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Dedication 


Marion  T.  Pratt 

By  dedicating  this  issue  of  the 
“ Pioneer ”  in  memory  of  Miss  Pratt, 
we  hope  to  express  in  some  small 
way  our  appreciation  of  the  loyal 
adviser,  friend,  and  teacher,  who 
gave  her  best  for  Reading  High 
School. 


MARION  T.  PRATT 

From  1919  until  1940,  Miss  Marion  Pratt  was  a 
devoted  and  vital  part  of  Reading  High  School.  On 
July  14th,  1940,  she  passed  away,  after  a  long  and 
courageous  struggle  to  regain  her  health.  Tennyson’s 
words  taken  from  his  “In  Memoriam”  seem  almost  to 
have  been  written  for  her: 

“Tis  little;  but  it  looks  in  truth 
As  if  the  quiet  bones  were  blest 
Among  familiar  names  to  rest 
And  in  the  places  of  her  youth.” 

Born  in  Reading  in  1877,  the  daughter  of  Frank  W. 
B.  and  Sarah  (Weston)  Pratt,  she  was  a  member  of  one 
of  our  oldest  and  most  prosperous  families.  Her  an¬ 
cestor,  Daniel  Pratt,  was  famous  throughout  the  country 
as  a  manufacturer  of  fine  clocks.  Miss  Pratt  received 
her  early  education  in  the  public  schools  of  Reading  and 
graduated  from  Reading  High  School  in  1895.  From 
Reading  High  School,  she  went  on  to  further  study  at 
Wellesley  College.  Like  many  girls  who  went  to  college 
in  her  time,  Miss  Pratt  fitted  herself  for  teaching,  and 
upon  her  graduation  in  1899,  she  obtained  her  first  posi¬ 
tion  in  Haverhill,  N.  H.  Always  ambitious  to  go  on  to 
better  and  bigger  work,  she  filled  teaching  positions  in 
several  schools  in  Pennsylvania,  Maine,  Newr  Hampshire, 
and  Massachusetts.  Perhaps  the  most  outstanding  posi¬ 
tion  which  she  filled  before  she  came  to  Reading  High 
School  was  that  of  preceptress  of  Gould  Academy  at 
Bethel,  Maine.  For  thirteen  years  she  stayed  at  this 
school,  and  left  there  to  come  back  to  Reading.  Even 
during  the  summer  months,  when  many  teachers  feel  the 
urge  to  rest,  Miss  Pratt  continued  her  work  with  students 
by  chaperoning  groups  on  trips  to  France  for  study.  She 
herself  attended  several  summer  sessions  at  the  Sorbonne 
to  keep  herself  always  prepared. 

Her  appointment  to  the  faculty  of  Reading  High 
School  proved  to  be  an  exceedingly  wise  thing,  for  her 
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THE  CHRISTMAS  CUSTOM 

The  broad  starlit  plain  suddenly  became  brilliant. 
Angels  heralding  the  birth  of  Christ  sang  the  first  Christ¬ 
mas  carol:  “Glory  to  God  in  the  highest  and  on  earth 
peace,  good  will  toward  men.”  Since  that  sacred  night 
the  whole  Christian  world  is  annually  pervaded  with  a 
joyful  spirit,  and  grudges  are  subjugated  by  a  feeling 
of  brotherhood  for  all  mankind.  Surely,  Christmas  is 
the  most  wonderful  time  of  year. 

Though  the  spirit  that  fills  the  hearts  of  the  peoples 
of  all  the  Christian  nations  on  earth  is  the  same,  national 
customs  are  interestingly  varied.  The  families  in  England 
bring  in  the  traditional  Yule  Log  on  Christmas  Eve,  and 
place  it  on  the  kitchen  floor  until  each  member  of  the 
family  sits  on  it  to  gain  some  of  the  good  luck  brought 
by  the  log.  Then  it  is  borne  in  triumph  to  the  hearth 
while  the  family  sings  festive  songs.  It  is  lighted  by  a 
bit  of  the  previous  year’s  log  treasured  for  that  purpose. 
At  Christmas  time  in  France  small  stalls  and  booths  are 
erected  along  the  boulevards  selling  all  sorts  of  sweets 
and  novelties.  It’s  quite  like  a  fair.  The  French  children 
wait  for  the  “Petit  Noel”,  the  Christ-Child,  to  come  down 
the  chimney  and  fill  their  shoes  with  presents.  Friendly 
gatherings  are  held  in  homes  and  cafe  on  Christmas 
Eve  to  welcome  in  Christmas,  and  the  evening  ends  with 
attendance  at  a  Midnight  Mass.  In  Germany  on  Christ¬ 
mas  Eve  “Christkind”,  dressed  in  while  robes  and  a 
golden  crown  and  wearing  huge  golden  wings,  burst  into 
the  room  carrying  a  large  parcel.  He  tosses  it  into  the 
arms  of  some  member  of  the  group,  cries  “Yulklapp!” 
and  vanishes.  Every  little  while  he  returns,  until  he  has 
presented  gifts  to  all  the  children. 

Northern  and  central  Europe  have  decorations  much 
the  same  as  ours,  and  snow,  holly,  and  Christmas  trees 
go  hand  in  hand  with  Christmas,  but  in  Spain  and  Italy 
such  things  are  unheard  of  at  Christmas.  There  the 
weather  is  warm  and  beautiful  and  garlands  of  brilliant 
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ESSAYS 


and  POETRY 


SNOW 

He  smiled  as  he  felt  the  icy  feather  touch  his  cheek. 
He  always  had  loved  the  snow  that  fell  for  Christmas; 
he  had  not  only  loved  it,  he  had  longed  for  it  whenever 
it  didn't  come.  It  always  muted  the  bustling  city  with 
that  reverent,  Christmas  hush;  it  lent  a  clearer,  more 
joyful  tone  to  the  church  bells;  it  somehow  quickened 
the  happy  chatter  of  passers-by.  Christmas  snow  had 
punctuated  his  life  at  its  most  important  turns,  he  mused. 

Suddenly  he  was  no  longer  the  well-dressed  old 
gentlemen,  swinging  down  Fifth  Avenue  with  his  slender, 
gold-headed  cane,  hut  the  shivering  little  boy  in  the  park 
fi ft \  years  ago.  It  had  been  snowing  then,  too,  and  the 
snow  had  crept  in  through  the  holes  in  his  high-buttoned 
shoes,  and  the  wind  had  cut  through  his  thin,  carefully 
patched  jacket.  He  had  crept  to  the  park  after  the  boys 
in  his  tenement  block  had  snow-balled  him  when  he 
tried  to  build  a  snowman  like  theirs.  Well,  he  had  start¬ 
ed  another  snowman,  but  somehow  this  creature  had 
taken  on  more  feminine  proportions.  Its  head  had  not 
sat  squareh  on  its  shoulders,  as  other  snowmen’s  heads 
were  wont  to  do.  but  had  seemed  to  bend  over  something, 
and  the  usuall)  stiff  back  had  a  very  human  curve  to  it. 
His  snow  lad)  had  seemed  to  be  protecting  something 
for  even  her  snow  ~kirts  fell  in  a  gentle  sweep.  He  had 


rolled  a  little  snow  bundle,  placed  it  in  her  arms  and 
then  fallen  into  the  deep,  soft  snow  to  rest  and  examine 
his  creation.  Howt  comfortable  the  snow  had  felt- 
something  like  his  mother’s  arms  when  she  used  to  sing 
him  to  sleep  long  ago. 

There  had  been  very  little  about  the  young  man 
that  had  resembled  the  child.  He  hadn’t  stayed  in  the 
old  tenement  block  long  after  that.  A  snappy  derby  had 
replaced  the  worn,  old  cap,  a  stiff  collar  choked  the 
throat  that  the  soft  scarf  had  surrounded,  and  beneath 
his  expensive  top-coat  he  had  worn  a  checked  jacket,  the 
latest  thing  at  that  time.  Only  the  dark  eyes  had  been 
the  same,  dreamy  and  gentle  for  all  his  attempted  cool¬ 
ness  and  savoir  faire.  He’d  acquired  a  wonderful  car 
and  how  he  loved  to  step  on  the  accelerator  and  thrill 
to  the  power  of  it.  That  car  had  traveled  thirty  miles 
an  hour — the  wonder  of  the  day.  To  be  sure,  it  had 
taken  a  hand  crank  to  start  it  and  when  it  had  done 
thirty  miles  an  hour  its  own  power  had  shaken  it  with 
a  fury  that  threatened  disaster,  but  it  had  gone  thirty 
miles,  nonetheless.  It  was  ‘‘Big  Tim’’  who  had  given 
him  the  beautiful  suite  of  rooms  and  the  fashionable 
clothes  he’d  always  wanted.  It  was  the  boys  in  “Big 
Tim’s’’  gang  who  had  bolstered  his  ego  and  persuaded 
him  to  buy  the  car  with  his  new  earnings.  It  seemed  to 
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him  that  that  car  had  represented  all  his  dreams,  his  love 
for  luxury,  his  thirst  for  power.  How  indomitable  he 
had  felt  behind  the  wheel;  nothing  could  stop  him!  Bui 
something  had  stopped  him.  The  blizzard  had  over¬ 
powered  the  omnipotent;  the  car  had  careened  madly 
from  the  road  one  Christmas  eve  and  wrapped  itself 
around  a  tree.  And  as  he  had  whirled  through  space, 
the  snow  had  lashed  rebukingly  about  him. 

Later  they  had  told  him  he  had  been  unconscious 
for  days.  Only  once  had  “Big  Tim  come  to  ask  for 
him,  for  shortly  afterwards  the  gang  had  “pulled  one 
big  job”  too  many  and  had  walked  into  a  police  trap. 
Days  had  passed,  and,  contrary  to  all  professional  ex¬ 
pectations,  he  had  remained  alive,  yet  he  had  done  even 
that  half  heartedly.  And  then  someone  had  walked 
across  his  room  one  day  to  open  a  window,  and  he  had 
heard  “Look,  the  boys  are  building  a  snowman! 

A  snowman!  A  snowman!  Yes,  he  remembered! 
One  Christmas  eve  he  had  built  one  too — but  his  had 
been  a  lady — a  madonna,  his  Snow  Madonna!  Then 
he  had  tried  to  jump  out  of  bed,  but  cool  hands  had 
forced  him  back. 

“Let  me  go!”  he  had  raved.  “My  Snow  Madonna 
has  melted,  and  1  must  build  her  again!”  But  the  inex¬ 
orable  hands  had  held  him.  Then  he  had  wept,  not  as 
a  man  does,  but  with  the  deep,  shuddering  sobs  of  a  heart 
broken  child.  It  had  made  his  whole  head  throb  to  weep 
so,  but  the  torrent  of  tears  had  only  been  redoubled  by 
the  pain. 

“Please  let  me  find  my  Snow  Madonna,”  he  had 
pleaded. 

Then  someone  had  said,  “It  will  kill  him  to  cry 
like  that;  let  him  build  his  Snow  Madonna  with  this,” 
and  they  had  given  him  clay. 

He  had  worked  for  days  and  days,  and  when  his 
Snowr  Madonna  w'as  finished  and  lived  again  in  the  soft, 
dull,  white  clay,  people  had  marvelled.  The  newspapers 
had  picked  up  the  “human  interest”  story.  Collectors 
had  struggled  to  get  it ;  great  artists  had  prophesied  fame 
for  him.  they  had  brought  him  more  clay,  and  it  proved 
to  be  the  best  possible  cure  for  him.  After  his  recovery, 
there  had  been  more  sculpture,  there  had  been  years 
abroad,  and  finally  there  had  been  fame.  With  each 
new'  creation  that  he  made,  the  Snow  Madonna  had 
gained  added  value  as  the  first  w'ork  of  a  rising  artist; 
yet  he  had  never  sold  it,  for  he  had  always  known  that 
even  the  greatest  admirers  of  it  thought  of  it  only  as 
beautiful  clay;  to  him  it  had  always  been  snow. 

The  old  man  stopped  at  the  door  of  his  studio  and 
entered.  He  walked  to  the  low  table  where  the  Snow 
Madonna  was  always  kept  and  touched  her  lovingly. 
“Peculiar,”  he  thought  to  himself,  “how  a  little  thing 
like  snow'  can  change  a  whole  man’s  life  from  bad  to 
good."  Ironical,  he  thought,  how'  much  more  than  ever 
before  he  had  seen  since  the  night  the  snowr  had  sent  his 
car  hurtling  into  that  tree — and  he  had  been  stricken 
blind. 

Dorothy  Babcock 


CHRISTMAS  EVE 

Gay  candles,  twinkling  from  a  casement,  light 
The  shivring  carol  singers  on  their  way; 

Sad  hearts  are  cheered  by  “Silent  Night"; 

Once  more  the  earth  has  lost  its  cares  in  gay 

And  hurried  preparations  for  a  morn 

When  all  should  joyous  be;  the  clear  air  rings 

With  shouts  of  “Merry  Christmas!”  “Christ  is  born!” 

It  seems  again  to  men  an  angel  sings. 

Proud  firs  are  decked  with  presents,  glittering  balls— 
The  children’s  toys  brought  forth  with  loving  hand; 
Then  quiet  comes  and  rests  within  all  walls; 

The  peace  of  “Silent  Night”  is  o’er  the  land. 

A  bell  peals  out  twelve  strokes,  and  in  the  west, 

Above  the  world,  one  star  outshines  the  rest. 

Elisabeth  White 


‘EASY  DOES  IT!” 


When  fire  was  discovered  in  the  forward  hold  of 
the  Dvina  every  man  except  “Easy”  Reilly  turned  pale. 
The  fire  didn’t  seem  to  excite  him  much,  but  then,  I 
couldn’t  remember  ever  seeing  him  in  a  panic  about 
anything.  He  just  let  out  a  few  good  American  cuss 
words  and  bellowed,  “Well,  let’s  put  the  fire  out.  Easy 
does  it,  fellas!” 

But  the  rest  of  us  had  just  one  idea  about  that  fire — 
to  get  away  from  it.  You  see,  there  were  ten  tons  of  am¬ 
munition,  everything  from  machine  gun  cartridges  to 
fifty-pound  bombs,  packed  in  boxes  marked  “Ham”  and 
stored  in  that  hold.  Besides,  there  was  the  South  Ameri¬ 
can  coast  within  sight.  No,  sir,  we  didn’t  bother  to  put 
out  the  fire.  We  made  a  rush  for  the  two  lifeboats, 
ripped  off  the  canvas  covers  and  climbed  in.  That  is, 
everyone  did  except  “Easy”.  He  had  one  leg  over  the 
gunwale  of  my  boat  when  Dutch  Joe  said  in  German, 
“To  think  of  all  the  money  we  were  going  to  get  out  of 
that  ammunition — it  makes  me  sick!” 

Now,  “Easy”  didn’t  know  much  German,  but  he  did 
know  the  word  for  money  in  almost  any  language.  He 
lifted  his  foot  out  of  the  boat.  “Money,”  he  said.  “I 
gotta  have  money.  Why,  Sadie  and  me  can’t  get  married 
if  I  don’t  get  my  money.”  And  he  turned  right  around 
and  started  for  the  hold. 

“Come  back  here,  you  idiot!”  I  yelled  after  him. 

“Maybe  that  fire  ain’t  so  bad  as  you  boys  think,”  he 
said,  keeping  right  on  his  way.  “Maybe  it  can  be  put 
out  easy.” 

I  got  up  with  the  intention  of  going  after  the  big 
boob  and  dragging  him  back  to  the  boat,  but  Captain 
Yost  roared,  “Sit  down,  sir!  Lower  the  boat!”  The  last 
glimpse  I  had  of  “Easy”  was  his  big  blond  head  dis¬ 
appearing  into  the  hatch.  Then  the  life  boat  went  over 
the  rail  and  settled  into  the  water.  Someone  shoved  an 
oar  into  my  hands  and  I  fell  into  the  stroke.  Swiftly  we 
began  pulling  away  from  the  Dvina  and  her  ten  tons  of 
“Ham.” 

I  sat  facing  the  ship.  Smoke  poured  out  of  the  for¬ 
ward  hatch,  big,  white,  billowy  clouds  of  it.  The  air 
was  still,  and  the  sea  was  as  smooth  as  glass.  That  smoke 


Five 


THE  PIONEER 


spread  out  and  liung  suspended  in  the  sky  over  the 
uvina  nKe  a  mg  circus  tent,  and  down  tnere  among 
mose  boxes  was  -Easy’'  Jtteiliy— big,  dumb,  good- 
natured  Jbas)  — ironically  muttering  to  hnnseli  ngtit 
men  tns  ia\ onle  expression:  “Easy  does  itl  id  run 
across  Jbasy  in— well,  no  matter  where.  He  was  broke 
and  out  01  a  job  and  homesick.  When  he  learned  that 
i  was  n om  me  States  ne  nearly  cried  tor  joy.  lhen  he 
snowed  me  Sadies  picture  and  told  me  about  a  dairy 
xarin  somewhere  in  Wisconsin,  lie  wanted  Sadie  and  she 
wanted  the  larm — and  well,  that  took  money.  How 
would  you  like  to  help  run  some  supplies  through  tnc 
blockade'.''  i  d  asked,  "its  a  gamble — a  long  shot,  but 
it  we  make  it  you  can  buy  the  larm  and  more  cows  than 
you  and  Sadie  can  milk  m  a  forty-eight  hour  day.  it’s 
uangerous,  but — 

‘•When  do  1  start  working?”  he’d  interrupted. 

“Easy”  wasn’t  much  of  a  sailor,  solid  bone  between 
me  ears,  nut  he  had  one  saving  virLue,  and  that  was  his 
strength,  lie  could  carry  those  boxes  of  ammunition 
around  as  ii  they  were  really  filled  with  ham  and  do  it 
easily,  in  fact,  he  could  do  any  kind  of  hard  work 
easily  if  someone  had  the  patience  to  teach  him  how. 
i  hat  s  another  reason  why  he  got  his  nickname.  In 
spite  of  the  thick-headedness  he  w  asn  t  a  bad  sort,  and 
since  lie  and  1  were  the  only  Americans  on  board  we  were 
together  a  lot.  He  talked  most  of  the  time  about  Sadie. 
1  couldn’t  help  thinking  of  ail  this  as  we  put  more  water 
between  us  and  Lhe  ship.  It  was  really  my  fault  that 
“Easy”  was  in  this  mess,  so  1  leaned  back  on  my  oar  and 
said  in  German,  “Captain,  that  fool  kid  may  come  to 
his  senses  before  it’s  too  late  and  jump  overboard.  Let  s 
hold  up  and  see  what  happens.” 

“No,”  Captain  Yost  said,  “we’re  too  close  to  stop. 

“Look!”  cried  Dutch  Joe.  “There’s  the  fool  now.” 

Sure  enough,  there  was  “Easy”  leaning  over  the  rail 
of  the  Dvina,  shouting  something  we  couldn  t  under¬ 
stand.  Yost  cupped  his  hands  and  bellowed,  “Jump,  you 
fool,  jump!”  Then,  remembering  “Easy’  was  pretty 
weak,  in  German,  turned  to  me:  “You  tell  him,  Stanton.” 

1  got  up  and  shouted,  but  “Easy  just  stood  there 
waving  his  arms  and  yelling  back.  “We’re  too  far 
away,”  1  said  at  last,  “lie  can’t  hear  me.” 

The  captain  swore  in  three  or  four  different 
languages,  then  sat  down  and  said  laconically,  “Keep 
rowing.” 

“lie’s  gone,”  Dutch  Joe  said,  pointing  his  chin  at 
the  ship. 

Hut  he  wasn’t.  Suddenly  “Easy”  reappeared  at  the 
rail  with  the  captain’s  megaphone.  “Come  back,”  he 
called.  “Come  back!  I  put  the  fire  out.  The  ship’s 
safe.” 

"\\  hat  a  man!”  Capt.  Yost  said  as  we  rowed  toward 
the  Dvina.  “What  a  man!  As  strong  as  an  ox,  as  brave 
as  a  lion!” 

As  soon  as  were  w  ere  back  on  the  ship  I  had  “Easy” 
down  in  the  cook’s  galley,  smearing  his  face  and  hands 
with  1  ard.  "\ou  know,  Jack,”  he  said,  “it  got  pretty 
hot  dow  n  there.  I  was  about  ready  to  give  up  once. 
Even  thinkin’  about  Sadie  didn’t  help  much.  Then  I  kept 


readin  the  word  “Ham”  on  them  boxes  and  it  made  me 
think  about  those  poor  hungry  devils  on  shore — 1  ve 
been  hungry  myself,  and  the  first  thing  I  knew,  I  had 
that  fire  licked.  Yes,  sir,  that  ham’ll  sure  taste  good  to 
em. 

“Ham!”  I  laughed.  “You  can  joke  at  a  time  like 
this.  You  know  those  boxes  were  just  labeled  that  way 
to  fool  the  authorities.  Every  box  is  crammed  with  ex¬ 
plosives — you  know  dynamite,  bombs!  That’s  why 
they  were  so  heavy.” 

“Explosives?  “Easy”  sank  down  on  a  stool. 

“You  don’t  mean  to  say  .  .  .?”  I  never  finished  the 
sentence,  for  “Easy”  had  fainted  dead  away. 

Leslie  Scott 


FAMILIAR  SCENE 

Each  morning  after  eight  o’clock  is  past 
I  stumble  up  the  iron  lipped  stairs 
Till  wondrously  I  reach  the  top  at  last. 

1  look  into  the  stockroom;  there  are  layers 
Of  books  and  requisitions  stacked  up  high, 

And  there  is  Mr.  Spencer  looking  around 
To  see  what’s  doing.  Suddenly  a  girl,  quite  shy, 

Comes  waltzing  up  and  acts  as  though  she’d  bound 
Up  to  the  ceiling,  but  she  only  asks, 

“Good  morning,  Mr.  Spencer;  how  are  you?” 

He  grins  at  her  while  starting  on  his  tasks 

And  says,  “I’m  fine,  thank  you,  and  aren't  you,  too?” 

She  smiles  at  him,  she  sighs  and  glides  away, 

And  Mr.  Spencer  says,  “She’s  happy  for  today!” 

Richard  Lewis 


A  REAL  SUBSTITUTE 

All  the  time  he  was  dressing  in  the  locker-room  he 
could  feel  the  quick  beating  of  the  pulse  in  his  throat. 
This  was  the  biggest  and  best  game  of  the  year.  He  was 
glad  now  that  Coach  had  been  “saving”  him;  he  could 
be  at  his  peak  when  needed  today.  He  had  no  time  for 
reviewing  plays  or  speculating  about  their  chances  with 
the  rest  of  the  fellows.  Everybody  was  busy  scrambling 
into  jerseys  or  being  taped  up.  Anyway,  the  first  team 
boys  as  usual  were  in  an  exclusive  little  group  at  the 
captain’s  locker.  To  his  other  team  mates  he  was  merely 
a  lowly  and  undersized  substitute  on  the  team,  but  to 
himself,  he  was  the  backbone  of  the  squad.  Who  was  it 
who  ran  out  onto  the  field  to  help  in  injured  players? 
Who  was  it  who  gave  up  his  warm  blanket  and  bench  on 
the  coldest  of  days  for  a  fellow'  just  out  of  the  game? 
Who?  Why,  Bertram  P.  Hutchins!  (The  “P”  stood  for 
“Pereival"  but  Bertie  had  managed  so  far  to  keep  every¬ 
one  thinking  it  was  for  “Pete.”)  He  had  every  right  to 
get  into  the  game  today.  He  looked  at  his  number  with 
pride — “48.”  Why,  last  year’s  co-captain  had  had  that 
number.  Maybe  it  would  bring  him  luck  today.  As 
Bertie  drew  on  his  pants,  he  looked  at  them  with  pride 
also.  Why  not?  They  were  still  brand  new  and  if  it 
hadn't  been  for  practice  sessions,  they’d  be  as  clean  as 
the  first  day  of  training. 


Six 


CHRISTMAS  1940 


He  was  all  laced  up  and  set  to  go  when  Coach 
walked  in.  Coach  had  a  jaw  that  had  never  taken  “No" 
for  an  answer.  The  boys  knew  most  of  his  pep  talks  by 
heart,  though,  and  so  his  words  became  distant  and  far- 
off  as  Bertie  pictured  himself  being  carried  on  the 
shoulders  of  his  winning  teammates  after  the  game.  For 
wouldn't  he  make  that  spectacular  run  of  fifty-nine  yards 
for  the  touchdown  in  the  final  minutes  of  the  game?  Of 
course,  it  was  too  bad  the  captain  would  be  hurt  or  one 
ot  the  others  on  the  semi-injured  list  would  collapse,  but 
it  would  take  that  to  make  the  team  realize  how  much 
they  needed  Bertie.  Coach’s  words  snapped  Bertie  back 
into  reality. 

“The  team  we’re  up  against  today  is  mighty  tough, 
gang,  and  there  are  liable  to  be  some  injuries,  so  I  want 
each  of  you  substitutes  to  get  out  on  that  field  and  limb¬ 
er  up  just  as  if  you  were  going  in  to  the  game  to  play 
the  whole  of  it  yourself!”  Bertie  tried  as  hard  as  he 
could  to  imagine  that  the  coach  had  been  talking  to  him. 
He  began  to  look  around  for  encouragement  from  his 
team  mates,  but  each  was  equally  busy  at  his  own  tasks. 

Then  Coach  gave  them  their  final  instructions  and 
they  jogged  out  of  the  locker-room  and  onto  the  field 
amid  cheers  from  the  spectators.  They  formed  several 
lines  and  proceeded  to  toss  and  punt  the  pigskin  around 
from  one  to  another.  Then  someone  threw  a  long  pass 
and  Bertie,  racing  madly,  made  a  dive  for  it — and  caught 
it!  As  he  ran  back  in  line  a  few  of  the  other  scrubs 
made  comments  on  the  catch  and  patted  him  on  the  head. 
Bertie  swelled  with  pride  and  glanced  as  casually  as  he 
could  over  to  the  benches.  He  sighed  with  disappoint¬ 
ment  when  he  saw  Coach  busy  in  conference  with  the 
captain. 

“Oh  well,”  reflected  Bertie,  “he’s  bound  to  see  me 
sooner  or  later,  and  then  maybe  he’ll  realize.” 

Almost  as  if  he  had  heard,  Coach  looked  up,  and 
seeing  Bertie,  called  him  over.  Bertie  gloated  to  him¬ 
self,  “Here  it  comes.  ’  He  would  probably  start  in  place 
of  Jones,  who  hadn’t  looked  too  good  for  the  past  week. 
With  a  smile  of  expectation,  he  raced  up  to  meet  these 
words:  “Hutchins,  run  in  and  tell  Doc  to  bring  out 
some  extra  tape!  Jones’  pants  here  aren’t  any  too  firm.” 

Bertie  started  to  open  his  mouth,  but  he  changed 
his  mind  after  one  look  at  Coach’s  jaw.  Bitter  thoughts 
were  forming  in  his  brain.  Why  should  he  have  to  run 
errands  for  a  coach  who  didn’t  appreciate  him?  When 
he  reached  the  locker-room  he  found  that  the  doctor  had 
left,  so  he  went  to  the  cabinet  and  took  out  the  tape.  As 
he  took  it  down  he  heard  the  water  dripping  in  the  show¬ 
ers.  Slowly  he  looked  from  the  tape  to  the  showers  and 
hack  again.  Then,  with  grim  resolution,  swiftly  he 
slipped  into  the  showers.  The  tape  would  stay  just  a 
little  damp,  but  not  damp  enough  to  notice.  After  it 
had  been  on  a  suit  for  a  while  it  would  just  drop  off. 
Bertie  turned  and  ran  out  onto  the  field. 

The  game  was  about  to  begin,  and  all  the  players 
were  on  the  benches.  Coach  was  reading  off  the  line-up, 
and  after  he  had  finished  those  called  rose  quickly  and 
went  into  a  huddle.  Sullenly,  Bertie  pulled  his  head  into 


his  shoulders,  his  hood  yanked  over  his  ears,  and  with 
a  gleam  in  his  eyes  made  himself  as  comfortable  as  pos¬ 
sible.  Sure  enough,  after  about  ten  minutes  the  whistle 
blew  and  the  doctor  ran  out  with  the  tape  and  mended 
Jones"  pants. 

“Can’t  last  much  longer,”  thought  Bertie,  after  the 
resumed  game  had  gone  on  for  another  five  minutes 
that  seemed  like  years  to  our  bench-warmer.  A  shrill 
whistle  blew,  the  game  stopped,  and  the  team  gathered 
in  an  ominous  huddle.  Captain  Jones  was  down!  The 
quarter-back  ran  to  the  sidelines  and  yelled,  “Send  in 
Hutchins!”  and  ran  back. 

With  wobbling  knees,  but  determined  to  do  or  die, 
Bertie  galloped  onto  the  field.  “The  situation  must  be 
desperate  or  the  quarter-back  wouldn’t  have  called  for 
me,”  thought  Bertie  joyously.  His  glee  was  destined  to 
be  short-lived. 

“Take  off  those  pants!”  snarled  the  quarter-back. 
“Jones  has  ripped  the  seat  out  of  his!” 

In  the  seemly  shelter  of  a  huddle,  Bertie  took  off 
his  pants  and  swapped  them  for  the  much  taped  and 
tattered  pair.  Bertie  left  the  field  holding  on  to  his 
posterior  like  a  man  with  a  misplaced  attack  of  lum¬ 
bago.  The  game  went  on,  but  Bertie  didn’t  follow  it 
very  closely! 

Dorothy  Stratton 


THE  JALOPY 

Last  September  I  purchased  a  car — 

To  me  it  was  the  best  by  far: 

It  had  no  top,  the  tires  were  bad, 

And  a  look  in  the  hood  would  make  anyone  sad. 

When  we  tried  to  start,  the  thing  wouldn’t  work; 

It  sounded  as  if  it  were  filled  with  dirt; 

The  front  seat  leather  was  tattered  and  torn, 

The  clutch  was  shot  and  the  brake  was  worn. 

We  found  that  the  battery  was  almost  gone 
When  we  tried  to  drive  it  across  the  lawn; 

The  rumble  seat  had  a  terrific  squeak, 

And  two  of  the  fenders  were  awfully  weak. 

But  we  painted  it  blue  and  striped  it  cream; 

It  looked  better  to  me  than  an  A  plus  theme; 

And  now  that  it’s  ready  to  go  on  the  road, 

We’re  sure  it  will  carry  a  happy  load. 

Alfred  Doughty 


SYMBOL  OF  FREEDOM 

The  flag  unfurls  its  colorful  hue 
Of  red  and  white  stripes;  stars  on  blue; 

This  symbol  means  liberty  and  justice  for  all; 

Our  manhood  will  answer  when  o’er  comes  her  call. 

We’ll  do  our  best  to  preserve  her  forever. 

May  freedom  rule,  its  reign  ending  never. 

Each  boy  and  girl  is  proud  as  can  be 
Of  the  right  to  live  in  “the  land  of  the  free.  " 

Nancy  Pratt 


Seven 


CLOSING  TIME 

“II  there  is  any  one  thing  in  this  wide  world  that 
bothers  me  most,  it  is  the  strain  of  waiting  for  a  meal 
a  meal  that  has  already  neen  ordered,  lhis  one  wait 
seems  to  me  to  be  the  wail  of  all  waits.  1  have  waited 
ior  trams,  lor  dates,  for  the  traffic  light,  and  for  die  long 
awaited  check  irom  home,  but  these  are  mere  nothings 
compared  to  waiting  lor  a  meal.  1  sit  here  now  waiting 
to  eat  my  till  of  fried  clams  and  all  llie  fixings.  It  is 
torture  to  smell  the  odors  of  food  being  eaten  all  around 
me.  Well,  whom  can  1  blame  but  myself ?  If  1  hadn  l 
been  so  fussy  in  putting  in  an  order  lor  something  not 
on  the  menu,  I'd  be  eating  now.  1,  too,  would  be  biting 
into  a  hamburger  or  chewing  lender  sweet  peas;  1,  too, 
would  have  large,  white,  hot  rolls  with  deep  yellow  but¬ 
ter,  a  combination  that  always  melts  away  in  my  mouth ; 
and  1,  too,  would  have  a  large  piece  of  chocolate  cake 
awaiting  me  on  my  table. 

“1  can  see  all  these  things  in  full  view  on  the  table 
of  the  fellow  across  from  me.  He  is  a  large  man  and 
is  tearing  into  his  food  ravenously,  lie  isn't  missing  n 
scrap.  In  fact,  1  rather  suspect  he's  going  to  lap  his 
plate  oil  when  he  finishes.  There,  he  has  finished  and  is 
washing  it  all  down  with  black  coffee.  Where  the  deuce 
is  my  food?  It  should  have  been  here  long  ago!  It  is 
getting  late,  and  1  won’t  have  time  to  finish  before  clos¬ 
ing  time  conies. 

“Well,  at  last!  The  door  is  opening  and  my  meal, 
on  a  tray,  is  coming  toward  me.  Smell  those  fragrant 
odors.  Oil!  Oh!  The  old  fellow  across  the  way  looks  as 
if  he  wanted  some.  He’s  had  his  share.  Yes,  1  think 
that  will  be  all  1  can  eat.  There  is  surely  enough  here 
for  one  person.  They  have  everything  right,  too!  More 
than  1  had  hoped  for.  There  is  a  large  dish  of  clams,  a 
dish  of  french  fries,  rolls  and  butter,  pickles,  the  large 
kind  1  love  to  chew  on,  a  dish  of  clam  chowder,  a  bowl 
of  chowder  crackers,  sauce,  and  some  chocolate  cake. 
Where  shall  1  begin?  Each  article  looks  so  good  that  1 
want  to  eat  them  all  at  once.  1  guess  1  had  better  try 
the  chowder  first.  A  dash  of  pepper  always  does  much 
toward  making  a  zesty  tang  of  flavor  in  a  chowder. 
There!  It  could  be  belter,  but  it  will  serve  the  purpose. 

“At  such  a  time  as  this,  when  1  am  eating  good  food, 
1  can’t  stop  my  memory  from  wandering  back  to  boy¬ 
hood  days.  1  was,  at  that  time,  living  on  the  coast  in  a 
small  fishing  town.  The  family  was  used  to  gathering 
all  the  materials  for  their  meals.  A  spread  like  this 
would  be  almost  all  provided  by  my  brother  and  me. 
Of  course  my  mother  and  my  sisters  prepared  the  food, 
but  we  provided  it.  My  little  brother  and  I  were  the 
ones  who  gathered  the  shell-fish.  We  would  arise  very 
early  in  the  morning,  at  lowr  tide,  and  don  heavy  clothing, 
and  high  rubber  boots.  With  buckets,  spades,  and  a 
rope  with  a  slide  attached  we’d  set  out  for  the  mud  flats 
there  in  the  bay.  Upon  our  arrival,  we  would  pull  the 
boat  up  high  and  dry  on  the  flat,  drive  the  anchor  deep 
into  the  muck  behind  some  rock,  and,  taking  our  spades 
and  buckets,  slide  out  of  the  boat.  W  hen  all  was  ashore 
we'd  set  the  former  articles  on  the  slide.  Pulling  it 
behind  us,  we’d  start  off  in  search  of  a  patch  where  we 
could  begin  our  preparations.  It  never  took  us  long  to 


find  a  likely  place,  and  after  much  walking  around  we 
would  wake  the  quarry,  and  their  little  columns  of  water 
would  rise  all  about  us.  Then  we’d  dig  like  wild  fire 
around  these  little  columns,  because  those  pesky  little 
fellows  can  certainly  move  along.  We  would  get  two  or 
three  clams  out  of  the  average  five  squirting  columns 
we  dug  into.  Sometimes  we'd  excite  a  lot  of  them  at 
once.  There  would  be  columns  of  water  popping  up  ail 
over  the  place.  It  was  at  such  choice  times,  though,  that 
my  little  brother  would  choose  to  llee  down  the  flat  in 
close  pursuit  of  a  sand-piper.  Then,  it’d  be  up  to  me  to 
rush  abouL  like  mad  and  try  to  cover  all  the  holes  at 
once. 

“After  about  an  hour  (that  was  our  average  time  on 
a  good  day)  we  would  gather  in  our  tools  and  return  to 
the  boat.  Arriving  at  the  boat,  we  always  found  one  ol 
two  situations:  either  it  was  yards  from  the  water  or 
the  shore  line  was  yards  from  our  too  gayly  floating 
boat.  If  we  found  the  former  were  the  case,  we’d  have 
to  drag  the  boat  over  the  ooze  and  set  out  for  home.  We 
used  to  give  our  clams  to  Ma  and  then  get  washed  up. 
The  rest  of  the  family  had  already  brought  home  or 
prepared  the  remaining  parts  of  the  meal.  After  par¬ 
taking  of  the  delicious  feast  of  fried  clams  and  the  fix¬ 
ings  that  my  mother  used  to  cook,  it  is  a  source  of  con¬ 
stant  amazement  to  me  how  a  person  can  care  for  other 
preparations  of  the  clam.  I  can’t  stand  to  see  some 
people  eat  steamed  clams,  in  their  fingers  at  that!  Why, 
some  people  even  prefer  other  types  of  shell-fish;  raw 
oysters,  for  instance.  They  taste  to  my  way  of  thinking 
like  wet  rubber. 

“What  is  that?  Oh  yes!  I’ll  be  glad  to  hurry  up. 
Almost  closing  time,  you  say?  My,  how  time  flies!  Yes, 
l  enjoyed  the  meal  very  much.  I  had  clams.  Funny  how 
the  tables  are  turned.  I’m  on  my  way  to  be  fried;  much 
as  any  clam  would  be.  Yes,  closing  time  has  come.  All 
is  behind  me. 

“Let’s  start  that  ‘last  mile’,  chaplain.” 

Donald  Tuttle 


NIGHTMARE  A  LA  MODE 
The  night  was  dark, 

The  rain  was  pouring, 

And  there  was  I 

In  my  armchair  snoring. 

When  out  of  the  dark  and  gloomy  mist 
There  appeared  a  man  with  a  facial  twist; 

His  collar  was  bloody,  his  face  was  white, 

And  I’d  ne’re  seen  such  a  terrible  sight. 

With  a  piercing  cry  I  jumped  to  my  feet, 

But  he  pushed  me  back  with  a  horrible  shriek. 

As  1  fell,  1  quickly  awoke — 

To  find  it  a  dream  not  exactly  a  joke. 

That  pie  I  ate  a  while  ago 
Had  never  before  affected  me  so. 

The  moral  of  this,  and  I  do  not  lie, 

Is  to  watch  your  step  on  cider  and  pie. 

Donald  Pease 
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THE  WINDS 

I  first  became  fond  of  the  wind  when  it  sailed  my 
boat  and  played  in  the  leaves  with  me.  I  like  it  now 
because  it  is  so  beautiful  and  so  powerful. 

Of  course,  the  New  England  winds  are  my  favorites; 
Eve  known  them  for  so  long.  Nothing  short  of  an  ice- 
cold  shower  braces  me  up  and  makes  me  feel  so  very 
much  alive  as  to  step  from  a  heated  room  into  the 
November  wind  that  comes  galloping  out  of  the  north¬ 
west.  Its  clear-cut  coldness  is  as  refreshing  to  me  as 
frosty,  sparkling  spring  water  is  to  the  weary  traveler. 
When  snow  accompanies  this  wind,  it  is  all  the  more 
exciting.  When  I'm  out  in  a  blizzard,  I  can  really  feel 
the  force  and  greatness  of  nature.  To  walk  facing  the 
snow-filled  wind  is  much  more  exhilarating  than  to 
trudge  along  in  the  opposite  direction.  Even  though 
these  storms  can  only  be  comfortably  taken  in  small 
amounts,  I  find  that  thoughts  of  a  blazing  fire  and  a  hot 
drink  greatly  enhance  the  enjoyment  of  battling  with 
the  elements.  The  jaunty  March  winds  are  an  appropri¬ 
ate  compromise  between  winter  and  spring.  While  the 
winter  winds  blow  steadily  and  strongly,  the  winds  of 
March  often  saucily  kick  over  their  traces,  doing  exactly 
as  they  please,  whirling  around  in  all  manner  of  curli¬ 
cues,  and  playfully  snatching  away  hats.  After  1  have 
scolded  and  laughed  at  these  winds  for  a  month,  I’m 
ready  to  welcome  the  gentle  breezes  of  spring.  Carrying 
the  wholesome  fragrance  of  moist  earth  and  just  a  trace 
of  some  brave  flower’s  perfume,  they  poignantly  remind 
me  that  winter  has  been  long  and  that  the  delights  of 
summer  weather  are  manifold.  The  New  England  fisher¬ 
man  is  much  more  familiar  than  I  with  the  wind  that 
comes  directly  from  the  sea,  but  I  know  enough  of  it  to 
love  it.  To  stand  on  the  lonely  shore  facing  the  churn¬ 
ing  ocean,  to  hear  the  roaring  of  the  breakers,  to  taste 
and  smell  and  feel  the  salt  that  is  everywhere,  and  to 
have  the  refreshing  wind  stroke  the  hair  back  from  the 
forehead  is  truly  a  moving  oxperience  and  one  never 
to  be  forgotten. 

I’d  hate  to  live  in  Tophet  or  any  of  the  other  fasci¬ 
nating  places  that  beckon  to  me  if  it  meant  giving  up 
these  New  England  winds.  Yet,  I  do  not  feci  a  complete 
stranger  to  the  winds  of  far  off  lands,  for  I  have  felt 
them  in  reading  vivid  descriptions  of  their  characteris¬ 
tics.  The  winds  of  the  desert  seem  to  be  the  strangest 
winds  of  all.  They  are  unremitting  in  their  effort  to 
move  the  great  expanse  of  sand.  The  wind  that  blows 
from  this  shifting,  always  shifting,  sand  is  burning, 
prickling,  scorching — it  does  not  cool  the  cheek.  But 
at  night  that  same  wind,  which  roars  about  over  that 
level  floor  of  a  hollow,  empty  dome  whose  roof  scintil¬ 
lates  with  stars,  is  biting  and  chilling  enough  to  rouse 
Jack  Frost.  The  wind  that  patrols  the  great  deserts  at 
the  poles  is  closely  akin  to  that  which  traverses  the  des¬ 
erts  of  sand,  for  it,  too,  goes  on  and  on  and  on,  blowing 
up  tiny  white  crystals  as  the  other  stirs  tiny  yellowish 
grains,  raising  and  levelling,  levelling  and  raising, 
gracefully  sloping  dunes.  These  winds  are  the  Jobs  of 
the  heavens. 

One  dav  man  realized  that  the  winds  that  are  con¬ 
stantly  about  could  be  put  to  some  use.  He  built  boats 


that  were  driven  by  the  moving  air.  The  great,  sturdy 
British  frigates  and  the  swift  American  clipper  ships 
were  the  culmination  of  man’s  efforts  to  build  trading 
ships  that  use  to  their  utmost  capability  the  winds  which 
inhabit  the  seas.  Merchants  and  captains  developed  a 
fondness  for  one  breeze  that  was  especially  favorable 
to  them  and  named  it  and  its  closest  relatives  the  “Trade 
Winds  ”.  But  fortunately,  so  lasting  an  invention  as  sails 
wasn’t  discarded  when  Fulton  brought  to  the  fore  a  de¬ 
vice  that  was  more  sure  than  sails,  though  not  nearly  so 
beautiful,  for  today  there  is  still  to  be  had  the  pleasure 
of  seeing  sleek  sail-boats,  their  snowy  sails  leaning  to 
touch  the  sea,  flicking  through  the  dark  waters.  More¬ 
over,  there  are  ice-boats,  which  provide  fun  and  thrills 
for  those  who  can  manipulate  them  and  dare  to  do  so. 
A  less  dangerous  way  of  utilizing  for  enjoyment  the 
power  of  air  in  motion  is  to  fly  kites,  the  construction 
of  which  requires  skill  and  ingenuity.  The  reward  ot 
seeing  a  kite  soar  elegantly  skyward  is  sufficient  incen¬ 
tive  for  painstaking  work.  On  the  other  hand,  windmills 
make  a  very  practical  tool  out  of  winds.  New  England¬ 
ers  built  theirs  high  up,  supported  by  a  long  shaft  or 
two,  and  consisting  of  many  little  vanes.  The  Dutch 
and  the  West  Indians,  among  others,  made  theirs  of  onlv 
four  great  arms  meeting  at  a  pivot,  which  was  attached 
to  a  little  house  wherein  the  power  derived  from  the 
windmill’s  turning  was  utilized.  Finally,  by  putting 
wind,  the  man-made  kind,  through  small  winding  tun¬ 
nels  and  controlling  it  by  valves  and  slides,  men  have 
evolved  musical  instruments  of  excellent  calibre.  It's 
comforting  to  know  that,  even  though  most  winds  aren’t 
appreciated  at  their  full  value,  they  will  always  be  here. 

Finally,  there  are  the  little  breezes  that  haven’t  any 
definite  place  in  the  world.  The  wind  that  fans  the  fire 
and  makes  the  flames  dance — where  does  that  come 
from?  There’s  the  wind  that  always  rides  in  rumble 
seats  and  raises  havoc  with  its  fellow  passengers’  hair. 
The  wind  that  races  along  beside  express  trains  and 
whisks  away  all  little  papers  and  leaves  in  its  path  is 
a  very  fast  wind.  The  little  wind  that  isn’t  there  is  the 
breeze  that  bothers  grandmother.  After  carefully 
searching  through  the  whole  house,  she  still  can’t  locate 
the  draft  that  makes  itself  felt  every  little  while.  The 
air  is  filled  with  winds  ...  If  I  were  to  be  anything  but 
a  human  being,  I  wouldn’t  want  to  be  a  bird  or  a  tree, 
I’d  want  to  be  a  wind! 

Ruth  Hicks 

IF  I  WERE  A  FROG 
If  I  were  a  little  frog,  frog,  frog, 

I’d  sit  all  day  on  a  log,  log,  log; 

Out  in  the  big  black  pool, 

Out  in  the  big  black  pool. 

I’d  sit  all  day  and  I’d  blink,  blink,  blink, 

And  I  would  not  tell  what  I’d  think,  think,  think: 
Out  in  the  big  black  pool, 

Out  in  the  big  black  pool. 

Now  froggies  all  can  swim,  you  know, 

Which  simplifies  the  matter,  so 
If  ever  I  were  a  little  frog, 

I’d  sit  all  day  upon  a  log. 

Lorraine  Loughlin 
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THE  PIE 

“Anatofsky,  if  you  so  much  as  set  a  foot  inside  the 
door  oi  my  shop,  I’ll  kill  you  with  my  own  hands,  police¬ 
man  or  no!”  shrieked  the  wisened  old  book-seller 

“And  if  you  ever  set  foot  outside  the  law,  i  U  see 
you  hang!”  shouted  the  brawny  young  officer. 

For  a  year  the  dingy  little  street  before  the  shop  oi 
INicolai  the  bookseller  had  reverberated  with  the  aigu- 
ments  and  abuses  of  the  young  man,  possessed  oi  Ins 
own  importance  as  a  minion  of  the  law,  and  the  old  man, 
independent  and  resentful  of  any  authority.  Die  very 
lirst  time  Anatofsky  and  Nicolai  had  met,  the  office 
had  said,  “Old  man,  you’d  do  a  much  better  business  il 
you  washed  your  windows,  dusted  your  stock,  and  swept 
the  street  in  front  of  your  shop. 

Nicolai,  outraged,  had  replied  in  fiery  tones,  When 
1  want  advice  from  a  little  boy  in  a  pretty  uniform,  1 11 
ask  for  it!  Though  it’s  not  likely  I’ll  be  wanting  any  in 

a  hurry!” 

“Little  boy,  is  it?”  Anatofsky  had  said,  his  voice 
rising  half  a  tone.  “Mind  your  manners,  old  goat! 

And  the  misunderstanding  had  grown  into  a  quar¬ 
rel;  the  quarrel,  into  a  feud,  so  that  although  Nicolai 
managed  to  keep  from  breaking  any  laws,  he  hurled 
insults  at  Anatofsky  whenever  he  saw  him,  and  the 
policeman,  afraid  to  actually  arrest  the  hot-temperec 
book-seller  because  of  a  mere  personal  antipathy,  tried 
vainly  to  catch  him  in  some  misdemeanor. 

On  this  particular  cold  winter  day,  Anatofsky  had 
started  to  walk  highhandedly  into  the  shop  to  get  warm 
and  to  show  Nicolai  w'hat  he  could  do. 

“i’ll  kill  you  with  my  own  hands!”  squealed  the 
little,  gray  man. 

“I’m  an  officer  of  the  Czar!”  pompously.  “I  enter 
where  I  please.  ” 

“Not  without  cause,  you  don't!  Where’s  your  war¬ 
rant?  Show  it  to  me!  Show  it  to  me!” 

So  heated  did  the  altercation  over  nothing  become 
that  neither  man  saw  nor  heard  the  ragged  little  boy 
who  slipped  behind  Nicolai  into  the  building.  He  was 
about  seven  years  old,  one  of  those  children  (called  by 
the  French  “gamins”)  that  formerly  roamed  the  streets 
of  Europe,  particularly  in  the  large  cities,  living  on 
what  they  stole  or  were  given  and  dressed  in  rags.  In 
modern  Russia,  such  children  are  well  taken  care  of  in 
youth  camps.  The  thin  child  shivered  as  he  slipped 
inside  the  warm  shop.  He  huddled  up  to  the  fire  to 
warm  his  small,  chapped  hands.  As  he  stood  there,  he 
looked  around  the  dingy  little  room,  and  what  should 
his  eye  light  on,  but — a  pie!  There  it  stood — on  the 
table.  A  beautiful  meat  pie,  flaky  and  good-smelling, 
browned  to  just  the  right  color,  hot  and  steamy.  The 
urchin  sidled  over  to  the  table.  He  reached  Ion  gingly 
over — just  to  draw'  the  delicacy  closer  so  that  he  might 
look  at  it.  His  hand  trembled  violently  as  he  seized  the 
dish:  the  proximity  of  the  pie  unnerved  him;  the  dish 
clattered  to  the  floor! 

Nicolai  whirled  suddenly  in  the  doorway,  startled 
by  the  noise.  There  stood  the  boy,  with  tears  in  his 


eyes,  staring  at  the  wreck  of  his  temptation.  The  old 
book-seller  stared,  too,  but  only  for  a  moment.  I  hen 
he  flew  toward  the  child  in  a  flurry  of  rage,  grabbed  him 
by  the  arm,  and  shook  him  and  shook  him.  "Thief! 
cried  the  old  man.  “Little  wretch!  My  pie!  I  he  gin 
of  my  neighbor!  Ah!  Thief!  Thief! 

“Here!  Here!”  shouted  Anatofsky,  running  in. 
“What’s  the  trouble?” 

“This  urchin,  he  has  stolen,  ruined  my  pie!  My 
dinner!  Arrest  him!  Arrest  him! 

"Me?”  said  Anatofsky.  “Why?  1  saw  nothing. 
This  child  has  done  nothing.  What  is  your  name,  my 
little  one?” 

“Mikhail,”  stammered  the  child. 

“Where  do  you  live?” 

“Nowhere.” 

“Who  are  your  mother  and  father?” 

“Nobody.” 

“You  have  no  family?” 

“No.” 

“Ah,”  said  the  policeman.  “What  are  you  going 
to  do  now?” 

“Nothing.” 

“He  is  going  to  leave  my  shop!"  screamed  Nicolai. 

“Is  that  so,  old  one?”  said  the  officer,  getting  a 
bright  idea.  “I  saw  this  child  do  nothing.  For  all  I 
know  he  is  your  grandson,  come  to  visit  you.  It  is  not 
my  duty  to  arrest  mischievous  grandchildren.  You  will 
have  to  take  care  of  him  yourself.  Goodbye,  Nicolai, 
my  old  friend!” 

The  shop-keeper  stood  dumb-founded  while  the 
broad-shouldered  young  man  strode  happily  out  into  the 
street.  He  turned  numbly  to  Mikhail.  “Well,  now  I’m 
your  grandson,”  said  the  boy,  appreciating  the  situation. 
The  old  man  stared  at  a  row  of  huge  books  bound  in 
red  leather,  for  once  in  his  life  speechless.  Mikhail  sat 
down  beside  the  fire  on  a  low,  well-worn  bench.  “Shall 
1  go  away?” 

Nicolai  was  muttering  to  himself.  “That  Ivan 
Anatofsky!  Never  before  has  he  got  the  last  word  in  an 
argument  with  me!”  He  scowled  at  the  leaping  flames. 
The  little  boy  sat  quietly  before  the  hearth  waiting  with 
trepidation  to  hear  his  fate  but  grateful  for  the  warmth, 
temporary  though  it  might  be. 

It  began  to  snow;  outside,  the  wind  howled  and 
white  particles  fell  coldly  and  steadily.  Little  whorls 
and  nebulas  rose  with  each  gust  and  fell,  drifting,  in  odd 
corners.  The  busy,  beautiful,  old  city  of  Saint  Peters¬ 
burg  was  fast  being  covered  with  a  blanket  of  snow.  It 
was  growing  dark,  and,  struggling  through  the  storm, 
might  be  seen  two  figures,  one  in  a  wind-whipped, 
voluminous  skirt,  the  other  in  a  flaming  military  cape. 
They  were  hastening  to  get  somewhere,  and  the  woman 
could  be  heard  to  scream  at  the  man,  “Hurry!  Hurry!” 

Mikhail  rose  from  his  bench  by  the  fire,  went  to  the 
window  and  looked  out  onto  the  cold,  white,  darkening 
world.  This  old  man  was  a  grouch;  however,  he  and 
the  boy  were  in  the  same  plight  now:  neither  had  any¬ 
thing  for  supper.  The  child  contemplated  the  door;  he 
would  open  it  quietly,  shout  goodbye  to  the  old  man, 
and  run  out.  He  put  his  hand  on  the  latch.  A  sudden 
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banging  shook  the  door;  the  boy  jumped  back.  Old 
Nicholai  looked  up.  Without  waiting  for  him  to  answer 
the  knock,  the  door  Hew  open  and  two  snow-powdered 
figures  rushed  in. 

“Nicolai!  Nicolai!  Are  you  dead?”  cried  the  wo¬ 
man. 

“Not  yet,  1  trust,"  the  shop-keeper  replied  bewild¬ 
ered  ly. 

“Oh!  The  pie!  The  pie!  You  didn’t  eat  it!  My 
daughter  made  it —  and  when  my  Dmitri  came  home,  he 
looked  for  his  box  on  the  kitchen  shelf.  He  said  it  was 
gun-powder!  And  she’d  put  in  in  the  pie!” 

“Olga,  everything’s  all  right.  My — my  little — 
grandson,  come  to  live  with  me,  accidentally  knocked  it 
on  the  floor — and  he  shall  certainly  be  rewarded  for 
saving  my  life.” 

Ruth  Shumaker 


NATURE 

Today  1  wandered  free  as  winds  that  blow 
Across  the  fields  and  up  the  hills  so  green, 

And  every  where  I  went  I  was  a  queen, 

For  nature  bowed  to  show  me  where  to  go. 

Sometimes  I  ran  to  catch  the  wind — too  slow — 

Then,  tired,  against  a  lofty  tree  I  d  lean 
To  breath  the  scent  of  blossoms  fresh  and  clean 
Until  I  saw  the  sun  descend  aglow. 

Then,  weary  after  such  a  pleasant  day 
And  loath  to  leave  the  peace  Td  found, 

1  slowly  followed  home  the  many  steps  I’d  trod, 

Not  caring  what  the  busy  world  might  say 
About  my  being  lonely  in  this  round — 

For  I  know  I  was  all  alone  with  God. 

Katheryn  Conron 


COMMERCIALS! 

There  isn't  anything  that  irritates  me  so  much  as 
when  1  turn  on  the  radio  and  hear  different  announcers 
handing  out  the  “guff  about  how  wonderful  their  pro¬ 
ducts  are  and  what  marvelous  things  they  will  do  ior 
me.  It  wouldn’t  be  half  so  bad  if  they  would  wait  until 
the  program  was  over;  but  no,  they  have  to  come  in  in 
the  middle  of  the  most  interesting  part  of  the  entertain¬ 
ment  with  a  whole  lot  of  “bla  bla”  about  their  product. 

There  are  some  announcers  that  peeve  me  more 
than  otheis.  Rating  first  on  my  list  in  this  little  group 
is  the  ale  and  beer  salesman.  I  am  listening  to  the 
world’s  heavyweight  championship  fight  and,  in  the  mid¬ 
dle  of  round  8,  when  the  champ  is  getting  knocked 
around  by  the  challenger,  who  is  staging  a  comeback 
after  almost  being  knocked  out  himself  in  the  7th  round 
— what  happens?  The  announcer  breaks  in  and  says 
words  to  this  effect:  “Do  you  want  to  have  that  extra 
punch  that  makes  a  great  fighter?  Do  you  want  to  have 
a  build  like  Joe  Palooka?  If  you  do,  go  to  your  nearest 
ale  store  right  this  minute  and  get  a  case  of  ‘Balleyhoo 
Pure  Ale  !  Now  wouldn’t  that  put  you  in  a  frenzy, 
too? 


Second  in  this  group  is  the  cigarette  salesman.  I 
tune  my  dial  to  my  favorite  swing  club,  and  the  an¬ 
nouncer  introduces  Jane  Dreamgirt,  who  is  the  singer 
on  the  program.  The  strains  of  the  orchestra  begin; 
then  her  soft  sweet  voice  flows  through  the  air,  render¬ 
ing  me  helpless.  I  lie  back  in  my  easy  chair  while  she 
is  singing  and  think  of  her  as  an  unspoiled  child  full 
of  sweetness  and  innocence,  with  red  lips,  rosy  cheeks, 
heavenly  blue  eyes,  and  pearly  white  teeth.  After  the 
song,  the  announcer  calls  her  over  to  the  mike  and  says, 
"Jane,  why  doesn't  your  throat  get  tired  after  long  hours 
of  practising?”  She  replies,  “Because  I  open  my  bright 
yellow  package  of  cellophane-wrapped,  water-cooled 
cigarettes,  take  one  out,  and  sit  lazily  back  in  my  chair 
enjoying  every  cool,  refreshing  puff.  They  sooth  the 
throat.”  I  immediately  sigh  to  myself,  “A  butt  fiend. 
My  dream  girl  drifts  into  the  past,  and  another  illusion 
is  spoiled. 

Number  three  on  my  list  is  the  tonic  salesman.  The 
Lime  that  he  wastes  on  the  radio  could  be  put  to  good 
use  by  having  the  latest  news  or  weather  report.  In¬ 
stead,  comes  now  a  deep,  gruff  voice  saying,  “Under  the 
spreading  chestnut  tree  the  village  smithy  stands — but 
wait,  he’s  not  standing,  he’s  sitting.  Let’s  go  over  and 
see  what’s  the  matter.  Then  I  hear  the  blacksmith  say, 
“I’m  tired  and  all  done  in.  I’ve  been  standing  for  hours 
and  hours.”  Out  of  nowhere  comes  a  hateful  little  voice: 
“P’ist,  drink  this;  it’s  ‘Pep-up’.”  Well,  you  know  the 
rest!  Our  hero  immediately  drinks  it,  and  not  only 
stands  up,  but  starts  dancing  around  under  the  tree, 
singing  as  loud  as  he  can.  Personally  I  don’t  believe  it. 
Just  think  ox  all  the  small  children  that  he  fools  into 
drinking  this  beverage.  What  a  cad! 

The  next  in  this  group  is  the  tea  salesman.  You 
must  have  heard  him  coo,  “Are  you  always  tired  at  the 
end  of  a  hard  day’s  work?  Do  you  feel  like  eating  all 
the  food  they  put  before  you?  Are  you  cold  when  you 
go  out  in  the  zero  weather?  If  you  are,  then  drink 
‘Kick-a-poo  Tea’ — to  give  you  more  energy,  and  to  make 
living  worth  while.”  This  man  would  have  us  feel  that 
if  we  drink  tea,  we’ll  never  become  tired  after  working, 
or  cold  in  zero  weather.  Who  wouldn’t  be  cold  in  zero 
weather?  Who  wouldn’t  be  tired  after  working  all  day? 
I  put  it  up  to  you. 

Running  close  to  the  tea  announcer  is  the  coffee 
announcer.  His  program  is  the  “Grownup’s  Poetry 
Hour.  ”  He  begins  with  a  soothing  poem  called  “Even- 
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“Peace  breathes  along  the  shade 

Of  every  hill ; 

The  tree-tops  of  the  glade 

Are  hushed  and  still; 

All  woodland  murmurs  cease. 

The  birds  to  rest  within  the  brake  are  gone. 

Be  patient,  weary  heart — anon.” 

But  he  always  manages  somehow  to  add,  “A  cup  of 
‘Sax  Coffee’  will  cheer  you  up,  Bud.  ”  And  so  another 
beautiful  moment  is  slaughtered. 
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It  isn't  only  men  announcers  that  I  don  t  like;  oh, 
yes,  there  are  women,  too.  The  program  that  really 
“gets  me  is  the  daily  cooking  school  of  the  air.  A 
sweet  charming  voice  comes  over  the  air  waves  and  be¬ 
gins,  “My  dear,  dear  ladies — today  we  shall  make  Josie’s 
idled  cookies.  Are  you  ready?  All  right,  let's  begin." 
iou  get  the  utensils  and  start  to  do  as  she  says — "All 
right,  now  ladies,  take  l/2  cup  of  butler,  one  cup  oi 
sugar,  mix  well,  adding  one  egg,  3^  cups  of  flour,  and 
y2  cup  of  milk,  slowly  stirring  it  as  you  do.  Be  sure, 
ladies,  that  it's  "King's  Flaky  Flour’  that  you  use.  It 
makes  cakes  so  much  better.  And  now,  ladies,  1  must  be 
going.  Tomorrow  we  shall  go  on  from  here.  There 
1  am  with  the  cookies  half  done,  and  because  of  that 
commercial,  she  didn’t  finish  the  recipe.  What  a  mess! 
What  is  this  world  coming  to? 

In  conclusion,  1  shall  relate  the  circumstances  ilial 
led  me  to  write  this  arlicle.  The  other  day  I  was  listen¬ 
ing  to  the  “Sunday  Evening  Symphony  Hour."  It  didn  L 
begin  with  advertisement  of  any  sort.  I  was  already  to 
sit  down  and  enjoy  myself  for  once.  The  conductor  was 
introduced  and  the  program  was  on.  Soothing  music 
Mowed  out  of  the  radio.  I  lay  back  in  the  easy  chair 
relaxing  at  last  after  a  week  of  hard  work.  It  was  so 
quiet  and  refreshing;  the  conductor  was  half  way 
through  the  symphony  when  all  of  a  sudden  a  terrible 
thing  happened.  A  voice  broke  the  spell.  Oh!  that 
agonizing  moment.  My  stomach  began  to  turn  over  and 
over  again.  My  head  began  to  whirl.  1  became  so  en¬ 
raged  that  I  was  about  to  throw  the  radio  out  of  the 
window,  when  someone  came  in  and  prevented  me.  But 
right  then  and  there  I  vowed  1  d  never  buy  any  of 
“Burpp’s  Little  Liver  Pills"  to  relieve  the  agony. 

Chester  Gunn 


MY  DOG 

There’s  a  certain  little  fellow 
That  greets  me  every  day, 

In  whose  eyes  1  see  affection 
In  the  warmest  sort  of  way. 

When  things  become  too  puzzling 
And  a  feller  needs  a  friend, 

There  is  one  that  I  can  go  to, 

On  whose  love  1  can  depend. 

When  I  feel  a  wandering  mood 
Getting  the  best  of  me, 

1  only  have  to  whistle 
And  at  my  side  is  he. 

And  as  I  stretch  my  feet  at  night, 

I  surely  never  fail 

To  feel  that  furry  something 

With  the  little  waggly  tail. 

John  Lehne 


SONJA  GETS  HER  MAN 

Christmas  in  Hawaii!!  Sonja  Lee,  valuable  mem¬ 
ber  of  the  United  States  Intelligence  Service,  was  deeply 
disgusted  with  the  atmosphere  of  this  December  twenty- 
fifth.  which  she  felt  should  be  vastly  different.  “Women 
in  organdy,  men  in  linen.  Whoever  heard  of  holly 
on  organdy  and  linen?  Temperature  about  ninety,  and 
my  nevv  fur  coat  in  storage  in  Boston  just  aching  to  be 
worn.  What  I’d  give  for  cold  weather,  a  little  ice  and 
snowr.  That  would  seem  like  Christmas."  Having  been 
sent  by  special  orders  from  Washington  to  this  beautiful 
climate  where  the  air  is  heavily  perfumed  with  the  ex¬ 
quisite  odor  of  gardenias,  orchids,  and  all  kinds  of  flow¬ 
ers  blooming  in  profusion  everywhere  and  compelled  to 
leave  her  beloved  Boston — Sonja  was  a  true  Tankee — 
just  a  month  before  Christmas,  she  could  not  prevent 
this  outburst.  “And  yet,  it  is  beautiful,’’  she  grudgingly 
admitted  to  herself.  The  duty  that  necessitated  her 
absence  from  New  England  at  this  joyful  season  was 
grave  and  perhaps  dangerous.  Hawaii  is  a  large  factor 
in  United  States  defense.  Vital  knowledge  of  the  mech¬ 
anism  of  this  defense  was  reaching  the  ears  of  those 
who  would  use  it  to  their  advantage  and  Sonja  was  to 
prevent  this.  No  small  task  for  a  little  lady  of  five  feet 
two,  and  one  hundred  and  ten  pounds!  But  besides  her 
beautiful  auburn  hair,  contrasting  with  her  deep  violet 
eyes,  Sonja  had  a  softly  rounded  but  firm  chin,  which 
expressed  the  great  amount  of  determination  she  pos¬ 
sessed. 

“Well,  with  nothing  better  to  do,  I  might  as  well 
go  over  the  facts  I’ve  learned  that  will  help  solve  this 
pesky  job  that  keeps  me  away  from  a  real  Christmas.’’ 
Sonja  was  in  a  decidedly  bad  humor.  “But  then,  I  am 
succeeding  a  little  bit.  I’m  working  in  the  Honolulu 
warehouse  office  of  Ishii  Terauehi,  an  apparently  re¬ 
spectable  Japanese  merchant.  Up  until  now  I  couldn’t 
possibly  imagine  why  Capl.  Sterling  suspects  him,  but 
now  ..."  Sonja  stopped  and  softened  visibly  as  she 
thought  of  young  Tom  Sterling,  commander  of  one  of 
the  important  forts.  He  was  the  only  compensation  in 
this  assignment.  He  was  the  one  who  had  put  her  on 
the  right  track  as  far  as  Terauehi  was  concerned,  for 
yesterday,  “I’m  certain  I  saw  the  private  file  clerk  from 
the  War  Office  leaving  Terauchi’s  private  office.  But 
how  would  he  get  there?  And  my  telegram  to  the  Sec¬ 
retary  of  War,  answered  in  code,  proves  beyond  doubt 
that  Penguin  or  Pheasant,  or  whatever  his  name  is” — 
a  hasty  glance  at  her  notes  showed  that  the  name  was 
Peacock — “couldn’t  have  been  here.  How  could  he  be 
here  and  in  Washington  at  the  same  time?”  she  argued 
with  herself.  “And  yet,  Terauehi  is  too  smart  to  take 
information  from  anyone  who  might  be  mistaken.  It 
would  be  private  file  clerk  or  none  with  him.  I  don’t 
get  it.” 

As  she  sat  at  her  desk,  puzzling  over  the  ppear- 
ance  of  one  man  in  two  places  at  the  same  time,  she 
was  interrupted  by  the  ringing  of  her  telephone.  “M  iss 
Lee?  Tom  Sterling  speaking.  Isn't  this  a  grand  day?” 

“Yes,  indeed.  At  least,  it  would  be  if  it  would  only 
snow.  Sonja  was  very  cordial,  but  no  Christmas  could 
be  beautiful  down  here,  she  felt. 
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“Snow?”  Mr.  Sterling  was  plainly  puzzled. 
Nevertheless,  “How  would  you  like  to  celebrate  this 
Christmas  in  a  very  different  manner  from  any  you’ve 
celebrated  before?  I’ve  twelve  hours  leave  and  we’ll 
see  the  real  Honolulu.” 

“Mister  ",  said  Sonja  very  flippantly,”  you’ve  made 
a  date”. 

It  was  August  in  Hawaii.  Still  Sonja  felt  no  better 
about  her  work  than  she  had  in  December.  Sweltering 
hot  days  and  nights  not  a  bit  cooler!  There  was  really 
no  place  like  home.  “Gee,”  she  mused  as  she  sat  once 
more  in  her  office  in  the  warehouse,  “I’ve  certainly  ac¬ 
complished  nothing  for  a  long  time.  November  to 
August  and  I’m  no  nearer  the  solution  than  I  was  at 
Christmas.  Parrot  or  Pigeon — Peacock  I  mean — must 
have  seen  me  and  let  up;  though  Washington  says  no 
more  knowledge  has  been  released.  But  if  he  recognizes 
me,  why  does  Terauchi  keep  me?  What  if  he’s  innocent? 

I  hale  to  think  of  the  time  I’ve  wasted  if  he  is.  This  is 
certainly  a  difficult  assignment — and  a  long  one  too. 
Looks  as  if  I  may  have  to  spend  another  Christmas  in 
th  is  furnace.  Still,  something  ought  to  happen  soon. 
With  the  drastic  increase  in  men,  ammunition,  and  the 
like  to  be  sent  here  in  October,  anyone  giving  out  infor¬ 
mation  will  get  busy.  It’s  too  good  to  be  missed.  But 
I'd  have  been  looney  long  ago  if  it  hadn’t  been  for  Tom 
and  the  candid  camera  he’s  given  me.” 

Captain  Sterling  was  “Tom”  to  her  by  now,  for 
many  hours  of  his  leave  were  spent  with  her,  and  they 
had  become  the  best  of  friends.  Their  chief  amusement 
was  snapping  pictures  of  unsuspecting  subjects  in  per¬ 
fectly  commonplace  poses,  which  later  became  ridicu¬ 
lous  when  Sonja  and  Tom,  in  merry  spirits,  developed 
the  pictures  themselves.  They  had  become  so  interested 
in  this  pastime  that  rarely  ever  did  one  of  them  venture 
forth  without  a  camera. 

August  was  over  and  it  was  the  middle  of  Septem¬ 
ber,  with  no  change  in  the  lanquid  heat  of  Honolulu. 
Seated  side  by  side  on  the  deserted  sands  of  a  beach  near 
the  warehouse  Sonja  and  Tom  were  discussing  the  pos¬ 
sibilities  of  an  early  apprehension  of  the  informer. 
“But  why  doesn’t  something  happen?”  demanded  Sonja. 
“The  United  States  is  paying  me  a  salary  simply  to  hold 
down  another  position  here.  It  doesn’t  make  sense,  Tom. 
I’m  afraid  we’re  on  the  wrong  track.  Nothing  suspicious 
has  happened  at  Terauchi’s  since  I  thought  I  saw  Peli¬ 
can,  I  mean  Peacock,  and  I  must  have  been  mistaken. 
Besides,  I  want  to  get  home  where  there’s  snow  for 
Christmas.” 

Tom  was  silent.  He’d  just  discovered  he  loved 
Sonja  and  it  wasn’t  very  encouraging  to  have  her  say 
she  wanted  to  leave.  “Sonja”,  he  said  quietly. 

“Yes,  Tom?” 

“Who  said,  ‘Your  home  is  where  your  heart  is’?” 

“1  don’t  know,  Tom.  Why  do  you  want  to  knowr?” 
she  replied  curiously. 

“Because  if  you  go  back  to  Boston,  it  will  be  my 
home,  too — my  heart  w'ill  be  there. 

There  was  a  short  pause,  broken  by  Sonja’s  glad 
exclamation,  “Tom,  I’m  so  happy!”  Then  there  was  no 


sound  at  all  except  the  soft  swish  of  the  waves  breaking 
on  the  silvery  shore. 

One  day  a  montli  later,  Sonja  was  late  in  leaving 
the  office.  There  had  been  a  great  deal  of  extra  work 
and  it  had  detained  her  more  than  an  hour.  She  started 
out  the  door  and  then  turned  back  to  pick  up  her  for¬ 
gotten  camera.  Carrying  it  in  her  hand,  she  turned  a 
corner  of  the  corridor  and  then  drew  back  hurriedly. 
She  had  seen  Peacock,  the  file  clerk,  entering  Terauchi’s 
private  office  and  this  time  she  knew  that  she  wasn’t 
mistaken. 

“At  last,”  breathed  Sonja,  “here’s  my  big  moment 
and  I  don’t  know  what  to  do.  Thinking  quickly,  she 
looked  at  the  camera  in  her  hand  and  an  idea  flashed 
into  her  head.  “I’ll  do  it!"  she  said  determinedly. 

She  sped  out  of  the  building  and  around  to  the 
side  window  of  Mr.  Terauchi’s  office.  But  she  was 
doomed  to  great  disappointment.  Despite  the  heat,  it 
was  tightly  closed  and  the  shutters  were  drawn.  There 
was  only  this  one  window  in  the  office — and  a  high 
transom  opening  on  the  wharf.  She’d  have  to  try  that. 
Arriving  beneath  the  small  aperture,  she  found  that  it 
was  open  and  had  no  shutters,  but  that  it  was  about 
five  feet  above  her  head.  How  could  she  get  up  there 
with  every  minute  counting,  too? 

Some  bales  of  straw  matting,  about  three  feet  thick, 
caught  her  eye.  But,  it  was  useless.  She  could  put  one 
over  beneath  the  transom  but  she  certainly  couldn’t  pile 
one  on  top  of  the  other.  “Time’s  a’wasting”  she  thought. 
Then  she  was  disgusted  with  herself  for  thinking  with 
such  levity  at  a  time  like  this.  Suddenly,  as  if  sent  from 
heaven  for  her  purpose,  a  coolie  appeared,  aimlessly 
wandering  along  the  wharf.  She  approached  him  and 
hurriedly  explained  her  proposition,  backing  up  her 
statements  with  the  sight  of  an  American  bill.  Plainly 
the  none-too-intelligent  coolie  could  not  understand  why 
this  white  lady  wanted  the  bales  piled.  But  the  sight 
of  the  bill  persuaded  him  and  he  carelessly  picked  up 
the  matting  and  set  it  on  the  other  bale.  Then  he  went 
his  way,  a  dollar  richer,  wondering  about  the  undisputed 
craziness  of  the  white  race — women  in  particular. 

Sonja  mounted  her  platform,  afraid  that  she  was 
too  late,  but  hoping  for  the  best.  What  a  day  for  dis¬ 
appointments!  Terauchi  and  Plover — no,  Peacock— 
when  would  she  get  that  name  right? — were  discussing 
commonplace  business.  She  was  too  disappointed  even 
to  climb  down.  Instead  she  stayed  there,  leaning  against 
the  building.  As  she  watched,  Terauchi  got  up,  ex¬ 
amined  the  window,  opened  the  door,  looked  into  the 
corridor,  then  shut  and  locked  the  door!  Immediately 
Sonja  became  interested  once  more,  and  she  was  well 
repaid. 

“Very  well,  Mr.  Peacock,”  began  Ishii  Terauchi  in 
his  studiously  correct  English.  “You  may  drop  the  pre¬ 
tense  now.  You  have  information  worthy  of  my  con¬ 
sideration?” 

“Indeed  I  have.”  answered  Peacock,  “and  it’s  worth 
more  than  I  got  for  the  last,  too!” 

“Presently,  presently,”  said  Mr.  Terauchi  with  in¬ 
stinctive  racial  dislike  for  immediate  bargaining.  “Pri¬ 
marily,  what  is  the  information?  You  know  that  1  can 
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be  trusted  to  pay,  even  after  seeing  the  documents.” 

Silently,  Peacock  took  an  envelope  bearing  a  visible 
United  States  seal  from  an  inside  pocket  and  handed  ;t 
to  the  Japanese,  who  awaited  it  with  outstretched  hand. 
“Click!”  The  shutter  of  Sonja's  candid  camera  register¬ 
ed  the  scene  permanently  on  film.  She  had  secured 
valuable  evidence. 

It  was  enough.  She  clambered  down  and  rushed 
to  the  barracks  of  the  soldiers  who  patrolled  the  island, 
thankful  that  the  station  was  nearby.  Shown  immedi¬ 
ately  to  the  commanding  officer,  who  knew  of  her  as¬ 
signment,  Sonja  shouted,  "Come  on!  I  he  case  has 
broken.  They’re  in  Terauchi’s  office.  At  once  the 

man  was  on  his  feet  and,  beckoning  to  two  soldiers,  he 
sped  to  the  warehouse. 

Terauchi  and  Peacock  were  taken  without  a  bit  oi 
trouble.  They  were  completely  unsuspecting  and  ac¬ 
tually  stunned.  They  had  had  no  intimation  that  Sonja 
was  on  their  trail  and  they  had  been  confident  that  then- 
activities  were  unknown.  Sonja  was  elated  and  lorn 
was  glad  for  her  sake.  But  their  happiness  was  not  to 
last,  for  Washington’s  answer  to  her  triumphant  tele¬ 
gram  left  them  vanquished.  The  telegram,  without  any 
regard  for  condensing  words,  read  as  follows:  “Fear 
you  are  greatly  mistaken.  Peacock  been  with  me  in¬ 
cessantly.  Is  here  now.  Do  everything  possible  to 
clarify  mystery.  Best,  of  luck. 

After  a  long  silence,  Sonja  said  fearfully,  “Tom, 
what  if  I’ve  had  them  arrested  falsely?”  She  took  from 
her  purse  the  picture  that  she  had  snapped  and  that  had 
jailed  the  two  men.  She  and  Tom  stared  at  it  soberly. 
Suddeidy  Sonja  fairly  screamed,  “Oh — !”  Then,  turn¬ 
ing  to  the  startled  Tom,  she  talked  to  him  earnestly  for 
the  next  few  minutes.  Gradually  a  smile  broadened  into 
a  grim  on  his  face,  and  then  he  said,  "Honey,  you’ve 
got  something  there.  We  ll  give  it  a  try.” 

And  so  it  was  that  Sonja  and  Tom  proved  it  entirely 
possible  for  Peacock  to  be  in  two  places  at  the  same 
time.  In  answer  to  their  telegram,  the  next  clipper  ship 
brought  back  a  picture  of  Mr.  Peacock  of  the  United 
Slates  Intelligence  Service — a  picture  which  refreshed 
Sonja's  memory  and  made  her  wild  guess  a  certainty. 
Mr.  Peacock  in  Washington  had  curly  hair,  but  in 
Hawaii,  it  was  straight — beautifully  straight  in  the  eyes 
of  Sonja  and  Tom  as  they  compared  the  photographs. 
There  were  two  Mr.  Peacock's.  They  were  twin  brothers! 
One  worked  with  the  Secretary  of  War  and  the  other 
sold  the  information  to  Terauchi.  Confronted  with  this 
bit  of  evidence,  which  they  thought  had  been  carefully 
hidden,  both  Peacock  brothers  confessed  and  implicated 
Terauchi. 

From  then  on  the  case  went  more  smoothly  than 
any  handled  previously  by  Sonja.  All  were  sentenced 
to  prison  terms  and  were  to  be  exiled  from  any  United 
States  territory  upon  their  release  many  years  hence. 

“But  it  had  to  end  smoothly,”  Sonja  was  proclaim¬ 
ing,  “to  make  up  for  the  bothersome  start  and  the  long 
time  we  had  to  wait  for  something  to  happen.” 


“Yes,  and  it  looks  as  if  you  will  spend  this  Christ¬ 
mas  in  Boston — on  your  honeymoon,"  Tom  said  indul¬ 
gently.  “What  will  you  have  as  a  present  on  your  first 
married  Christmas,  Mrs.  Sterling-to-be?” 

Mrs.  Sterling-to-be  looked  at  him  solemnly,  but 
with  a  twinkle  in  her  eye,  as  she  said  firmly,  “Snow! 

Donald  Hitchcock 


THE  UESSON 

“Turn  on  the  key,  slap  off  the  brake, 

Step  on  the  clutch  for  heaven's  sake! 

First  the  accelerator,  now  the  gas, 

Let  up  .  .  .  Wait,  let  that  car  pass. 

Here  we  go — hey,  not  so  fast; 

I’ve  got  to  make  this  buggy  last. 

That’s  right,  slow  down 
We  re  coming  into  town. 

Around  to  the  left,  you  little  dope; 

Oh,  dear  lord,  is  there  any  hope? 

See  that  big  fellow  dressed  in  blue? 

Well,  shove  over,  chum,  he’s  after  you. 

Just  a  minute,  officer,  1  can  explain; 

If  you’ll  only  listen  I’ll  make  it  quite  plain; 

I’m  teaching  her  howr  to  drive  this  bus, 

So  please  don’t  put  up  such  a  fuss. 

My  license?  Why,  right  here — Oh  my! 

Guess  you’ve  caught  me  in  a  lie. 

Now  really,  you  dop’t  have  to  feel  that  way; 

I  told  you — all  right,  if  we  have  to  play — 

Yes,  we’ll  be  right  behind  all  the  way. 

Never  give  lessons  is  what  I  say!” 

Dorothy  Stratton 


OUR  GARDEN  CROP 

For  ages  the  greater  part  of  the  human  race  has 
lived  either  on  a  farm  or  on  farm  products.  Perhaps 
that  is  the  reason  why  most  people  at  some  time  or  an¬ 
other  in  their  lives  have  been  stricken  with  the  urge  to 
plant  something  and  see  the  young  shoots  push  them¬ 
selves  through  the  soil  and  grow  into  fine  healthy  plants. 
It  must  be  a  great  urge  which  forces  busy  men  and 
women  to  put  on  old  clothes  and  putter  around  in  the 
dirt.  Many 'times  this  urge  has  come  over  our  family, 
and  finally  we  decided  to  plant  a  garden. 

But  alas,  we  had  no  ground  to  plant  anything  in. 
The  only  solution  was  to  plant  the  seeds  in  pots  and 
grow  them  on  the  window  sill.  Pots  were  procured  and 
a  rich  mixture  of  earth  obtained  and  put  in  the  pots. 
A  dozen  peaches  were  bought  and  eaten;  the  stones  were 
planted  amid  great  ceremony,  and  we  sat  back  to  await 
results.  Our  days  were  spent  in  dreams  of  magnificent 
peach  trees  yielding  bushels  of  fruit.  But,  alas  and 
alack,  as  two  months  had  gone  by  and  nothing  had  hap¬ 
pened,  the  earth  and  the  unproductive  stones  were  hurl¬ 
ed  with  violence  from  the  window  and  our  first  attempt 
had  yielded  nothing  but  failure  and  gloom. 

But  we  were  not  beaten  yet.  Our  stubborn  will  rose 
to  our  defense  and  we  prepared  to  make  a  second  and 
far  greater  attempt.  We  decided  to  plant  cactus  seeds. 
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To  aid  us  we  purchased  a  volume  weighty  with  lore  and 
descriptions  on  how  to  plant  cactus  seeds.  We  followed 
the  directions  to  the  letter.  A  mixture  of  four  different 
kinds  of  earth  was  prepared  and  placed  in  a  pan  of  the 
correct  size.  The  tiny  seeds  were  deposited  in  rows  in 
the  pan  with  the  aid  of  a  magnifiying  glass  and  a  tiny 
pair  of  tweezers.  The  seeds  were  covered  with  exactly 
one  fourth  inch  of  sand.  They  were  watered  with  water 
in  which  several  capsules  of  vitamin  B  had  been  dis¬ 
solved.  (That  was  our  own  idea.)  A  thermometer  was 
placed  in  the  pan  and  a  pane  of  glass  covered  it.  The 
pan  was  placed  in  a  sunny  window  and  on  top  of  the 
radiator.  By  means  of  the  radiator  a  steady  temperature 
of  ninety  degrees  was  kept  up  day  and  night.  We  lavish¬ 
ed  care  on  that  pan  for  six  weeks  (twice  the  needed 
time).  But  our  second  great  and  carefully  planned  at¬ 
tempt  failed  brilliantly. 

Then  sympathetic  neighbors  gave  us  an  envelope 
filled  with  seeds,  which  had  been  unearthed  during  the 
spring  cleaning  of  their  attic;  we  found  it  impossible, 
in  spite  of  our  past  sad  experiences,  to  resist  their  mys¬ 
terious  lure.  We  went  so  far  as  to  buy  a  new  window 
box  and  planted  them  tenderly  as  was  our  way.  We  sat 
back,  awaiting  the  shower  of  blossoms  outside  the  living- 
room  window,  and  we  got — four  of  the  sturdiest  tomato 
plants  you've  ever  seen! 

That  has  been  our  experience  in  gardening  up  to 
date.  It  has  perhaps  been  the  experience  of  a  great 
many  Americans.  But  the  urge  to  plant  cannot  be  de¬ 
nied  and  I  have  no  doubt  that  a  fourth  attempt  will  be 
made,  which  1  hope  will  be  successful,  and  thus  our 
ambitions  will  be  realized. 

Roger  Caron 


THE  MAILMAN 

It’s  Saturday  morning  and  down  the  street 
Comes  the  whist  ling  mailman,  name  of  Pete. 

He  stops  at  the  walk  of  Agatha  Cate, 

To  deliver  a  letter  at  the  swinging  gate. 

With  trembling  hands,  but  a  gracious  smile 
She  receives  her  letter  in  her  own  quaint  style. 

Up  a  few  streets,  with  stops  here  and  there, 

He  comes  to  the  house  of  sweet  Alice  Lamare, 

Whose  heart  is  a  thumping  with  joy  at  the  thought 
That  a  let.er  from  Gerald  the  postman  has  brought. 
Perhaps  he’s  away  and  learning  to  fight, 

To  protect  America  with  all  of  his  might. 

So  on  through  the  day  Pete  is  bringing  joy, 

Or  maybe  otherwise  for  old  Mr.  Roy, 

Whose  letter  is  always  bound  to  be 
A  bill  for  the  gas — a  tremendous  fee! 

I  wonder  if  the  town  wouldn’t  just  fail 
Without  its  Pete  to  deliver  the  mail. 

Peggy  Crowell 


A  MAN  AND  HIS  WORD 

Marvin  Baker  walked  up  to  the  front  door  of  his 
home,  with  his  hair  more  than  usually  thatched  in  ap¬ 
pearance.  His  Adam’s  apple  bobbed  and  his  lips  moved 
feverishly.  Twice  he  stumbled  on  the  apparently  smooth 
walk,  but  this  did  not  disturb  his  concentration.  “It's 
a  matter  of  honor,’’  he  murmured  rehearsingly.  “A 
man’s  got  to  keep  his  word.  I  said  I’d  meet  her,  and  I 
got  to.  I’ll  be  sixteen  next  month,  and  you  said  I  could 
drive  when  I  was  sixteen,  didn’t  you?  And  I  got  to  .  .  .” 
He  bumped  into  the  steps  and  realized  that  he  had  ar¬ 
rived.  Taking  them  two  at  a  time,  he  jerked  at  his  collar, 
swung  the  door  open,  and  bellowed,  “Mom!” 

“I’m  in  the  kitchen,  Marvin.”  Mrs.  Baker’s  voice 
took  on  the  slightly  weary  and  apprehensive  note  it  so 
often  did  when  she  addressed  her  youngest  son. 

“I’ve  got  to  get  it,”  Marvin  muttered  to  himself  as 
he  strode  down  the  hall  to  the  kitchen,  upsetting  the 
umbrella  stand  as  he  progressed.  His  forehead  frowned 
determinedly  as  he  came  in  view  of  his  small  plump 
mother  cutting  cookies  by  the  window.  “Mom — when  a 
fellow’s  almost  sixteen- — and  he  ought  to  keep  his  word 
— he’s  got  a  few  rights,  hasn’t  he?  He’s  got  a  right 
to  .  .  . 

“Why  don’t  you  take  some  soda,  Marvin?  I  be¬ 
lieve  your  stomach’s  upset  again,”  Mrs.  Baker  remarked. 

“Stomach!  Soda!”  Marvin  rocked  on  his  heels  at 
the  insult.  But  it  brought  him  to  the  point.  “What  1 
mean  is,”  he  said,  swallowing,  “that  I  think  I  ought  to 
have  the  car  a  little  while  this  evening.  I  mean,  I  drive 
as  well  as  anybody.  And  I  got  to  go  to  the  station. 
Listen  ...  I  gave  my  bounden  word  .  .  .  .” 

Mrs.  Baker’s  sigh  shook  her  blue  checked  bosom. 
“Now,  Marvin,”  she  said  quickly,  “you  know  your  papa 
said  you  mustn’t  drive  the  car  in  town,  until  you  were 
sixteen  and  had  a  regular  driver’s  license.”  She  bent 
down  and  pulled  a  pan  of  spicy  brown  cookies  from  the 
oven. 

“But  listen,  Mom!  This  is  important.  I’m  going 
to  sit  in  the  cheering  section  and  the  fellows  will  razz 
me  something  awful  if  I  don’t  bring  her.  Etta  Pringle’s 
coming  in  on  the  five  o’clock  train,  and  I  gave  my  word 
I’d  drive  her  to  the  gym.  And  I  got  to  have  the  car.  In 
a  situation  like  this  .  .  .  .”  Marvin  picked  up  a  cookie 
and  crammed  it  into  his  mouth;  he  choked  over  its 
heat,  but  he  didn’t  take  his  earnest  eyes  from  his  mother’s 
face.  “Don’t  you  see,  Mom?  And  its  getting  late,  and 
a  man’s  got  to  keep  his  word.  " 

But  his  heart  sank,  as  he  saw  his  mother’s  round 
blue  eyes  narrow.  “Marvin!  How  often  have  I  told  you 
you’re  too  young.  Etta  Pringle  indeed!  Doesn’t  your 
mind  run  on  anything  but  girls?  And  wanting  the  car 
now  .... 

“But,  Mom,  this  is  .  .  . 

“Why  don’t  some  of  the  other  boys  have  girls  to 
meet  at  the  station?  She  can  walk,  can’t  she?”  Mrs. 
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Raker  plunged  on  before  he  could  finish.  “Anyway, 
when  I’ve  told  you  .... 

Familiar  words  flowed  over  Marvin,  and  he  was 
momentarily  distracted  by  the  soothing  thought  that  his 
mother  hadn’t  yet  found  out  about  the  picture  o  bylvia 
Say  that  he  carried  over  his  heart.  Sylvia  was  the  most 
beautiful  movie  star  of  them  all,  and  some  day  she 
might  answer  one  of  his  letters.  He  stuffed  a  cooler 
cookie  into  his  mouth,  gathered  his  forces,  and  inter¬ 
rupted  thickly,  “Now  listen,  Mom.  This  is  different. 
This  Etta  Pringle — why,  the  Ridgevale  basketball  team 
all  call  her  the  ‘Battling  Behemoth' — and  it’ll  he  some¬ 
thing  when  1  walk  in  with  her  .  .  .  and,  anyway,  she  s 

not  .  .  .  .” 

“There’s  your  father,’  Mrs.  Baker  interrupted,  re¬ 
lieved  by  the  sound  of  the  front  door.  T  11  let  him  talk 
to  you.  Oh,  John  .... 

“Oh.  gosh,”  Marvin  drooped  like  the  rag  mop  by 
which  he  was  standing.  He  knew  how  his  father  felt 
about  his  using  the  car;  the  hope  began  to  die.  "Listen, 
Mom.  If  you’ll  just  listen  .  .  .  ’ 

“John,”  Mrs.  Baker  said  brightly  as  Mr.  Baker 
appeared,  “here’s  your  son  wanting  to  take  the  car  to 
meet  an  Etta  Pringle,  better  known  to  the  boys  as  the 
‘Battling  Behemoth’,  at  the  station.  He  says”  ...  her 
voice  was  ironical  .  .  .  “that  he  promised.” 

“Now,  Mom,  Dad,  listen — ”  Marvin  writhed,  and 
tried  to  adopt  a  man  to  man  tone,  though  his  voice  had 
risen  to  a  squeak — “I  don’t  especially  want  to.  But  T 
said  I’d  have  her  at  the  gym.  You  see  there’s  a  very 
important  game  tonight  and  everybody  and  his  gal  will 
be  there!  And  Mom’s  got  it  wrong.  She  .  .  .  ”his  voice 
died  away  weakly,  as  he  noted  the  look  that  passed  be¬ 
tween  his  parents.  “I  gave  my  bounden  word,”  he 
whispered.  “Listen  .  .  .  .’ 

“Strange  girls,”  Mrs.  Baker  mused  broodingly, 
“coming  here  from  out  of  town  for  games.  I  .  .  .  . 

Mr.  Baker  straightened  his  somewhat  paunchy  fig¬ 
ure  militantly  and  spoke,  just  as  Marvin  was  opening 
dry  protesting  lips.  “Son,  1 — 1  agree  with  your  mother. 
But” — he  gave  his  wife  the  sudden  triumphant  glance 
of  a  man  who  solves  a  problem — ■*  you  said  you  gave 
your  word  to  get  her  there.  I’ve  got  to  go  to  the  station. 
Those  bulbs  1  ordered  have  come.  1  11  pick  your  Etta 
Pringle  up  and  drop  her  at  the  gym.” 

“Huh?”  Marvin’s  jaw  dropped  and  his  Adam’s 
apple  leaped.  “B-but,  Dad — 1  better  go  along  because, 
listen  .  .  .  .” 

“No,  you  don’t  need  to.”  Mr.  Baker  turned  towards 
the  door.  “Your  parents  still  know  what’s  best  for  you, 
young  man.  But  I’ll  see  your  word’s  good.” 

He  was  gone,  and  Marvin  slumped  back  against  the 
wall,  breathing  heavily,  “But,  gosh  ...  gee  ...  .” 

“Now,  Marvin,”  his  mother  said  briskly,  “why  don’t 


you  go  see  Joe  about  those  yells  you  were  figuring  out? 
It's  best  to  let  papa  handle  this.  There  goes  Mrs.  Nelson. 

I  wanted  to  speak  to  her.”  She  ran  to  the  door,  yoo- 
hooing  to  the  woman  across  the  hedge.  She  did  not 
notice  that  her  son  seemed  overcome. 

He  was  still  in  the  same  place  when  she  returned 
fifteen  minutes  later.  Only  his  jaws  moved,  and  the 
cookies  were  half  gone.  “Now,  Marvin,”  she  repeated 
somewhat  guiltily,  “there’s  no  use  brooding.  Why  don’t 
you  .  .  .  .” 

“If  he’d  listened  I’d  a  told  him  to  .  .  .  .” 

“What  on  earth!  Marvin,  you  mustn’t  be  so  stub¬ 
born.  There’d  have  been  no  use  in  your  going  along 
now — she  ll  have  to  realize  that  she  must  get  home  with¬ 
out  our  car.  There’s  the  phone.  It’s  probably  your 
father  trying  to  put  your  mind  at  rest.”  She  bustled 
into  the  hall.  Her  voice  floated  clearly  into  the  kitchen. 
“Hello,  John  .  .  .  Yes  .  .  .  What!  Wha — at?  John,  you 
mustn’t  use  such  language  on  the  phone  .  .  .  She  knocked 
you  down  and  lore  your  suit,  but  you  got  her  there? 
Got  who?  .  .  .  Why  didn’t  I  tell  you  what?  I  don’t  .  .  .” 
And  then  .  .  .  “Marvin!  Marvin  Baker  .  .  .  .” 

Marvin  slid  through  the  back  door.  He  started 
down  the  street  toward  Joe’s  house,  staring  blankly  be¬ 
fore  him.  Then  a  smile  of  contentment  grew  on  his  wan 
face.  “Anyway,  she’s  there!”  he  breathed.  He  went  along 
whistling  softly,  because  now  the  basketball  team  hail 
its  mascot,  Etta  Prirjgle,  the  Battling  Behemoth,  the 
registered  white  Angora  goat  that  had  brought  luck  to 
the  Ridgevale  team  last  year  before  she  had  grown  too 
mean  to  handle. 

Patricia  Gray 


CARNIVAL 

With  dazzling  rush  of  music  and  of  dance 
From  dawn  ’til  dusk  with  carefree  spirit  bold, 

The  whirling  feast-day  wove  its  magic  trance 
And  held  enthralled  the  hearts  of  young  and  old. 

With  floral  garlands  and  with  lanterns  gay 

The  hamlet  roads  were  brightly  decked  that  night, 

And  vendors  called  their  wares  along  the  way; 

It  seemed  the  world  was  full  of  mad  delight! 

Now,  in  that  cobbled,  little  village  street 
Lost  wretches  wander,  and  their  listless  eyes 
Tell  all  the  world  a  story  of  defeat, 

And  gayety  and  freedom  are  but  lies; 

For  through  that  town  the  march  of  feet  surplants 
The  havoc  and  the  frolic  of  the  dance. 

Dorothy  Babcock 
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STREPTOCOCCI  OF  THE  CINEMA 

In  all  the  years  that  I  have  been  living,  Eve  never 
once  shown  signs  of  having  been  born  under  a  lucky 
star.  I’ve  never  discovered  a  four-leaf  clover  or  stumbled 
upon  a  lost  horse-shoe.  Eve  never  even  broken  off  the 
longest  piece  of  a  wish  bone.  My  number  is  always  the 
first  one  called  in  an  elimination  dance,  and  although 
Eve  been  buying  chances  for  years,  Eve  never  yet  won 
a  turkey,  to  say  nothing  of  five  dollars.  But  my  worst 
luck  seems  to  come  in  the  theatres.  I  can  bear  the  dis¬ 
appointment  of  losing  out  on  bank  night  or  being  the 
only  one  out  of  eleven  people  who  doesn't  receive  a 
free  lamp,  but  someday  Em  going  to  break  down  unless 
I  can  be  lucky  enough  to  pick  one  seat  in  a  theatre  where 
I  and  everyone  about  me  can  enjoy  the  picture,  the 
whole  picture,  and  nothing  but  the  picture! 

Each  time  I  enter  a  theatre  it  is  with  renewed  hope 
and  courage.  I  walk  boldly  up  to  the  usher  and  ask  if 
theie  are  any  empty  seats  in  the  house.  He  assures  me 
I  will  have  no  difficulty  in  finding  one,  there  being  a 
seating  capacity  in  the  theatre  for  one  thousand  six 
hundred  and  seventy-three  persons.  Having  thus  been 
encouraged,  I  decide  that  this  time  I  can’t  fail  and  set 
out  valiantly  to  pick  a  seat  at  random.  After  wandering 
up  and  down  the  aisle  for  quite  some  time,  I  spy  an 
empty  seat.  With  a  “Pardon  me”  and  “I  hope  Em  not 
disturbing  you",  I  start  for  my  destination.  Did  I  actu¬ 
ally  see  a  seat?  If  I  had  known  it  was  this  far  over,  I 
would  have  entered  the  row  from  the  other  side.  Ah,  I 
have  only  two  more  people  to  pass  now!  One  of  these 
is  a  “rusher”,  who  asks  me  to  please  “scram”  as  he 
came  “to  see  da  piture,  not  you”.  The  other  man  is  an 
extremely  fat  person  who  obviously  should  have  a  de¬ 
tour  sign  on  his  abdomen.  Desperately  I  struggle  to  get 
by  him,  barring  such  visions  as  being  caught  all  evening 
between  him  and  the  seat  in  front.  However,  with  his 
assistance,  I  succeed  in  getting  past  him  and  at  last 
sinking  into  my  seat.  What  humiliation!  But  now  it  is 
over,  and  I  can  enjoy  Spencer  Tracy. 

For  fifteen  minutes  I  sit  absolutely  silent  and  con¬ 
tented  at  the  thought  of  having  found  a  good  seat  where 
I  shall  not  be  disturbed.  Suddenly,  however,  I  am  aware 
of  a  foreboding  presence  and  I  realize  that  the  person 
in  back  of  me  is  beginning  to  be  obnoxious.  What  type 
will  it  be  this  time?  Inevitably,  a  gum  chewer,  seat- 
kicker,  program  riffier,  tapper,  know-it-all,  heavy 
breather,  or  some  other  variety  of  the  streptococci  which 
poison  the  bloodstream  of  the  cinema! 

It  is  unmistakably  a  seat-kicker.  He  begins  with 
soft,  light  kicks,  gradually  making  a  crescendo  then  a 
decrescendo.  This  he  varies  with  Lhuds  in  three-four 
time:  first  three  kicks,  then  four  staccato  kicks.  For 
another  quarter  of  an  hour  1  study  his  technique;  then, 
unable  to  bear  the  strain  any  longer,  1  turn  around  and 
bore  my  blood-shot  eves  through  his  sneering  counten¬ 
ance.  Boom!  He  practically  kicks  me  out  of  the  seat 
and  ostracizes  me  from  the  society  of  my  neighbors, 
who,  of  course,  put  all  blame  for  noise  on  me.  This 
man  is  no  amateur!  Something  drastic  has  to  be  done! 
Brazen-faced  I  turn  around  and  coldly  request  him  to 


cease.  His  only  reply  is  a  low  grunt  of  affirmation,  but 
he  has  soon  substituted  his  knee  for  his  drop-kicking 
football  practice.  With  his  knees  wedged  against  my 
chair,  he  begins  a  rotary  motion  which  starts  me  swing¬ 
ing  like  a  sea-sick  horse.  Next  time  Em  going  to  equip 
myself  with  a  life-preserver  so  I  won’t  have  to  “give  up 
the  ship  ”. 

At  an  extremely  exciting  picture,  my  enjoyment  is 
suddenly  shattered  by  a  rat-a-tat-tat  on  the  metal  part 
of  my  seat.  This  I  instantly  label  a  tapper,  otherwise 
known  as  a  human  woodpecker,  who  is  blissfully  keep¬ 
ing  time  with  the  music,  much  to  my  chagrin  and  dis¬ 
comfort.  I  just  cannot  appreciate  the  fact  that  this  par¬ 
ticular  streptococcus  handles  his  cane  with  the  pro¬ 
ficiency  of  an  impressario.  I  finally  get  him  to  stop, 
but  I  hear  him  brand  me  “kill-joy”  under  his  breath. 

The  greatest  deceivers  are  the  program  rifflers. 
These  streptococci  run  their  thumbs  quickly  over  the 
taut  edges  of  their  programs,  thereby  producing  a  low 
moaning  sound.  Alarmed  by  one  of  these,  I  once  sum¬ 
moned  the  usher  and  informed  him  that  there  was  pos¬ 
sibly  an  abandoned  baby  beneath  my  seat.  His  blinding 
light  revealed,  however,  nothing  but  a  broken  doll,  half 
a  cheese  sandwich,  and  a  moth-eaten  rubber.  Because 
he  thought  I  couldn’t  help  this  sudden  outburst  of 
lunacy,  the  usher  accepted  my  apology  and  departed, 
whereupon  the  moaning  began  again  and  continued 
through  the  entire  “Crime  Does  Not  Pay”  feature. 

Gum-chewers  are  a  hated  lot  whose  main  interest 
in  life  is  the  appreciation  of  the  acoustic  propensities 
of  a  human  mouth.  They  try  to  aid  the  gangsters  of  the 
picture  by  snapping  their  gum  in  machine-gun  fashion. 
Their  jaws  never  tire,  except  during  the  more  romantic 
interludes  of  a  film,  at  which  point  their  rhythm  becomes 
slower  and  spasmodic.  They  can  continue  chewing 
through  an  entire  double  feature.  That  is  why  when 
evidence  of  a  gum  chewer  appears,  I  lose  all  hope  of 
enjoying  the  picture. 

Comedies  are  always  attended  by  at  least  one  of 
the  know-it-all  specie  (he  who  has  seen  the  picture  twice 
before)  whose  main  object  in  coming  is  to  sit  behind 
me.  At  each  of  the  actor’s  jokes,  he’s  always  right  in 
there  fighting  to  tell  the  point  first.  At  each  exciting 
incident,  which  would  normally  hold  me  in  suspended 
animation,  Sir  Know-it-all  reveals  the  outcome  pre¬ 
maturely  and  brings  me  down  to  earth  with  a  crash! 
The  only  thing  to  do  is  to  turn  around  and  say,  “It’s  a 
funny  picture,  wasn’t  it?”  Sometimes  he  takes  the  hint, 
but  more  often  he  says,  virtually  enthusiastic,  “Yeah!” 

Eve  often  wondered  whether  or  not  the  asthmatic 
type  of  streptococci  (heavy  breathers)  are  hired  by  the 
theatre  management  to  aid  in  air-conditioning.  But 
whether  this  is  true  or  not,  it  is  certain  that  they  are  no 
less  annoying  creatures.  They  creep  upon  you  in  the 
dark,  and  you  never  know  one  is  present  until  your  hair 
starts  waving  to  and  fro,  or  your  toupee  becomes  danger¬ 
ously  unsettled  on  your  head.  These  streptococci  are  ex¬ 
tremely  vicious,  for  they  have  been  known  to  bend  ears 
back  with  great  facility. 

Continued  on  page  thirty-nine 
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“HOW  GREEN  WAS  MY  VALLEY” 

Hailed  by  critics  as  one  of  the  best  books  of  1940 
is  the  story  of  a  Welch  family,  “How  Green  V  as  My 
Valley”,  it  is  apparent  that  Richard  Llewellyn  knows 
his  subject — the  coal  miners  of  Wales,  their  troubles 
with  their  managers  and  themselves,  their  every  day 
family  life,  their  work  and  recreation,  their  ways  ot 
talking  and  thinking,  and  the  things  that  they  hold  dear 
and  he  writes  quite  as  naturally  as  if  he  really  were 
Huw  Morgan,  who  tells  the  story. 

The  Morgan  family  were  very  happy  at  the  first 
of  the  story  and  things  went  blithely  along  for  a  time, 
but  discord  and  separation  soon  came  in  the  guise  of 
brothers  who  belonged  to  Unions  and  led  strikes,  dis¬ 
agreed  with  their  father,  and  broke  up  the  family;  and 
other  members  who  fell  in  love.  Some  of  them  died,  the 
family  lost  all  its  money  and  former  respected  state; 
Mr.  Gruffydd,  the  friendly  minister,  was  forced  to  give 
up  his  parish.  But  a  spirit  of  content,  a  sort  of  triumph 
over  unhappiness,  pervades  Huw’s  tale,  even  when  at 
the  end  he  is  faced  with  certain  loss  of  everything  he 
ever  loved,  utter,  crushing  ruin  of  hopes  and  joys.  Huw 
has  the  spirit  of  the  valley,  struggling  under  the  slag 
heaps,  the  modernizing  changes,  still  with  memories  of 
what  was,  and  not  despairing. 

You  will  find  “Howr  Green  Was  My  Valley”  to 
be  a  really  moving  saga.  Do  not  let  the  odd  expressions 
and  the  strange  Welsh  names  scare  you  away.  The 
characters  who  possess  these  names  are  very  real  and 
masterfully  drawn. 

Ruth  Shumaker 


“TRELAWNY” 

Exciting  was  the  life  of  Edward  Trelawny,  born 
early  in  the  nineteenth  century  and  sent  to  sea  by  his 
father,  Sir  John  Trelawny,  at  the  age  of  twelve.  Here 
be  grew  to  manhood  entrusted  to  a  demanding  and  cruel 
mother,  the  sea.  No  wonder  when  a  crew  member  stole 
his  beloved  books,  he  killed  him.  No  wonder  he  re¬ 
nounced  England  and  became  an  Arab  war  lord,  striking 
terror  into  the  hearts  of  the  French  shippers.  No  wonder 
after  years  of  piracy  and  fighting  he  went  to  Italy,  where 
he  sought  at  last  to  live  a  peaceful  life.  No  wonder  he 
went  with  Byron  to  fight  for  Greek  independence.  No 
wonder  he  came  to  America  and,  hating  to  see  others 
enslaved,  bought  a  slave  just  to  set  him  free.  No  wonder 
he  swam  too  close  to  the  falls  at  Niagara  and  almost 
lost  his  life.  The  only  wonder  is  that  he  did  not  die  an 
adventurer’s  death,  but  passed  away  quietly  of  old  age. 
His  ashes  were  placed  next  to  Shelley’s  in  Rome. 

Arden  alike  in  friendship,  passion,  and  love  of  free¬ 
dom,  Edward  Trelawny  lived  a  life  of  almost  incredible 
adventure.  And  hi^  biographer,  Margaret  Armstrong, 
brings  out  all  of  his  good  and  bad  qualities.  This  is  i 
good  book  for  those  sceptics  who  do  not  think  fact  is 
stranger  than  fiction. 

Robert  Bingham 


“MRS.  MINIVER” 

In  London  about  a  year  ago  pieces  about  a  Mrs. 
Miniver  were  appearing  in  the  “Times”.  These  were 
as  much  a  matter  of  daily  conversation  and  debate  as 
was  the  weather,  for  they  were  written  anonymously.  A 
prize  was  offered  for  a  satire  on  Mrs.  Miniver.  Jan 
Struther  submitted  a  pseudonymous  contribution,  and 
won.  She  had  been  the  creator  of  Mrs.  Miniver  all 
along. 

Mrs.  Miniver  is  the  wife  of  an  architect  and  the 
mother  of  three  children.  She  is  in  her  forties.  Her 
family  has  a  home  in  Chelsea,  England,  and  a  country- 
cottage  in  the  hop-region  of  Kent.  The  family’s  social 
acquaintance  ranges  from  old  Lady  Chevil,  at  whose 
estate  they  meet  the  “gamey  set,”  to  the  pearl  of  char¬ 
women  engaged  to  clean  up  after  a  dinner  party.  Mrs. 
Miniver  was  going  Christmas  shopping  one  day.  Traf¬ 
fic  was  extremely  slow,  and  as  she  stopped  for  red  lights, 
she  became  engrossed  in  watching  the  windshield  wiper. 
Perhaps  it  did  say  “Sea-green  .  .  .  sea  green.”  Later  on, 
it  was  “Wee  Free  .  .  .  Wee  Free.  Yes,  she  was  getting 
warmer.  When  she  got  home  her  husband  asked  her 
if  she  had  had  a  successful  afternoon,  but  Mrs.  Miniver 
just  looked  at  him  and  said,  “I  believe  that  screen- 
wiper  says  ‘Beef  Tea’  !” 

The  1  )ook  has  been  called  “little  masterpieces  of 
gentle  humanity.  Mrs.  Miniver  is  the  universal  symbol 
of  the  endurable  and  pleasant  side  of  life.  She  is  one  of 
the  most  delightful  and  amusing  characters  in  recent 
fiction;  she  is  well  on  her  way  to  becoming  one  of  the 
best  loved. 

Dorothy  Stratton 
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“COUNTRY  SQUIRE  IN  THE  WHITE  HOUSE’’ 

“Country  Squire  in  the  White  House’  has  for  many 
weeks  keen  atop  the  best  seller  list  of  non-fiction.  Its 
appearance  on  the  book  stands  of  the  nation  at  a  time 
when  pre-election  fever  was  running  high  was,  of  course, 
providential  for  its  author,  Mr.  John  T.  Flynn.  Since 
it  happened  to  he  a  book  written  by  a  life  long  liberal 
and  columnist  for  the  “New  Republic,  it  supplies 
straight  forward  analyses  of  many  important  questions 
about  the  New  Deal  and  President  Roosevelt. 

The  thought  expressed  by  John  T.  Flynn  is  that 
both  those  who  have  admired  and  those  who  have  criti¬ 
cized  the  President  have  been  generally  in  error  regard¬ 
ing  his  character.  The  author  sets  out  to  prove  thal 
Mr.  Roosevelt  is  neither  the  demi-god  of  his  admirers, 
nor  the  unscrupulous  mad  man  of  his  enemies.  In  Mr. 
Flynn’s  opinion,  he  is  an  agreeable  and  a  charming 
country  squire,  a  better  than  average  politician,  and  a 
leader  with  little  background  in  economics  or  finance. 
John  Flynn  maintains  that  the  President  has  no  funda¬ 
mental  political  philosophy  whatever,  except  what  ex¬ 
pediency  dictates.  Amazing  results  have  come  from 
these  contradictory  characteristics.  Flynn  has  first  ana¬ 
lyzed  his  subject  brilliantly  and  then  explained,  in  the 
light  of  his  conception  of  the  President,  important  gov¬ 
ernmental  maneuvers  of  recent  years.  “Country  Squire 
in  the  White  House’’  is  a  slender  volume,  but  every  page 
is  interesting  and  challenging  to  the  reader. 

Newton  Dickie 


“I  MARRIED  ADVENTURE” 

Osa  Johnson,  a  brave  and  charming  woman,  has 
recently  written  the  adventurous  story  of  her  life  in  “1 
Married  Adventure”.  This  book  is  her  record  of  one 
of  the  most  exciting  partnerships  ever  formed — her  mar¬ 
riage  to  Martin  Johnson,  explorer  extraordinary,  who 
took  his  bride  into  parts  of  the  world  unexplored  by 
the  white  man. 

Osa  met  Martin  Johnson  at  his  camera  studio  one 
day.  The  romance  which  began  then  was  destined  to 
make  these  names  famous  as  conquerors  of  jungles  and 
portrait  photographers  of  wild  beasts.  Martin,  of 
course,  had  been  on  several  ventures  before  his  mar¬ 
riage,  one  of  which  had  been  under  the  leadership  of 
Jack  London.  He  told  his  wife  many  stories  of  animal 
life  so  that,  timid  as  she  was,  she  wanted  to  prove  her 
own  courage  to  him.  After  a  few  encounters  with  jungle 
creatures,  she  stopped  shivering  and  trembling  and  be¬ 
came  as  daring  as  her  husband. 

Big  game  did  not  beset  the  Johnsons  until  after 
their  travels  into  the  black  country.  Later,  events  car¬ 
ried  the  two  into  many  dense  parts  of  the  Malay  jungle 
and  as  far  as, the  forests  of  Borneo.  Their  hopes  for  a 
new  trip  were  shattered  when  Martin  died  in  California 
in  the  year  1937  in  a  plane  crash.  This  event  naturally 
touched  Osa’s  heart  deeply  but  in  spite  of  her  feelings 
she  has  carried  on  the  adventures  that  they  enjoyed  for 
so  many  years. 

Otis  Anderson 


“THE  WAVE  OF  THE  FUTURE” 

Anne  Morrow  Lindbergh,  born  the  daughter  of  a 
former  governor  and  senator  from  New  Jersey,  and  hav¬ 
ing  resided  in  slate,  national  and  European  capitol,  has 
more  than  secured  the  experiences  and  training  neces¬ 
sary  to  write  intelligently  on  world  affairs  at  home  and 
abroad.  Through  her  marriage  to  Colonel  Lindbergh, 
she  has,  furthermore,  journeyed  to  many  foreign  lands, 
where  she  received  first  hand  information  on  the  reac¬ 
tions  and  viewpoints  of  the  various  peoples  she  encount¬ 
ered.  Most  of  us  think  of  Anne  Lindbergh  as  a  writer 
of  books  about  the  travels  she  and  her  famous  husband 
have  taken — books  like  “North  of  the  Orient  and 
“Listen!  the  Wind”.  In  her  latest,  however,  she  ex¬ 
presses  her  conclusions  about  the  future  state  of  the 
world,  and  her  opinions  are  interesting  as  well  as  in¬ 
formative. 

It  is  Mrs.  Lindbergh’s  opinion  that  the  present  cha¬ 
otic  conditions  do  not  represent  a  fight  between  Good 
and  Evil,  but  a  contest  between  economic  and  national 
forces  of  the  past  and  those  of  the  future.  She  believes 
that  the  totalitarian  dictators  have  recognized  these 
forces,  which  they  have  perverted  to  advance  their  per¬ 
sonal  prestige.  She,  while  also  recognizing  these  forces, 
does  not  try  to  commend  them  as  a  panacea  for  the  set¬ 
tlement  of  world  problems.  Hers  is  a  very  valuable 
theory  since  we,  the  people  of  America,  must  become 
conversant  with  the  forces  at  work  in  the  world  today. 
America,  after  this  war,  will  have  to  rebuild  its  civili¬ 
zation  to  cope  with  foreign  situations.  There  is,  she 
states,  no  fear  in  the  warring  countries.  The  odd  fact 
is  that  fear  exists  in  the  world  today  in  the  countries 
that  are  not  at  war.  Mrs.  Lindbergh  feels  that  we  must 
have  no  fear  for  the  future  of  America.  All  of  these 
and  other  convictions  she  explains  in  terms  that  every¬ 
day  people  can  understand. 

Marjorie  Tonks 


“COME  SPRING” 

Some  of  us  know  Ben  Ames  Williams  as  the  author 
of  many  short  stories  appearing  in  the  “Saturday  Even¬ 
ing  Post”  and  other  magazines.  Others  have  heard  him 
parry  questions  at  sessions  of  the  Boston  Herald  Book 
Fair  with  both  wit  and  finesse.  His  novels  always  find 
a  place  on  the  current  list  of  best  sellers,  and  his  most 
recent  one,  “Come  Spring,”  an  historical  novel  based 
on  the  founding  of  Sterlingtown,  Maine,  now  Union, 
Maine,  proved  to  be  no  exception. 

The  story  of  “Come  Spring”  takes  place  near  the 
Penobscot  River  region  along  the  Atlantic  coast  of 
Maine.  The  book  deals  chiefly  with  the  Robbins  family, 
who  are  the  first  settlers  in  what  becomes  the  town  of 
Union.  They  have  many  hardships,  such  as  fire  and 
heavy  snow,  and  are  often  in  the  face  of  starvation,  but 
their  determination  to  live  and  to  .  conquer  the  dangers 
of  pioneering  overcome  these  and  they  survive  until 
spring  comes.  Always  the  spring  of  the  year  is  to  them 
a  new  beginning,  not  only  in  nature,  but  in  planting 
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and  felling  trees  that  they  may  get  ready  for  the  long 
winter  months  ahead.  Barn  raisings  and  husking  bees 
capture  the  spirit  of  pioneering  and  small  towns  and 
add  flavor  to  “Come  Spring.'5 

Elinor  Abbott 


“COUNTRY  EDITOR” 

“Country  Editor”  is  the  story  of  the  twenty  years 
Henry  Beetle  Hough  has  spent  as  editor  and  publisher 
of  the  “Vineyard  Gazette”,  established  in  1846  and  pub¬ 
lished  continuously  since  then.  Ibis  book  tells  of  a 
young  man  and  his  wife  who  buy  a  small  town  weekly 
newspaper  and  keep  it  financially  afloat  through  the 
vicissitudes  of  twenty  years.  It  has  gained  the  interest 
of  newspaper  men,  on  rural  weeklies  and  metropolitan 
dailies. 

The  story  is  not  exclusively  the  story  of  editing  a 
country  newspaper.  Because  of  the  social  and  political 
position  occupied  by  the  editor  of  a  country  newspaper, 
iVlr.  Hough  is  able  to  present  an  intimate  view  of  life  in 
the  busy  community  of  Edgarton,  covering  all  affairs 
from  those  of  the  town  meeting  to  those  of  the  town 
drunkard.  The  book  is  filled  with  amusing  anecdotes 
and  character  studies;  it  is  one  of  those  personal  records 
that  add  our  understanding  and  appreciation  of  the 
American  way  of  life.  The  stories  of  the  Adams  boys, 
so  called  by  the  townspeople  even  though  the  “boys” 
were  nearing  eighty,  are  typical  ones  in  a  human  collec¬ 
tion.  Every  year  at  Christmas  they  received  several 
boxes  of  chocolates.  As  they  saved  their  gifts,  they 
often  enjoyed  them  for  months  later.  So  it  was  not 
uncommon  for  them  to  have  on  hand  in  June  a  box  of 
chocolates.  One  day,  after  one  of  the  neighbors  had 
done  a  little  job  for  them,  the  younger  “boy”  did  the 
gracious  thing  and  offered  him  a  chocolate.  After  the 
neighbor  had  selected  one,  his  appetite  was  far  from 
whetted  by  the  comment,  “They  were  getting  rather 
mildewed,  so  we  washed  them.’  1  he  book  is  full  of 
folk  who  are  equally  engaging. 

Elizabeth  White 


QUIETLY  MY  CAPTAIN  WAITS” 

Evelyn  Eaton’s  “Quietly  My  Captain  Waits”  is  a 
stirring  tale  of  the  grand,  romantic  days  when  the 
French  were  supreme  in  Canada.  Since  the  Indian 
naturally  occupied  a  prominent  position  in  the  period 
with  which  the  book  is  concerned,  it  has  been  greallv 
to  Miss  Eaton’s  advantage  that  her  father  was  once  taken 
into  an  Indian  tribe  as  a  blood-brother,  for  thus  she  has 
gleaned  a  vast  first-hand  knowledge  of  Indian  lore.  In¬ 
deed.  the  highlight  of  the  story  is  her  masterful  and  liter¬ 
ally  breath-taking  description  of  just  such  an  initiation 
as  her  father  underwent. 

Madame  de  Frenuse  is  the  character  about  whom 
the  plot  revolves.  Although  she  is  brave  and  courageous, 
we  do  not  find  her  a  particularly  sympathetic  heroine, 
for  it  is  hard  to  reconcile  our  customary  conception  of 
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Do  you  remember: 

that  first  assembly  way  back  on  September  13,  when 
a  representative  group  of  upperclassmen  introduced 
the  sophomores  to  the  various  high  school  activi¬ 
ties? 

that  on  September  20,  the  seniors  met  for  their  first 
assembly  to  see  three  interesting  motion  pictures: 
“News  Parade  of  1939”,  which  recalled  events  like 
Franco’s  victory,  the  Squalus  disaster,  and  the  start 
of  the  second  World  War;  “America’s  High  Spots”, 
with  its  glimpses  of  places  like  the  Grand  Canyon 
and  Niagara  Falls;  and  finally  the  impressive 
“Story  of  Our  Flag”? 

that  on  Monday,  September  23,  the  juniors  had  their 
turn  at  an  assembly  and  saw  “Land  of  the  Free”, 
a  presentation  of  a  dramatic  and  patriotic  theme? 

that,  working  at  a  breathtaking  speed  of  144  words  a 
minute,  the  world’s  amateur  typing  champion,  Miss 
Grace  Phelan,  gave  an  exhibition  of  her  extraordi¬ 
nary  ability  for  the  benefit  of  the  business  students? 

that  on  the  following  day,  September  27,  the  seniors 
enjoyed  an  address  by  Mr.  R.  L.  Howell  on  the 
general  topic  “Radio”,  which  was  followed  by  a 
panel  discussion  about  matters  such  as  television 
and  advertising? 

that  on  September  31,  the  Hi-Dime  Theatre  was  born 
and  presented  for  its  opening  program  the  adven¬ 
tures  of  that  tiny  bear  cub  “Itchy-Scratchy”,  as 
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well  as  a  most  amusing  cartoon  version  of  the  im¬ 
mortal  Shakespeare’s  ‘"Romeo  and  Juliet  and  a 
sports  newsreel? 

that  on  Thursday,  October  3,  our  music  director,  Mr. 
Peck,  presented  the  sophomores  with  “Sylvia"  and 
“Listen  to  the  Lambs”,  sung  by  the  A  Capella  Choir, 
after  which  Mr.  Crumren,  advertising  instruments 
of  interest  to  those  desiring  instruction,  showed 
versatility  by  playing  every  instrument  in  sight? 

that  through  the  courtesy  of  General  Electric,  on  Octo¬ 
ber  4,  the  juniors  visited  the  World’s  Fair  by  mean 3 
of  a  motion  picture,  “The  Middletown  Family  at 
the  World’s  Fair”? 

that  on  October  7th,  the  Hi-Dime  Theatre  presented 
Mr.  Mischa  Tulin  with  a  modern  musical  instru¬ 
ment  not  yet  on  the  market,  the  theremin,  on  which 
he  played  beautifully,  among  other  selections,  “Ave 
Maria",  and  on  which  Robert  Meuse  tried  to  play 
“God  Bless  America”? 

that  Dorothy  Babcock  introduced  the  next  Hi-Dime 
feature  by  presenting  Dr.  J.  T.  C.  Blackmore,  a  re¬ 
cent  arrival  from  England,  who  brought  us  an  ac¬ 
curate  and  valuable  eye-witness  view  of  the  England 
of  recent  months? 

that  the  sophomores  sang  long  and  lustily  on  the  after¬ 
noon  of  October  11,  with  Evelyn  Comey  at  the 
piano  and  Mr.  Peck  conducting,  a  group  of  varied 
football,  patriotic,  romantic,  and  popular  songs  of 
the  day? 

that  in  honor  of  Fire  Prevention  Week,  we  had  as  our 
guests  Fire  Chief  Eames  and  Officer  Gordon  Mac¬ 
Intyre,  who  became  involved  in  panel  discussion 
under  the  able  chairmanship  of  Donna  Packer? 

that  the  assembly  of  October  18  gave  our  juniors  the 
privilege  of  seeing  two  enjoyable  films  “The  United 
States  Army”  and  “Cherry  Blossom  Time”? 

that  day  when  you  purchased  your  Hi-Dime  ticket  for 
the  first  time  at  the  flashy  new  ticket  booth  to  see 
“American  Portraits”,  a  tribute  to  the  inventive 
geniuses  behind  the  discovery  and  selling  of  our 
modern  conveniences,  and  “Girls  Will  Be  Boys”,  a 
comedy  which  drew  roars  of  laughter  from  the 
audience? 

that  the  Hi-Dime  showing  of  the  full  length  film  “The 
Elephant  Boy’',  first  to  a  high  school  audience  and 
later  in  the  same  day  to  a  most  enthusiastic  roomful 
of  future  R.  H.  S.  men  and  women  culled  from  the 
other  schools  in  town,  coming  as  it  did  just  before 
the  election  drew  from  “Charlie”  the  protest — “too 
much  Republican  propaganda”? 

that  on  November  1,  we  were  treated  to  an  assembly 
consisting  of  two  motion  pictures,  “We  Drivers” 
and  “Washington,  Shrine  of  the  Patriots”,  the  latter 
through  the  courtesy  of  the  Baltimore  and  Ohio 
Railroad? 

that  Monday  when  the  Hi-Dime  presented  attractive 
Miss  Aloha  Baker,  extremely  traveled  young  author¬ 
ess,  who  told  of  many  adventures  in  the  Far  East 


and  illustrated  her  stories  with  a  motion  picture? 
that  Armistice  Day  Program  when  we  had  as  our 
guests  three  members  of  the  American  Legion,  Mr. 
Frank  Stevens,  Mr.  Charles  W.  H.  Smith  and  Mr. 
Frank  Tanner,  who  listened  with  us  while  Glenn 
Davis  and  members  of  the  Dramatic  Club  high¬ 
lighted  outstanding  documents  in  American  history, 
alter  which  the  orchestra  under  the  direction  of  Mr. 
Peck  and  the  chorus  led  by  Miss  Giles  contributed 
several  numbers? 

that  “How  Well  Do  You  Know  Your  Town  and  Com¬ 
munity?"  was  the  theme  of  an  education  week  as¬ 
sembly,  with  Miss  Hayden  of  the  faculty  acting  as 
Professor  Quiz  and  drawing  all  sorts  of  amazing 
and  educational  information  about  our  town  from 
the  boys'  and  girls’  teams  on  the  platform? 
that  on  November  20,  the  Hi-Dime  Theater  showed  as 
the  picture  “The  Fight  For  Peace”,  with  Hendrich 
Van  Loon,  noted  author,  as  commentator  on  the 
events  which  since  the  Russian  Revolution  have 
threatened  and  destroyed  harmony  among  the 
nations  of  the  world? 

that  on  November  22,  the  juniors  learned  interesting 
facts  about  anti-freeze  processes  and  the  newspaper 
industry  from  two  worthwhile  motion  pictures? 
that  the  “Hi-Dime”  became  the  “Low  Nickel”  Theatre 
on  November  25,  with  the  showing  of  three  films 
and  our  football  team  as  special  guests  of  the 
management  and  with  the  theme  “On  to  Stoneham” 
dominating  the  program  because  of  the  cheers  and 
speeches  that  filled  intervals  of  changing  reels? 
that  the  assembly  program  this  year,  the  most  inter¬ 
esting  and  varied  in  the  memory  of  any  of  us,  is 
the  work  of  Mr.  Dixon  and  that  we  owe  him  a  debt 
of  thanks? 

Harriett  Parker 


HI-Y 

The  first  meeting  of  the  1940-41  Hi-Y  season  was 
held  September  19,  aL  which  time  the  new  officers,  presi¬ 
dent  Glenn  Davis,  vice-president  Donald  Taylor,  secre¬ 
tary  Paul  Connelly,  and  treasurer  Woodbury  Titcomb, 
took  over  their  duties.  Plans  for  the  year  were  discussed 
and  the  announcement  was  greeted  with  enthusiasm  ihat 
Vernon  Williams,  one  of  our  active  members,  was  draw¬ 
ing  up  a  constitution  for  the  club.  After  the  necessan 
revisions,  the  Williams’  constitution  has  since  been  es¬ 
tablished  as  a  great  asset  of  the  club. 

On  October  17,  our  induction  ceremony  was  held, 
and  seven  new  members  were  admitted  to  the  Hi-Y  clan: 
Lawience  Shaw  and  Steven  Callan,  juniors;  Harris 
Pratt,  Horace  Lander,  Edwin  Palmer,  Albert  Stephanian, 
and  Elmer  Lincoln,  seniors.  Mr.  John  H.  Lehman,  state 
Hi-Y  secretary,  spoke  about  the  future  of  Hi-Y  and  ex¬ 
plained  its  four  objectives:  clean  speech,  clean  scholar¬ 
ship,  clean  living,  and  clean  sportsmanship.  After  the 
talk,  apple  juice  and  doughnuts  were  served. 
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On  November  7,  our  own  Mr.  Dixon  spoke  on  the 
causes  of  a  democracy’s  downfall  in  an  inspiring  tal 
on  citizenship.  On  November  17,  several  members  ot 
the  club  attended  the  Mystic  Valley  Hi-Y  convention  at 
Phillip's  Academy  in  Andover.  The  induction  commit¬ 
tee  ol  our  club  gave  a  demonstration  of  its  induction 
ceremony,  with  Donald  Taylor,  Vernon  Williams,  Al¬ 
lred  Gianoscol,  Joseph  Anderson,  and  Robert  1  ucker 
taking  important  parts.  The  most  important  moment 
lor  the  Reading  delegates  came,  however,  when  our 
own  Joseph  Anderson  was  elected  president  of  the  con¬ 
vention  for  the  coming  year. 

On  November  21,  the  Hi-\  club  accepted  the  in¬ 
vitation  to  attend  the  induction  of  the  new  ln-Jtii  club. 
This  induction  proved  to  be  a  very  laudable  affair.  W  e 
extend  our  wishes  for  many  successtul  seasons  to  fri-Hi: 

Paul  Gonneiiy 


ALL  THE  NEWS  WE  DARE  TO  PRINT 

“It  is!” 

“It  isn’t!” 

“It  is!” 

“It  isn’t!” 

Well,  it’s  not  quite  that  bad,  but  many’s  the  time 
the  walls  of  our  conference  room  fairly  bulge  with  the 
heated  arguments  of  that  new  Debating  Club.  On  sev¬ 
eral  occasions  Mr.  Fitzgerald  has  teit  it  necessary  to 
insert  his  head  into  the  room  to  suggest  that  the  boys 
quiet  down,  only  to  withdraw  hastily  on  account  of  the 
high  temperature.  The  society’s  president  is  Robert 
Burrows,  ardent  debator  and  instigator  of  the  club.  Can 
it  be  that  he’s  also  trying  to  revive  the  “0.  F.  F.”?  No 
girls  welcome;  how  come? 

How  much  rehearsing  gets  done  at  those  private 
senior  rehearsals?  Well,  maybe  they  do  and  maybe 
they  don't,  but  we’ll  bet  the  choice  scenes  get  the  accent! 

We  all  know  what  our  friends  do  during  the  sum¬ 
mer  months,  but  haven’t  you  ever  wondered  what  our 
teachers  do?  Well,  we  decided  to  ask  them  and  find  out. 
It  makes  a  very  interesting  story:  Miss  Reed  took  a 
course  in  Swedish  and  went  on  a  bicycle  hostel  trip 
through  Vermont .  .  .  Mr.  Pope,  as  you  might  guess,  went 
fishing  and  worked  in  the  laboratory  of  the  Department 
of  Health  in  Augusta,  Maine  .  .  .  Mr.  Campbell  worked 
for  a  month  at  the  largest  open  air  theatre  in  the  United 
States,  making  scenery,  and  for  two  weeks  played  nurse¬ 
maid  to  his  two  young  hopefuls  while  his  wife  was 
house-seeking  in  Winchester  .  .  .  according  to  Mr.  Bron- 
ner,  who  has  traveled  extensively  over  Europe,  he  spent 
a  rather  quiet  summer — visiting  the  Fair  and  his  brother 
in  New  York  .  .  .  Miss  Stanwood  took  a  course  at  B.  U.’s 
College  of  Business  Administration  and  then  visited  the 
Fair  .  .  .  Mr.  Halpin  taught  at  B.  U.'s  School  of  Educa¬ 
tion,  so  from  now  on  it’s  “Professor  Halpin"  to  you  .  .  . 
Miss  kding  taught  at  Burdett  in  July  and  then  took  a 
trip  through  the  White  Mountains  and  Maine  .  .  .  Miss 
Nichols  really  traveled  and  on  some  of  the  best  stream¬ 
lined  trains.  She  toured  the  largest  studio  in  Hollywood 


and  travelled  through  the  Canadian  Rockies.  Her  trip 
lasted  about  four  and  a  half  weeks,  and  according  to  Miss 
Nichols  the  ideal  place  to  live  is  southern  California  .  .  . 
Mr.  kibbee  taught  riding  at  Camp  “kuhnawaumbek 
(or  words  to  that  effect)  in  Convene,  Maine.  "Incident¬ 
ally",  says  Mr.  kibbee,  “it  was  a  girl's  camp  ...  Mr. 
Taylor  took  care  of  Peter  (his  son)  and  saw  some  big 
league  ball  games,  the  best  being  between  the  Red  Sox 
and  the  Yankees  .  .  .  Mr.  Wheeler,  “Farmer  Wheeler  it 
should  be,  raised  eighteen  acres  of  vegetables,  half  an 
acre  of  gladioli,  ana  gathered  about  two  hundred-tiny 
pounds  of  honey.  Imagine  farming  from  four  A.  M.  till 
dark  every  day!  .  .  .  Mr.  Fitzgerald  discovered  two  real, 
antique,  mahogany  tables  and  doctored  them  up  with 
one-eighth  inch  of  paint  found  in  his  cellar;  besides 
scraping  off  all  the  paint  on  the  rest  of  his  furniture  (we 
wonder  why),  he  spent  the  rest  of  the  sumer  reading  .  .  . 
Miss  Devaney  realized  a  lifelong  ambition  in  learning 
how  to  type  during  a  six  weeks’  course  at  Radcliffe  and 
spent  the  rest  of  the  summer  catching  up  on  the  books 
she  d  hoarded  all  winter  .  .  .  Miss  bimone  ran  a  tiny 
eating  spot  called  “Davey  Jones’  Locker"  at  North 
Hampton  Beach  and  got  in  a  lot  of  swimming  on  the 
side  .  .  .  Coach  Althoff  planned  nothing  but  did  every¬ 
thing.  He  went  to  New  York  and  enjoyed  a  stay  at  the 
seashore  with  his  family  .  .  .  Coach  Holgerson  worked 
in  a  steel  plant  making  drop  forgings  in  Rockport,  and, 
he  informed  us,  had  to  wear  heavy  gloves,  one  inch 
thick  glasses,  and  woolen  underwear  all  during  the  sum¬ 
mer  months.  Last,  but  by  no  means  least,  wedding  bells 
rang  for  Coach  on  August  17,  1940. 

Miss  Ernst  writes  enthusiastically  of  Rio  de  Janeiro, 
where  the  highways  have  five  lanes  each  way  with  a 
bridal  path  and  parkway  between;  where  nobody  is 
forced  to  go  to  school  because  the  brand  new  buildings 
just  haven’t  been  equipped  for  many  pupils;  where 
coffee  costs  a  cent  a  cup,  but  an  eighty-nine  dollar  re¬ 
frigerator  sells  for  two  hundred;  where  if  a  pedestrian  is 
run  down  by  a  driver,  the  custom  is  for  the  driver  to 
disappear  as  rapidly  as  possible,  report  the  accident  af¬ 
ter  three  days,  and  pay  a  fine  if  anything  can  be  proved 
against  him;  where  the  maid  in  her  boarding  house 
answers  to  the  name  of  Arethusa;  where  bananas  grow 
along  the  road;  where  she’s  having  a  wonderful  time. 

Our  traffic  squad,  under  the  direction  of  Mr.  Fitz¬ 
gerald,  certainly  has  us  going  around  in  circles! 

We  hope  you  read  the  “Reading  High  News” 
column  in  the  “Chronicle".  It’s  doing  a  grand  job  of 
keeping  us  informed  of  events  as  they  happen.  Credit 
goes,  deservedly,  to  its  many  reporters  and  to  its  editors, 
Ruth  Shumaker  and  Frances  Wheeler,  and  to  the  girls 
who  not  only  type  it  every  week  but  have  also  typed 
the  entire  “Pioneer":  Virginia  Roberts,  Marjorie  Owen, 
the  Shaw  twins,  and  Dorothy  Cress. 

We  don't  guarantee  that  the  following  arrangements 
will  hold  true  by  the  time  this  issue  of  “Pioneer”  is 
presented,  but  can  you  identify  these  devoted  twosomes 
by  their  nicknames?  “Buppy”  and  “Stonie”,  “Peasa” 
and  "Nan  ’,  "Spell  and  "Bev”,  “Dave’  and  Jean, 
“Mugsie"  and  Lorraine,  “Dodie”  and  "Dot”,  John  and 
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“Pete”,  “The  Professor”  and  Nancy,  “Herbie”  and  Doris, 
Mary  and  “Andy” ! 

We’re  all  wondering  how  a  certain  little  blonde 
sophomore  could  have  been  so  reluctant  about  sitting  on 
Mr.  Spencer’s  lap  in  that  crowded  car  bound  for  the 
J  unior  High. 

Mrs.  Wiens  finds  Cleveland  Heights,  Ohio,  people 
are  very  cordial  hut  writes  that  she  misses  her  many 
friends  in  Reading.  She  spent  an  interesting  summer  in 
stock  at  the  Ogunquit  Playhouse  in  Maine. 

The  North  Reading  girls  are  laughing  up  their 
sleeves.  Why,  they  maintain,  the  Reading  boys  even  visit 
the  Junior  High  in  their  little  city. 

And  now7  more  news  of  the  teachers  this  summer: 
Mr.  Spencer  took  a  motor  trip  from  Boston  to  Niagara 
Falls,  to  Montana,  to  California  and  the  San  Francisco 
Fair.  On  the  way  back  he  paused  to  enjoy  the  Canadian 
Rockies  .  .  .  Mr.  Dixon  and  family  spent  the  summer  at 
Chebeogue  Island,  Maine,  where  he  indulged  in  lobster 
fishing  and  for  the  benefit  of  his  history  classes  com¬ 
posed  some  of  those  e^xtra  special  tests  .  .  .  Mr.  Peck  and 
Dr.  koussevitzky,  conductor  of  the  Boston  Symphony 
Orchestra,  both  realized  dreams  of  long  standing  at  the 
six  weeks’  summer  school  session  of  the  Berkshire  Music 
Center  in  Lennox,  Mass.  Dr.  Koussevitzky  conducted  the 
school  and  out  of  one  hundred  seventy  applicants  chose 
nine  to  be  auditioned  for  a  place  in  his  personal  conduct¬ 
ing  class.  Mr.  Peck  was  considered  to  be  number  one 
man  under  Dr.  Koussevitzky.  He  and  his  wife  lived 
this  summer  in  the  same  house  with  Paul  Hindemith,  the 
great  German  composer,  and  all  in  all  had  a  glorious 
time.  .  .  The  Misses  Batchelder,  Hayden,  and  Zimmer- 
mann  lived  together  and  helped  Miss  Hayden  do  her 
consulting  for  chemical  industrial  concerns.  Miss 
Zimmermann  had  a  garden  and  raised  cocker  spaniels. 
They  found  time  for  a  trip  to  “Davey  Jones’  Locker 
.  .  .  Miss  Buckley  took  a  vacation  at  a  resort  .  .  .  Miss 
Drury  stayed  at  home  in  Reading  to  look  after  her 
garden  and  her  cats  .  .  .  Mr.  Ingersoll,  too,  spent  most 
of  his  time  right  here  acclimating  himself  with  R.  H.  S. 
and  its  environs. 

Did  you  know  that  Miss  Devaney  clips  as  many 
recipes  this  season  as  she  does  items  for  her  bulletin 
board  from  every  newspaper  on  which  she  can  lay  a 
hand  ? 

Sorry  we  can’t  have  space  to  tell  you  more  news. 
But  here  we  have  room  to  apply  a  few  song  titles  to  the 
current  R.  H.  S.  situations:  “Where  do  you  keep  your 
heart?”  .  .  .  “Woody”  Titcomb;  Little  Firefly”  .  .  .  Miss 
Kling’s  horse;  “The  Man’s  in  the  Navy”  .  .  .  Coach  In¬ 
gersoll;  “I’ll  Never  Smile  Again”  .  .  .  after  first  quarter 
marks;  “Only  Forever”  .  .  .  “Edie”  Kimball  and  Bob 
Hitchcock;  “Ooh,  what  you  say”  .  .  .  Mr.  Campbell’s 
dramatics  class;  “Let's  All  Sing  Together”  ...  A 
Capella  Choir;  “I  Can't  Love  You  Any  More  .  .  . 
Carolyn  and  “Mac";  “You  think  of  everything”  .  .  . 
teachers  assigning  homework. 

Kenneth  Anderson 

Jean  Dow 


TRI-HI 

Reading  High  School  has  at  last  the  girls’  club  for 
which  there  has  been  an  under-current  of  agitation  in 
recent  years.  The  girls  are  grateful  to  Miss  Florence 
Nichols  of  the  faculty  for  the  interest  she  has  taken  in 
starting  Tri-Hi  here.  Big  doings  are  expected  now  that 
the  club  has  been  christened  at  two  induction  ceremonies, 
one  for  the  twelve  charter  members — four  from  each 
class — and  the  second  for  the  eighteen  girls  voted  in  to 
reach  the  membership  quota  of  thirty.  Tri-Hi  has  the 
same  aim  as  Hi-Y,  whose  purpose  is  “to  create,  main¬ 
tain  and  extend  throughout  the  school  and  community 
high  standards  of  Christian  character.” 

The  brand  new  officers  of  this  infant  organization 
are  Virginia  Davis,  president;  Elinor  Abbott,  vice-presi¬ 
dent;  Donna  Packer,  secretary;  Harriet  Shepardson, 
treasurer;  Barbara  Blaikie,  press  correspondent.  They 
were  inducted  by  a  group  of  girls  from  the  Somerville 
chapter.  Mr.  Hurburt  of  the  Somerville  Y.  M.  C.  A. 
gave  an  interesting  and  stimulating  talk  on  what  our 
club  should  mean  to  us.  He  offered  excellent  sugges¬ 
tions  for  making  Reading  Tri-Hi  a  worthwhile  organi¬ 
zation.  The  advisor  of  the  Somerville  group  also  spoke 
to  us  on  the  general  principles  of  the  club.  Following 
the  induction,  members  and  guests  enjoyed  a  social 
period  and  refreshments  were  served. 

The  second  meeting,  held  November  27,  was  also 
devoted  to  a  colorful  induction  ceremony.  The  club 
emblem  in  burning  red  and  white  candles  made  an  im¬ 
pressive  background  for  the  eighteen  new  girls,  who 
listened  while  Elinor  Abbott,  Sonia  Courossi,  Elizabeth 
Burpee,  Jean  Maguire,  and  Alice  Larrabee  explained 
the  significance  of  the  club  emblem  and  the  planks  of 
Tri-Hi’s  platform,  and  then  received  the  triangular  pins 
which  proclaimed  them  full  fledged  members.  The  Hi-Y 
boys  were  our  guests,  and  the  clubs  will  work  in  con¬ 
junction  on  several  programs  we  hope.  Interesting  lec¬ 
tures  and  social  events  are  included  in  our  plans. 

Donna  Packer 


ALUMNI  NEWS 

Just  over  six  months  ago,  one  hundred  and  seventy- 
seven  R.  H.  S.  students  with  whom  our  readers  are  well 
acquainted  received  their  long-sought  diplomas  and  left 
the  sacred  precincts  of  dear  old  Alma  Mater  to  find  their 
way  in  the  world.  Today,  in  higher  institutions  of  learn¬ 
ing,  fifty-eight  ot  them  (at  the  latest  count)  are  still 
laboring,  with  more  or  less  diligence,  over  books  and 
such.  Jeanette  Davis,  class  president,  is  building 
muscles  at  Skidmore  in  preparation  for  life  as  a  gym 
instructor  .  .  Dick  Fellows  and  Waldo  Grover  are  slav¬ 
ing  away  at  Wentworth  Institute  .  .  Mary  Maling,  our 
incomparable  “Penny”,  is  at  Mass.  State,  where,  one 
source  has  it,  she  majors  in  parties  .  .  “Blackie”  Leman, 
still  maintaining  his  hand  on  the  side,  goes  into  the 
School  of  Practical  Arts  daily  .  .  May  Melanson  partici¬ 
pates  in  every  sport  known  to  Westbrook  Junior  College 
.  .  Norm  Lloyd  was  the  only  freshman  at  Bates  to  be 
accepted  as  a  member  of  the  college  band,  the  “Bob- 
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cats”  .  .  Our  local  Stroud  Secretarial  School  can  be 
proud  of  Barbara  Cleveland,  who  now  wears  bangs  we 
hear,  Dorothy  Leach.  Muriel  Arthur,  Barbara  Holden, 
Roberta  Smith,  Marjorie  Moses,  and  Betty  Coan,  who 
has  only  praise  for  the  homey  atmosphere  and  Venetian 
blinds  at  Stroud  .  .  an  even  greater  number  are  plugging 
away  at  Burdett:  George  Bridges,  Kathleen  Browne, 
Margaret  Carney,  John  Hyrnowsky,  "Chatterbox  Hills, 
Clark  Nyman,  Ed  Selfredge,  and  Marjorie  Wentworth  .  . 
At  Bentley  are  "Speed”  Connolly,  Robert  Van  Laethem, 
and  “Wild  Bill”  Hennessey  .  .  Betty  Miller  goes  to  Colby 
Junior  College,  which,  you  will  recall,  is  near  Dart¬ 
mouth  .  .  Bob  Hitchcock  has  really  settled  down  to  burn¬ 
ing  the  midnight  oil  and  has  made  the  honor  roll  at 
Huntington  Prep  .  .  “Sherm”  Poland  now  totes  his 
familiar  green  bag  to  Harvard.  He  has  neither  acquired 
an  accent  nor  abandoned  his  New  Deal  tendencies. 
Asked  to  express  a  preference  between  Wellesley  and 
Radcliffe,  “Sherm”  refused — out  of  loyalty  to  Miss  De¬ 
vane)  .  .  “Rollo”  Sawyer  has  taken  his  usual  high  spirits 
to  Lawrence  Academy  .  .  "Reg  Amback  enjoys  life  at 
Clark  University  in  Worcester  .  .  Helen  Foster  works 
hard  at  Higgins  Commercial  .  .  Bette  Kimball  is  taking 
up  arts  and  fashions  .  .  Theo  Farr  is  at  Burroughs  Busi¬ 
ness  School  .  .  Harry  Barr  keeps  busy  at  Covernor  Hum¬ 
mer,  where  he  plays  on  the  football  team  .  .  Betsy  Pox- 
croft,  our  personality  girl,  left  for  Beaver  College  at¬ 
tired  in  a  stunning  black  ensemble,  according  to  ob¬ 
servers  .  .  Bill  Hoffman  and  Tom  Lacey  go  to  trade 
school  .  .  Joe  McGrath  is  at  Somerville  Vocational  .  . 
Among  those  at  Malden  Commercial  are  Jean  Sargent, 
Margery  Maguire,  and  Alice  Goodwin  .  .  Allie  Benton 
is  also  learning  to  become  a  secretary  .  .  The  dashing 
Tom  Connelly  goes  to  prep  school  in  Westchester,  N.  \. 
.  .  Martha  Randall,  who  recently  visited  Tom,  is  going 
to  become  a  medical  secretary  via  the  Kathleen  Dell 
school  in  Brookline  .  .  "Jay”  Quinlan  is  at  B.  U.  business 
school  .  .  “Pat”  Remick  studies  interior  decorating  at 
Penn  Hall  .  .  “Stan”  Davis,  having  survived  the  first 
week  initiation  in  which  he  appeared  exclusively  in 
baby  clothes,  is  having  a  great  time  at  Penn.  State,  where 
he  continues  his  musical  career  as  a  member  of  the 
"Penn.  State  Lions”  .  .  Arthur  Batchelder,  enrolled  in 
a  nine  month’s  course  at  the  Mass.  School  of  Radio  and 
Television,  has  on  the  side:  endeavored  to  sell  furniture, 
sold  crullers,  waited  on  tables,  and,  this  is  the  pay  off, 
fumigated  lotuses  .  .  And  where  is  Hill?  This  year  he 
is  at  Rhode  Island  State  .  .  Charlie  Sullivan,  having 
rounded  out  his  team  at  Levaggi’s  with  no  more  than 
a  toe  blister,  studies  law  at  Northeastern  .  .  Gilbert  Camp 
i>  at  \\  illeston  Academy,  from  which  both  his  father 
and  grandfather  graduated  .  .  Frankie  Bryant,  very 
business-like  with  his  new  brief  case,  is  holding  forth 
at  Bi  n  ant  and  Stratton  .  .  Gregg  Brewer  visits  here  with 
f requeue)  since  he  is  a  mere  three  and  a  half  hours 
from  us  at  Bowdoin  College.  As  a  member  of  a  frater- 
11  it y  there,  he  now  calls  Mr.  Halpin  “Brother  Luke”  .  . 
Walter  Hilton  is  out  at  the  University  of  Syracuse  .  . 
I'he  l  niversity  of  Maine  harbors  four  of  our  classmen: 
Dick  Henderson,  Bob  Henderson.  B.  F.  Hodges,  who  re¬ 
ceive-  a  weekly  letter  from  Amherst,  and  Norm  Putnam 


.  .  Mary  Maguire  is  pursuing  a  wicked  course  at  Boston 
University.  She  finished  in  second  place  on  the  Honor 
Parade,  you  recall.  Also  at  B.  U.  is  Erdine  Farwell, 
who  has  the  president's  daughter  for  her  sorority  mother. 
Their  Latin  instructoi  is  Mr.  Spencer's  old  pedagogue, 
Professor  Rice.  Mary  at  once  found  out  where  Mr. 
Spencer  got  many  of  his  ideas. 

There  is  the  customary  number  of  P.  G.’s;  at  this 
writing  they  are  twenty-two  in  number:  Edith  Arsenault, 
Dot  Babcock,  Dot  Barstow,  Dot  Bailey,  Evie  Comey, 
Kay  Conran,  “Jas  Hawes,  "Irv  Holcomb,  Dick  Lewis, 
Walter  Lewis,  Hubert  Leiberman,  “Duchess  McDon¬ 
ough,  Chester  Roberts,  Jeanette  Sargent,  Ruth  Shu¬ 
maker,  Robert  Storey,  Bob  Sullivan,  Fred  Swett,  George 
Whelpley,  Elisabeth  White,  “Herbie”  White,  and  your 
writer.  Janetta  Boyd  and  Grace  Schofield  formerly 
were  with  us,  but  because  of  their  early  rising  hour 
(8:15  A.  M.)  they  went  on  a  long  vacation  to  Andover. 
Betty  Beaudry  is  also  a  P.  G.,  but  in  East  Orange,  N.  J., 
where  she  lives  with  her  sister. 

Many  of  our  erstwhile  associates  have  taken  their 
places  in  the  work-a-day  world.  Five  of  them  are  bank¬ 
ers  of  a  sort.  Grace  Bowers  is  receptionist  at  the  Old 
Colony  Trust  Company.  After  handling  one  patron  in 
routine  fashion,  Gracie  nearly  swallowed  her  pencil  to 
find  it  was  Governor  Saltonstall  .  .  “Carl”  Adams,  who 
edited  the  “Pioneer”  last  year,  works  at  the  National 
Shawmut  Bank.  This  staunch  Republican  lost  a  one 
dollar  bet  to  New  Dealer  Poland  on  Nov.  5  .  .  Since 
before  graduation,  Betty  Blaikie  has  held  a  position  at 
the  First  National  Bank  in  Boston  .  .  Barbara  Gonnam 
also  works  for  the  First  National  Bank  and  goes  to  night 
school  at  Stroud  .  .  George  True  has  found  his  place 
with  the  Merchants'  National  .  .  Wallace  Haselton  is 
believed  to  have  been  the  motivating  force  behind  the 
break-up  of  our  class  couple  No.  1.  This  year  “Hezz” 
has  been  painting  the  dorms  up  at  Abbot  Academy. 
Some  have  all  the  luck!  .  .  Jack  Greenleaf  drives  for 
Chase’s  Express  .  Anthony  Tine  is  factotum  at  Read¬ 
ing’s  Municipal  Light  Plant  .  .  Willard  Perkins  is  sur¬ 
veying  the  countryside  with  his  father  .  .  Christine  Ellis 
is  employed  at  “Parker’s”  .  .  “Bern.ie”  Doucette  is  now 
located  at  the  Boston  Stove  Foundry  .  .  Eleanor  Pestana 
is  with  Hunt’s  Brass  Foundry  as  stenographer  in  the 
front  office.  Out  back  as  machinist  is  Tony  Sarcone  .  . 
Barbara  Tasney  waits  on  trade  at  the  “Five  and  Dime” 
.  .  George  Tedeman  holds  a  position  with  Boston  Mutual 
Insurance  .  .  Charlie  Warren  toils  in  a  candy  factory  .  . 
Edson  Gray  is  at  “Bunten’s  Grill”  .  .  Horace  Jones, 
known  intimately  as  the  “Mouth”,  plans  to  increase 
Reading’s  delegation  to  Harvard  next  year  after  com¬ 
pleting  this  year  with  “Levaggi’s”  .  .  Kenny  Gaw  works 
for  a  knitting  mill  .  .  Bob  Mason,  for  the  Reading  Green¬ 
houses  .  .  David  McGee  is  with  General  Electric  .  . 
“Babe"  Roberts  is  employed  as  a  carpenter  by  his  uncle 
.  .  Jo-Ann  Stuart  does  volunteer  work  at  the  Y.  W.  C.  A. 
.  .  Dick  True  and  Dorothy  Young  are  engaged  by  in¬ 
surance  offices  .  .  Anthony  Rose  is  connected  with  the 
C.  C.  C.  way  out  in  Wyoming  .  .  Lenny  Wright  has 
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joined  his  father  and  brother  at  Leopold  Morse  and 
seniors  can  expect  him  next  May  to  sell  them  their  gray 
gabardines  or  whatever  .  .  Earl  White  can  be  seen  any 
day  at  “Stop  and  Shop  .  .  Dick  Young  toils  for  Den¬ 
nison  s  .  .  Norm  Atkinson  is  with  the  Mass.  Gear  and 
Tool  Co.  .  .  Bill  Campbell,  with  Bancroft  Coal  Co.  .  . 
George  Hamm  is  a  general  handy  man  .  .  “Irv  Dunn 
works  at  a  filling  station  .  .  Frank  Doucette,  with  the 
Reading  Cash  Market  .  .  Winnie  Johnson  has  a  job  in 
town  .  .  Betty  Dalton  has  recovered  from  a  serious  illness 
and  plans  to  go  to  work  again  soon  .  .  John  Zynsky  and 
William  Jacques  have  gone  in  with  their  respective 
fathers  and  are  now  officially  contractors  .  .  Functioning 
as  nursemaids  are  Eleanor  Jayne,  Shirley  Field,  Eileen 
Peters,  Audrey  Humphrey,  and  Gertrude  Lorgeree  .  . 
Such  luminaries  as  Barbara  Currie,  Margit  Courossi, 
Virginia  O’Brien,  Florence  Whittaker,  and  Olive  Skane 
have  been  assisting  in  the  enrollment  of  draftees  during 
recent  weeks  .  .  David  F.  St.  Hilaire  VI  draws  a  weekly 
pay  envelope  from  Croston  &  Carr  .  .  Harold  Doucette 
is  engaged  in  masonry  with  his  father  .  .  Dick  Lawler 
has  gone  to  work  for  W.  T.  Grant.  Late  bulletins  indi¬ 
cate  that  he  is  rising  rapidly  and  has  a  man  under  him 
now  that  he  is  head  of  the  stock  department  .  .  Natalie 
Staples  is  a  salesgirl  in  Maine  .  .  Lorraine  Day  is  with 
the  B.  B.  Chemical  Co.  .  .  John  Dissel  joined  N.  Y.  A. 
last  summer  and  now  is  engaged  in  Passomaquoddea, 
Maine  .  .  Priscilla  Carey  is  receptionist  for  the  N.  E. 
Tel.  and  Tel.  .  .  Kay  Hutchinson,  currently  at  Hood’s 
and  the  Fruit  Spot,  will  next  year  join  the  ranks  of 
Northeastern  .  .  “Bull"  Richardson  works  on  a  farm  in 
the  north  country  .  .  Dorothy  Ruderman  is  located  at 
the  State  House  in  the  Department  of  Education  .  .Vivian 
Hook,  formerly  of  the  “Melody  Gems  ’,  is  a  medical 
secretary  in  N.  Y.  She  has  taken  up  hunting,  and  has 
also  toured  the  night  clubs,  but  she  misses  George  .  .  The 
smiling  faces  of  Ruth  Tooley  and  Rita  Toussaint  are 
behind  the  counter  at  the  “Coffee  Cup"  .  .  Alma  Mans¬ 
field,  continuing  her  vocal  lessons  on  the  side,  has  been 
engaged  by  an  interior  decorating  company  .  .  Muriel 
Powers  waited  on  tables  at  Jackson  Falls  last  summer 
and  now  is  resting  preparatory  to  taking  up  physio¬ 
therapy  .  .  Our  other  representatives  in  the  nursing 
profession  are  Ruth  Hamilton  and  Marion  Henderson, 
who  are  training  respectively  at  Woburn  and  Melrose 
.  .  Mary  Ellen  Ward,  expects  to  go  in  training  this 
month.  .  Kay  Witham  and  Louise  Pattison  are  working 
behind  counters  for  John  Bradshaw’s  Cosmetic  Shop  .  . 
“We're  in  the  army  now!"  So  sing  Dick  Avery  and  “Les” 
Kittredge,  who  are  now  members  of  the  Army  Air  Corps. 
Various  reports  reaching  here  have  them  placed  from 
Squantum  to  Dallas,  Texas  .  .  Also  in  the  fighting  forces 
is  U.  S.  Marine  Charlie  Nickerson  .  .  Doris  Steele  has 
been  employed  in  Dartmouth  territory  at  the  Hanover 
Inn  .  .  Dick  Merritt  delivers  milk  and  occasionally 
guards  the  famed  battlements  of  the  library  wall,  as  do 
several  of  the  nineteen  remaining  members  of  the  class 
•rom  whom  we  have  no  word. 

Stanley  Stembridge 
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CHOIR  AND  CHORUS 

The  A  Capella  Choir,  membership  in  which  is 
greatly  coveted  by  R.  H.  S.  vocalists,  is  under  the  in¬ 
spiring  leadership  of  Mr.  Peck,  who  has  this  year  select¬ 
ed  twenty-eight  members  for  training.  So  far,  we  have 
been  practicing  sight  reading  to  prepare  for  future 
events.  The  choir  has  given  two  performances  already, 
one  at  a  school  assembly  and  the  second  on  November 
16,  at  the  Junior  High  School  for  the  meeting  of  the 
Parent  Teachers’  Association.  Future  plans  include 
appearance  as  carol  singers  at  the  R.  H.  S.  Christmas 
assembly.  At  that  time  a  new  trio  discovered  at  our 
practice  sessions  will  be  introduced  to  the  school.  We 
hope  it  will  be  as  successful  and  popular  as  were  “The 
Melody  Gems”.  Our  talented  pianist,  Mary  Bronk,  has 
already  appeared  as  guest  soloist  with  the  Reading  Civic 
Orchestra,  and  the  choir  is  to  have  that  same  honor  at 
the  January  concert  of  this  group. 

Our  Chorus  of  thirty  voices  meets  during  the  eighth 
period  on  Tuesdays,  Wednesdays  and  Thursdays  under 
the  capable  supervision  of  Miss  Giles.  During  the  first 
few  weeks  we  practiced  singing  such  folk  songs  as 
“Love’s  Old  Sweet  Song.”  We  then  turned  to  singing 
patriotic  songs;  for  example,  “I  Am  An  American”  and 
“Defend  America.’  The  latter  we  sang  for  the  Armistice 
Day  Program  and  at  the  tea  given  for  parents  and 
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friends  of  the  High  School  during  Education  Week.  At 
the  tea  two  of  our  members,  Emma  and  Sophie  Schwartz, 
proved  to  be  a  popular  duet.  Chorus  will  share  the 
spotlight  with  A  Capella  Choir  on  January  28  at  the 
concert  of  the  Reading  Civic  Symphony  Orchestra.  Both 

croups  are  rehearsing  diligently  for  this  event. 

Barbara  Jones 


ORCHESTRA 


Orchestra  is  the  youngest  musical  organization  in 
Reading  High.  Its  practice  sessions  are  held  every 
Monda\  during  the  eighth  period,  and  it  seems  that  our 
organization  gives  the  "Hi-Dime  1  heater  its  heaviest 
competition,  because  everyone  who  walks  down  the  first 
floor  corridor,  heading  for  the  theater,  is  unable  to  resist 
looking  into  the  library  at  us.  We  don  t  know  exactly 
what  attracts  them,  whether  it’s  our  sweet,  mellow  tones 
or  the  all  too  frequent  sour  notes  which  we  are  per- 
spiringlv  trying  to  eliminate.  1  o  Mr.  Peck,  our  guiding 
genius,  we  must  be  problem  children,  but  he’s  convinced 
us  that  “practice  makes  perfect”  and  we  share  high 
hopes  of  becoming  a  good  orchestra  ’ere  long. 

If  you  don’t  believe  that  we’re  well  on  our  way  to 
perfection,  just  ask  anyone  who  was  at  the  Armistice 
Day  assembly,  Friday,  November  8.  (Not  Thursday,  be¬ 
cause  after  all  that  was  only  a  dress  rehearsal,  and 
they’re  notoriously  not  so  good  anyway).  We  like  to 
be  judged  by  that  Friday’s  performance,  our  first  ap¬ 
pearance  as  a  group  on  any  public  platform.  We  pro¬ 
vided  stirring  entrance  and  exit  marches  and  various 
selections  during  the  program,  including  ''Over  There 
and  a  medley  of  World  War  songs,  all  of  which  went 
very  smoothly.  We  are  looking  forward  to  entertaining 
you  again  soon. 

Russell  Coombs 


routines.  The  game  which  was  most  interesting  from 
the  band’s  point  of  view  was  the  game  w  ith  Punchard  at 
Reading.  That  all  girl  band  in  its  snappy  blue  and 
yellow  uniforms  certainly  won  our  admiration.  After 
the  dismissal  of  the  two  bands  at  the  High  School,  every¬ 
one  in  our  band  was  on  hand  to  see  the  Punchard  girls 
off.  Reading  won  so  many  victories  this  season,  after 
which  the  gay  crowd  always  accompanied  the  band 
home,  that  we  were  not  always  in  perfect  marching  or¬ 
der,  but  we  did  our  best!  Some  Saturdays  one  of  our 
clarinet  players  led  the  crowd  in  wearing  their  hats 
with  the  visors  in  back,  and  this  always  heightened  the 
merriment.  Those  snake  dances  which  the  cheer  leaders 
loved  to  start  on  the  way  home  were  fun,  too.  The  ever 
forever  faithful  baton  squad  continued  to  follow  us  in 
marching,  under  the  expert  leadership  of  Bette  Ellis. 
Their  new  military  uniforms  and  those  of  the  cheerlead¬ 
ers  made  parading  very  colorful.  Although  our  masco., 
“Jacky”  Campbell,  is  rather  petite,  she  certainly  com¬ 
peted  with  our  drum  majorettes  much  older  than  herself. 
Finally,  there  was  our  star  twirler,  Lorraine  Loughlin, 
who  put  on  a  great  show  of  baton  mastership  at  her 
every  appearance. 

On  the  morning  of  October  12,  we  journeyed  to 
Stoneham,  where  we  enjoyed  marching  in  a  Christian 
Endeavor  Convention  parade.  The  evening  of  October 
23  found  us  in  Shepardson  Hall  participating  in  thi 
program  for  prospective  draftees.  At  the  Open  House 
for  parents  on  November  3,  the  band  illustrated  the  way 
we  “attack”  a  new  piece  of  music.  Mr.  Peck  plans, 
among  other  events,  to  hold  an  inter-city  festival  at 
which  we  are  to  play  with  bands  from  three  other  com¬ 
munities.  Soon  the  band  will  be  ready  for  its  concert 
season,  which  we  hope  will  be  a  great  success.  We 
should  give  Mr.  Peck  all  the  support  we  possibly  can  In 
making  the  band  progress  rapidly.  It  is  not  too  late  for 
new  members  to  join  even  now,  you  know. 

Richard  Robbins 

Beverly  Pitman 


R.  H.  S.  BAND 

This  year  the  band  has  an  entirely  new  system.  In¬ 
stead  of  a  rehearsal  once  a  w  eek,  the  band  has  rehearsed, 
almost  without  exception,  every  schoolday  since  early 
September,  during  the  new’  ninth  period  from  2:30  to 
3:30.  The  many  compliments  which  have  been  paid  to 
the  band’s  playing  this  year  belong  most  of  all  to  our 
director,  Mr.  I  Yck.  who  has  toiled  patiently  with  us  from 
da\  to  day.  When  everyone  is  present,  the  band  is  a 
very  complete  musical  unit  that  consists  of  eight  trum¬ 
pets,  seven  clarinets,  three  tenor  saxaphones,  one  alto 
saxaphone,  two  trombones,  one  baritone,  one  sousa- 
phone,  one  alto  horn,  three  snare  drums,  one  bass  drum, 
and  one  pair  of  cymbals. 

The  football  games  have  this  year  been  quite  event¬ 
ful  for  the  band.  Elinor  Abbott  has  continued  to  strut 
her  stuff  as  our  leader,  and  she  proved  especially  cap¬ 
able  in  putting  us  through  the  new  marching  drills  and 
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what  a  heroine  should  be  with  this  strange  figure  who 
subordinates  everything  to  her  personal  pleasure.  In 
the  final  moments  of  the  book.  Miss  Eaton  portray  ■ 
Madame  de  Erenuse  as  an  exalted  being.  It  is  th  > 
reader’s  right  to  draw’  his  own  conclusion,  however. 

The  first  half  of  the  book  reads  quickly  without  a 
dull  moment,  but  the  latter  half  has  too  little  action  and 
too  little  suspense  in  this  reviewer’s  opinion.  However, 
the  author’s  acquaintance  with  her  subject  and  her  sup¬ 
erb  painting  of  the  complex  and  provocative  character 
of  Madame  de  Erenuse  make  the  book  worth  reading. 

Stanley  Stembridge 
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Interviews 

MISS  KLING 

Step  up  and  meet  that  brisk,  efficient  person  who 
answers  to  the  most  interesting  name  in  school,  Miss 
Svea  kling.  We  cornered  her  in  the  stern  foreboding 
atmosphere  of  Room  5  at  2:40  one  beautiful  afternoon. 
Students  who  bent  diligently  over  their  typewriters  peck¬ 
ing  away  in  a  confusion  ot  varying  rhythms,  while  the 
eagle  eye  of  Miss  kling  was  upon  them,  looked  up  in¬ 
terestedly  as  we  pulled  out  notebook  and  pencil  and 
started  firing  questions  above  the  racket.  How  Miss 
kling  spends  much  of  her  time  in  that  bedlam  of  noise 
and  still  maintains  her  gay  smile  is  beyond  our  powers 
of  comprehension.  But,  to  the  business  at  hand. 

“By  what  route  did  you  come  to  Reading  High?” 
was  the  question  placed  as  a  starter. 

“Well,  I  studied  at  Burdett  College  and  Boston 
University  College  of  Business  Administration.  I  taught 
at  Burdett  before  coming  here.” 

“Doesn’t  teaching  high  school  shorthand  and  typing 
contrast  greatly  with  college  teaching?” 

“Well,”  she  answered,  thinking  a  minute,  “it  isn’t 
so  very  different,  except  that  the  students  are  much 
older.”  It  seems  that  she  finds  her  greatest  difficulty  is 
trying  to  break  a  custom  of  long  standing.  It  was  con¬ 
fusing  when  she  first  arrived  at  Reading  High  to  be 
greeted  with  muffled  giggles  everytime  she  addressed 
some  tiny  sophomore  boy  as  “Mr.”  Gradually  she  is 
acquiring  the  habit  of  referring  to  the  male  contingent 
of  her  classes  simply  by  their  surnames,  without  benefit 
of  that  battering  title. 

Miss  kling  had  just  been  asked  whether  she  liked 
teaching  in  high  school  better  than  in  college,  when  the 
door  opened  to  admit  two  sheepish  wrong-doers,  who 
were  late  for  their  afternoon  makeup  sessions  and  who 
were  being  personally  escorted  by  a  member  of  the 
faculty.  After  properly  squelching  the  display  that 
greeted  their  arrival,  she  turned  back  to  me.  “There  is 
one  thing  about  teaching  in  high  school  that  I  don’t 
like,”  she  said  severely,  “and  that  is  the  disciplinary 
problem.  Even  though  a  minor  one,  it  is  annoying  and 
interferes  with  the  ciass  work.  It  just  doesn't  arise  in 
college  teaching.”  (From  a  faculty  member,  we  learned 
that  there  is  only  one  other  situation  that  she  would  like 
to  eliminate  and  that  is  the  business  of  teaching  first, 
second,  and  third  year  typing  students  in  one  room  at 
the  same  time.  We  re  betting  on  Miss  kling  to  improve 
or  change  the  situation  if  anyone  can.) 

“What  are  your  favorite  sports?  This  was  asked, 
of  course,  anticipating  some  interesting  bits  about  the 
Riding  Club,  her  pet  extra-curricular  interest.  We  were 
doomed  to  disappointment,  however,  but  remembered 
the  news  which  leaked  out  at  the  start  of  that  under¬ 
taking:  Miss  kling,  courageous  soul,  had  been  on  a 
horse  only  two  or  three  times  before  she  took  her  charges 
to  Melrose. 


“I  love  to  skate,”  she  said  enthusiastically;  “but,” 
she  added,  as  if  an  unpleasant  thought  had  just  occurred 
to  her,  “I  fall  down  an  awful  lot.” 

Because  her  very  precise  enunciation  is  just  as 
outstanding  about  her  as  is  her  enthusiasm,  we  inquired 
where  she  had  picked  up  her  “machine  gun”  diction. 
Miss  kling  laughed  heartily.  “Most  people,”  she  ans¬ 
wered,  “think  that  must  have  come  from  teaching  Eng¬ 
lish,  but  it  is  really  from  teaching  shorthand.  If  I  don’t 
enunciate  every  letter  when  dictating,  I  have  the  whole 
class  jumping  on  me  because  they  couldn’t  understand 
wrhat  I  said.” 

By  this  time  the  lure  of  the  beautiful  weather  was 
beckoning  without,  and  we  decided  to  give  Miss  kling 
back  to  her  pupils  so  that  she  could  finish  her  work  and 
start  on  her  way  home.  We  still  hadn’t  gleaned  any  in¬ 
formation  about  her  Riding  Club  activities,  however,  and 
so  cornered  several  of  the  members  to  see  if  they  would 
divulge  some.  Everyone  of  them  said  that  the  most 
vivid  memory  of  the  entire  course  of  lessons  was  Miss 
kling’s  devotion  to  “Firefly,”  her  favorite  mount.  One 
girl  even  went  so  far  as  to  say  that  “Firefly”  w  as  as  broad 
as  he  was  long,  but  added  that  Miss  kling  was  firm  in 
believing  him  a  beautiful  horse.  After  hearing  some  of 
Miss  kling’s  adventures  on  this  worthy  steed,  we  wonder 
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that  she  got  to  class  on  Thursdays  at  all.  One  exciting 
moment  occurred  when  "firefly,  frightened  by  a  pass¬ 
ing  vehicle,  reared  and  plunged,  leaving  poor  Miss  Kling 
completely  without  warning. 

You  really  should  be  interested  in  making  the  fur¬ 
ther  acquaintance  of  M  iss  kling.  She’s  easily  identified 
b\  the  large  assortment  of  manuals  and  papers  that  she 
lugs  upstairs  and  down,  and  she's  around  school  from 
early  in  the  morning  until  well  past  three-thirty.  In 
laet,  the  day  just  before  Thanksgiving  when  the  “No 
School”  signal  sent  most  of  us  scampering  back  to  bed, 
Miss  kling  had  arisen  so  early  in  order  to  insure  her 
prompt  arrival  that  she  received  no  news  of  the  glad 
tidings  until  she  drove  into  the  school  yard  to  be  greeted 
by  a  solitary  “Charlie”  shoveling  paths. 

Barbara  Bryant 


GLOBE  TROTTER 

As  we  attempted  to  enter  Room  One,  a  crowd  of 
sophomores  flocked  into  the  corridor,  gabbling  as  is 
their  custom,  and  calling  back  over  their  shoulders, 
“Thanks  Mr.  Bronner”  and  “I’ll  bring  it  back  tomor¬ 
row.”  There  he  was,  seated  at  the  desk,  scratching  his 
head  seowlingly  over  a  paper. 

Suddenly:  "But  where’s  the  other  ten  cents!  "  Then 
one  of  the  few  boys  left  in  the  room  (it  was  Hi-Dime 
day)  said,  “Here!”  and  handed  him  a  piece  of  paper. 
W  hile  we  were  still  wondering  just  why  a  piece  of  paper 
took  the  place  of  ten  cents,  another  pupil  rushed  forward 
and  panted,  “I  forgot  my  money.  Can  1  go  to  the  movie 
and  bring  it  tomorrow?” 

“Sure”  Mr.  Bronner  replied,  and  another  name  was 
added  to  the  paper. 

He  answered  the  usual  interview  questions  in  mat¬ 
ter-of-fact  monosyllables.  We  learned  that  he  graduated 
from  Worcester  Academy,  received  his  AB  and  MA  de¬ 
grees  from  Boston  University,  and  took  courses  at  Har- 
vard  and  Columbia.  He  grew  up  in  Lowell,  Kentucky, 
where  “nothing  ever  happens  and  they  take  the  sidewalks 
in  at  nine  o’clock  every  night.  ’  Then  he  added  half- 
apologetically,  “I’m  afraid  1  haven’t  a  very  interesting 
life  to  tell  you  about.” 

W  e  smiled  at  that:  we  had  heard  that  he  had  worked 
his  way  around  the  world  and  we  were  there  to  find  out 
how.  He  smiled  too,  and  said,  “Oh,  just  as  anyone  else 
would  have.  When  1  graduated  from  prep  school  1  got 
a  job  as  bell-hop  on  a  boat  and  went  to  Germany  three 
times.  1  was  there  in  1923  when  the  mark  fell  from 
five  marks  to  the  dollar  to  five  million  marks  to  the 
dollar.  Later,  in  1933,  1  was  there  when  Hitler  was 
just  starting.” 

“How  did  people  feel  about  him?” 

“Oh,  he  is  definitely  a  man  for  youth;  the  older 
people  don  t  like  him.  You  knowr,  I’ve  a  cousin  who’s 
a  reporter  for  Script  Syndicate,  and  he  believed  in  1933 
that  the  whole  situation  was  merely  a  local  feud  between 
a  Jewish  steel  corporation  and  a  German  steel  corpora¬ 
tion.  It  seems  the  Jews  were  backing  Hitler!” 


Such  a  dull  life!  He’s  been  just  about  everywhere; 
that  is,  he’s  been  just  about  everywhere  except  up  the 
Amazon,  though  a  rumor  about  school  would  have  it  that 
he’s  been  even  there.  After  he  graduated  from  college 
he  decided  he  needed  another  vacation,  so  he  cruised 
about  the  Mediterranean  as  a  steward  and  returned,  oni) 
to  go  around  the  world  as  an  assistant  bursar.  Some¬ 
times  he  would  have  extra  days  in  ports,  provided  that 
he  could  catch  up  with  the  boat  at  the  next  one.  When 
we  heard  that  he  preferred  to  travel  around  alone,  we 
asked  him  what  he  did.  Oh,  it  was  all  very  simple! 
When  he  was  in  Tokio,  for  example,  he  merely  looked 
up  the  father  of  one  of  his  room  mates,  an  Englishman, 
who  was  a  lawyer  in  Japan  and  lived  in  a  Japanese 
home.  Whenever  he  was  in  Europe,  he  looked  up  the 
reporter  for  Script,  who  piloted  our  traveller  from 
border  to  border  in  his  private  plane  and  whose  conver¬ 
sation  must  be  interesting  to  hear  since  he  has  inter¬ 
viewed  Mussolini  and  other  personages  important  in 
modern  events. 

All  this  was  interesting  to  be  sure,  but  Mr.  Bronnei 
had  had  a  yen  to  teach  since  he  was  in  prep  school.  So 
before  he  came  here,  he  taught  in  Greenfield.  There,  it 
seems,  the  school  capitalized  on  every  hobby  the  man 
has,  for  he  coached  the  hockey  and  tennis  teams  and  was 
adviser  for  the  camera  club.  He  rather  sighed  as  he  said 
this  and  admitted  he  had  had  his  fill  of  clubs. 

Of  course  he  likes  it  here  (new  teachers  have  never 
yet  said  they  didn’t),  though  nothing  exciting  ever  hap¬ 
pens  to  him.  “Just  an  armchair  existence,  1  guess,  " 
and  then  again  he  apologized,  “I’m  sorry  1  haven’t  a 
more  interesting  life  to  tell  you  about.” 

Just  then  Mr.  Dixon  walked  in  to  borrow  a  chair. 
“Do  you  want  it?”  asked  Mr.  Dixon. 

“Of  course  I  do!” 

“Okey,  thanks!”  and  he  walked  out  with  the  chair. 

“  There,"  murmured  Mr.  Bronner  with  a  shrug, 
“thats’  what  they  think  of  me  around  here!” 

Poor  man,  we  thought,  as  we  thanked  him  and  said 
goodbye.  Suddenly,  as  we  reached  the  door,  we  rememb¬ 
ered — “Oh  Mr.  Bronner!  What’s  your  pet  peeve?” 
What  the  Hi-Dime  Theater  had  left  of  his  homeroom, 
roared!  He  grinned  good  naturedly  and  finally  shrug¬ 
ged  again.  Oh,  chocolate  sauce  on  my  potatoes,  I  guess.” 

Dorothy  Babcock 


MISS  CARPENTER 

Although  many  a  pleasing  feature  has  resulted  from 
the  recent  renovation  of  the  school  office,  especially 
noticeable  being  the  Venetian  blinds,  attendance  and 
guidance  rooms,  and  newr  red  leather  chairs  in  the  most 
important  conference  room  of  them  all,  perhaps  none 
has  proved  more  agreeable  to  the  eyes  than  Mrs.  Tilton’s 
new  assistant,  Barbara  Carpenter.  Her  duties,  besides 
flying  from  room  to  room  with  all  sorts  of  notices,  in¬ 
clude  taking  dictation,  answering  the  phone,  operating 
the  divers  machines,  hoarding  lost  and  found  miscel¬ 
lanies,  and  solving  various  student  queries. 
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A  number  of  R.  H.  S.  lads  openly  displayed  their 
envy  of  the  writer  as  he  approached  the  sanctum  where 
Barbara,  known  at  Reading  High  long  before  her  present 
job  as  “Bubbles,”  holds  forth.  (We  are  convinced  that 
no  interviewer  has  ever  received  more  offers  of  assistance 
or  had  more  ready-made  questions  at  the  start  of  his 
assignment.)  We  were  cordially  received  and  proceed¬ 
ed  at  once  to  our  task.  She  told  us  she  was  born  twenty 
years  ago  in  Winchester,  and  the  interviewer,  who 
cherishes  fond  memories  of  a  later  day  Winchester,  was 
certain  that  the  stars  must  favor  that  fair  city.  Barbara 
disclosed  that  she  attended  the  Reading  schools,  then 
Beaver  College,  and  finally  Malden  Commercial  before 
landing  back  at  Reading  High  this  autumn.  To  quote 
her,  she  “loves  it”  here  and  she  finds  all  the  teachers 
“very  nice.”  However,  (and  that  noise  we  hear  will  be 
the  cracking  of  many  a  boyish  heart),  the  boys  of  the 
school  she  terms  “amusing.’  Well,  we  can  see  what  she 
means — or  can  we? 

We  discovered  that  among  other  things  Barbara 
is  a  devotee  of  horseback  riding,  a  collector  of  stuffed 
animals,  and  a  lover  of  modern  fiction.  These  widely 
different  avocations  fill  her  leisure  time,  which,  we 
gather,  has  been  rare  of  late.  Barbara  also  confesses  she 
is  a  cinema  addict  and  after  an  evening  at  the  movies 
likes  nothing  better  than  to  polish  off  a  sirloin  on  a 
sizzling  platter  at  any  handy  eating  place. 

Although  reticent  concerning  her  future  plans, 
“Bubbles”  did  categorically  deny  the  currently  circu¬ 
lated  rumor  of  her  engagement.  “Absolutely  untrue! 
she  branded  the  report.  (We  can  almost  hear  the  sighs 
of  relief  from  certain  quarters.) 

At  this  point  we  deemed  it  opportune  to  procure 
a  few  items  for  some  of  our  more  enterprising  seniors 
and  we  interposed  the  query,  “What  is  your  telephone 
number?”  The  hesitant  answer  was  “1279.”  Then 
“Bubbles’  revealed  a  very  definite  liking  for  dancing 
and  the  question  of  her  attending  one  of  our  “proms”  is 
by  no  means  closed.  Barbara  finds  conceited  men  dis¬ 
tasteful  in  the  extreme,  and  lists  them  as  her  pet  peeve. 
And  here’s  a  tip — for  all  it’s  worth — the  orchid  is  her 
favorite  flower. 

We  now  asked  where  she  obtained  her  nick-name. 
Her  explanation  that  her  sister  tagged  her  with  it  when 
she  was  in  the  fourth  grade  may  or  may  not  seem 
plausible  to  you.  At  any  rate,  she  dislikes  the  name  and 
has  asked  me  to  appeal  to  your  better  natures  that  you 
refrain  from  calling  her  “Bubbles.  The  interview 
complete,  only  one  logical  question  remained:  “What 
are  you  doing  tonight?” 

Stanley  Stembridge 


MISS  REED 

Having  been  previously  warned  by  experienced  in¬ 
terviewers,  1  made  an  appointment  ahead  of  time  to  see 
M  iss  Reed,  and  so  at  the  appointed  moment,  which  hap¬ 
pened  wisely  or  not  to  be  the  eighth  period,  1  arrived 
at  Room  E  and  found  her  busily  getting  her  home  room 


of  senior  girls  settled.  When  they  had  quieted  down, 
we  were  ready  for  business. 

First  1  asked  about  her  family,  because  rumors  had 
reached  me  that  it  is  a  very  interesting  one.  She  con¬ 
fided  in  a  stage  whisper,  which  disappointed  several 
would-be  listeners,  that  she  grew  up  in  Andover  and 
still  lives  there,  that  she  has  three  sisters  and  five 
brothers,  and  that  one  of  the  latter — Winthrop — is  her 
twin.  “There  being  seven  children  already,  when  it 
came  to  twins,  my  brother  got  all  the  brains  and  looks 
and  there  was  I,”  she  said.  (But  we  know  better!)  I 
discovered  that  this  really  is  quite  a  menage.  Her 
brother  Dana,  while  at  \ale,  made  the  All-American 
football  team,  two  of  her  brothers  fought  in  the  World 
War,  one  sister  graduated  from  Radcliffe,  another  is  an 
office  manager,  and  still  another  is  a  trained  nurse.  We 
asked  lor  some  news  of  her  own  accomplishments  and 
she  replied  “Well,  I  attended  Smith  College,  and  was 
fortunate  to  be  among  twenty-one  girls  chosen  to  live  in 
a  German  house  for  three  years,  where  we  spoke  only 
German,  learned  all  the  German  folk  songs  and  dances, 
and  ate  German  food.” 

“What  is  your  favorite  German  dish?”  I  asked. 

“Apfelkuchen,”  she  responded  promptly.  “It’s  a 
sort  ol  pastry  with  cut  apples  on  the  top  and  it's  covered 
with  cinamon  and  sugar.” 

Curiously  enough  there  happened  to  be  three  sets 
ol  twins  living  there  at  the  German  house,  too,  and  as 
her  twin  wasn  t  with  her  she  was  called  the  “half”  and 
their  friends  constantly  referred  to  them  as  the  “three 
sets  and  a  half”. 

While  I  had  been  gathering  this  information,  Miss 
Reed  had  been  interrupted  from  time  to  time  by  assorted 
queries  from  various  pupils  who  wanted  to  know  about 
deficiencies,  homework,  detention,  and  related  matters. 
But  Miss  Reed  took  it  all  in  stride  and  answered  every¬ 
thing  carefully.  It  is  evident  that  the  small  group  of 
girls  in  her  home  room  regard  her  as  a  friend  and  con¬ 
fidante.  “I  don’t  mind  the  questions  or  the  discussions 
we  have,”  she  said.  “I  feel  that  during  homeroom  period 
after  they’ve  been  inside  all  day  they  have  a  right  to  be 
restless,  and  1  don’t  expect  them  to  be  perfectly  quiet.” 
(Now  that’s  the  kind  of  home  room  teacher  we  like). 

So  to  the  accompaniment  of  the  Chorus’  daily  work¬ 
out  in  the  hall  next  door,  we  continued.  In  answer  to 
my  question  about  her  interest  in  German,  she  laughed 
and  said,  “Well,  1  suppose  I  love  German  because  I  did 
best  in  it  in  school.  But,  really,  I  d  like  some  day  to 
become  an  interpreter  in  the  government  service.  In 
1942  I’m  going  to  try  for  the  civil  service  exams  in  Ger¬ 
man,  French,  and  Spanish,  because  you  have  to  know 
three  languages  in  order  to  fill  requirements.  1  like 
Spanish  very  much,  and  I'd  like  to  see  a  course  in  it 
started  here.  We  hereby  hail  Miss  Reed  as  the  linquist  of 
Reading  High.  She  comprehends  the  following  langu¬ 
ages:  (»reek,  Latin,  German,  French,  Spanish,  Swedish, 
Gothic,  Danish,  Norwegian,  and,  of  course,  English. 
Aren't  you  impressed? 

While  a  sophomore  at  college,  she  met  Thomas 
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Mann,  the  famous  German  author,  in  Boston,  and  also 
the  captain  of  the  German  ship  “Bremen  ’,  which  has 
been  in  the  news  lately.  He  came  to  the  German  house 
where  she  was  studying  with  the  other  girls  and  gave 
them  a  book  telling  all  about  the  ship,  how  it  could  be 
turned  into  a  man  o  war,  and  other  interesting  iai  is. 
i  also  discovered  that  Miss  Heed  had  many  interests  at 
Smith,  having  belonged  to  the  Spanish  and  french  ciuhs 
and  been  president  of  the  German  Club;  having  sung  in 
the  choir  at  all  the  chapel  services,  been  on  both  die 
badminton  and  bowling  teams,  and  been  a  junioi  ushei 
at  commencement.  After  graduation  in  1939,  she  taugm 
at  Boston  University  and  received  her  master’s  degree. 

“Of  course,  my  students  at  B.  U.  were  much  older 
and  the  classes  more  serious,”  she  said,  “but  1  think  my 
present  beginners  in  German  do  as  well  as  those  be¬ 
ginners  at  the  university.” 

Inquiring  about  her  hobbies  and  how  she  spends 
her  spare  time,  1  found  that,  besides  playing  tennis  and 
swimming,  she  goes  in  for  archery  in  a  big  way.  In 
1939.  through  an  intercollegiate  contest,  she  was  one  ot 
the  ten  women  in  the  United  States  to  get  a  pin  ioi 
shooting.  That  is  practically  the  same  as  being  a  cham¬ 
pion  so  we  should  be  especially  proud  to  have  Miss 
Keed  with  us.  (How  about  an  archery  club? )  She  also 
likes  to  go  hosteling  (bicycle  riding  and  stopping  at 
youth  hostels  to  you) . 

Miss  Reed  enjoys  her  work  at  Reading  High  tre¬ 
mendously,  but  one  thing  she  doesn't  like  about  the 
school  is  detention.  She  says  she  feels  as  though  she 
were  being  punished,  too.  She  also  dislikes  study 
periods  and  movable  chairs,  and  finds  banging  lockers 
a  little  too  noisy.  So  you  people  who  want  to  make  a 
good  impression  on  Miss  Reed — beware! 

An  amusing  incident  she  tells  about  happened  on 
the  first  day  she  was  here:  “Two  sophomore  girls  met 
me  upstairs,”  she  said  laughing,  and  one  said,  ‘Are  you 
lost?’  1  said  ‘yes’,  and  so  they  showed  me  the  way,  and 
escorted  me,  one  on  each  arm,  to  the  chemistry  lab,  tell¬ 
ing  me  that  it  wasn’t  far  and  that  I'd  soon  know  my 
way. 

Another  time,  when  she  was  reprimanding  a  girl  in 
her  homeroom,  she  was  asked,  “Don’t  you  remember 
when  you  were  young?” 

“it  made  me  feel  simply  ancient!”  she  sighed  remi¬ 
niscently. 

Alice  Robinson 


COACH  INGERSOLL 

We  finally  secured  by  appointment  thirty  minutes 
of  Coach  Ingersoll’s  time.  The  interview  took  place 
after  football  practice  and  under  difficulties,  because  an 
uninvited  audience  consisting  of  Coach  Holgerson  and 
a  few  of  the  fellows  deemed  it  too  good  to  miss.  Now 
that  the  football  season  is  over,  there  isn't  a  boy  or  gal 
in  school  who  hasn’t  seen  Coach  Ingersoll.  Nevertheless, 
a  few’  vital  statistics  are  in  order:  he  is  five  feet  five  and 
three-fourths  inches  tall,  weighs  one  hundred  and  sixty 
pounds,  has  curly  brown  hair  and  brown  eyes,  is  one  of 
the  latest  additions  to  our  faculty  and  the  number  one 


reason  why  so  many  girls  decided  to  take  up  the  study  of 
history  this  year.  Sorry,  girls,  but  it  won’t  do  any  good; 
he  tells  us  he  already  has  picked  out  his  favorite  blonde. 

We  began  the  interview  with  the  usual  question. 
“Where  and  when  were  you  born?”  Being  as  definite 
about  things  as  he  always  is,  he  replied.  “I  was  born 
September  30,  1917,  in  Portland,  Maine.”  Another  ques¬ 
tion  revealed  that  he  went  to  high  school  in  Melrose  and 
there  became  interested  in  football  and  other  athletics. 
After  high  school  he  went  to  Worcester  Academy,  where 
he  continued  his  football  career  and  also  enjoyed  wrestl¬ 
ing  and  lacrosse. 

At  this  point,  not  wishing  to  leave  those  eavesdrop¬ 
pers  too  disappointed,  we  asked  a  question  which  brought 
grins  of  anticipation  to  their  faces — and  just  when  he  was 
getting  used  to  this  business  of  being  interviewed  too.  The 
question  was  “How  about  your  social  life?  Weren’t  there 
any  girl  friends?” 

He  looked  at  the  fellows,  then  at  Coach  Holgerson, 
and  finally  admitted  soberly,  “Well,  there  was  a  red  head 
in  high  school ! 

Then  we  came  to  his  most  recent  career,  his  four 
years  as  a  Dartmouth  man.  He  entered  Dartmouth  in 
1937  and  majored  in  history  and  football.  Naturally  we 
had  to  ask  him  what  the  most  exciting  play  in  which  he 
took  part  was.  Being  the  modest  fellow  that  he  is, 
“Coach  looked  very  uncomfortable,  but  we  were  sure  he 
wouldn't  evade  the  issue.  “It  was  a  Princeton-Dartinouth 
game,  I  guess,  when  I  managed  to  stop  the  Princeton  full¬ 
back  on  the  one  yard  line  after  two  long  passes.”  (Just 
ask  Rudy  DeRosa  if  you  don't  think  Mr.  Ingersoll  can 
tackle!  J  He  belonged  to  the  D.  K.  E.  Fraternity  and  the 
Sphinx  Club  as  well  as  the  football  team  at  Dartmouth. 
He  decided  to  become  a  teacher-coach  four  years  ago 
when  he  was  a  freshman  there,  and  we  are  not  surprised 
that  he  realized  his  ambition  with  the  promise  of  a  job 
even  before  he  graduated. 

Coach  Ingersoll's  gaze  wandered  fondly  to  his 
ancient  ford  car  parked  by  the  fire  escape  at  the  J.  H.  S. 
when  we  inquired  if  he  had  done  any  travelling.  He  re¬ 
fers  to  it  as  the  “cement  mixer.”  After  a  bit  of  joshing 
from  Coach  Holgerson,  he  said,  “Well,  I  went  to  the  west 
coast  to  play  football  in  the  Stanford  game.” 

“Coach  Ingersoll,  what  do  you  think  of  the  Reading 
High  School  boys  and  girls?” 

After  a  brief  pause,  “They’re  fine!  But  the  girls — 
well,  some  of  them  are  pretty  silly.  There  seem  to  be 
two  types  of  boys  in  this  school;  one  group  holds  the 
regular,  every  day  good  fellows  and  the  other  group  is 
the  playboys.”  Pupils  in  “Coach’s”  class  are  expected  to 
do  some  work.  His  motto  for  success  is  an  old  favorite: 
“Ninety  per  cent  perspiration  and  ten  per  cent  inspira- 
tion. 

In  the  summer,  if  your  doorbell  rings  and  you  see  a 
fellow  selling  insurance,  look  twice  before  you  shut  the 
door.  It  may  be  Coach  Ingersoll.  He  spends  his  sum¬ 
mers  as  an  insurance  man  for  the  John  Hancock  Com¬ 
pany. 

After  our  interview,  we  walked  over  to  the  little 
ford  with  him.  He  stepped  proudly  forward  when  we 
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asked  how  long  he’d  had  it  and  said,  “1  bought  this 
cement  mixer  in  May."  He  may  not  have  had  the  chance 
to  travel  in  it  yet,  but  now  that  he’s  left  us  to  train  in 
the  Naval  Reserve,  he  should  see  considerably  more  of 
the  world  than  he  has.  We  re  glad  to  say  that  this  in¬ 
terview  will  be  published  at  Christmas  time  and  we  can 
thus  end  it  with  “Welcome  hack,  Ensign  Ingersoll”  in¬ 
stead  of  with  a  lot  of  farewell  wishes. 

Donald  Dacev 


MR.  CAMPBELL 

The  time  for  our  interview  was  set  for  2:30  Friday 
afternon  at  a  Senior  Play  rehearsal.  Arriving  at  2:30, 

1  sal  down  to  wait  for  Mr.  Campbell.  At  last,  at  3:00,  he 
came  swinging  through  the  door,  and,  to  my  dismay, 
immediately  upon  his  arrival  action  began  to  take  place. 
Before  I  could  open  my  mouth  to  ask  a  question,  I  was 
watching  the  first  act  of  “Through  the  Night.”  Trying 
now  and  again  to  get  a  question  in  edgewise  was  next  to 
impossible,  for  it  seemed  every  time  I  opened  my  mouth 
to  speak  Mr.  Campbell  would  rush  up  onto  the  stage  to 
show  the  leading  man  where  to  stand  or  the  leading  lady 
how  to  sit.  When  the  rehearsal  was  finally  over,  I  did 
not  know  any  more  about  Mr.  Campbell  than  when  I’d 
started  (except  that  he  was  an  expert  play  director!). 
Upon  seeing  that  I  was  still  there  and  still  trying  vainly 
to  ask  him  questions,  he  invited  me  down  to  his  class¬ 
room,  where  he  said  he’d  try  to  answer  my  questions. 

Once  settled  in  Room  1,  he,  sitting  with  his  chair 
titled  back  as  so  many  of  us  have  seen  him  in  class  and 
looking  more  like  a  P.  G.  than  a  high  school  English 
ieacher,  said,  “All  right,  I’m  ready  now.  Shoot!” 

My  first  question  was  about  his  background  before 
coming  to  Reading.  He  told  me  that  he’d  attended 
Oberlin  College,  Fenn  College,  and  Western  Reserve, 
all  in  Ohio.  Upon  graduating  he  taught  English  first  in 
a  junior  high  school  and  later  in  Cleveland  Heights 
High.  While  we  were  on  the  subject  of  education,  he 
vouched  the  information  that  he  is  now  at  Harvard 
working  for  his  Ph.  D.  in  English. 

1  then  asked,  “How  do  you  like  R.  H.  S.,  Mr.  Camp¬ 
bell?” 

There  was  no  hesitation  in  his  reply:  “I  like  it  very 
very  much!” 

Upon  inquiring  what  he  considered  his  most  inter¬ 
esting  experience  here  so  far,  1  was  informed  that  teach¬ 
ing  his  dramatics  class  is.  Elaborating,  he  told  me  that 
he  is  trying  an  experiment  by  teaching  the  class  without 
books  and  so  far  it  is  proving  very  interesting  and  suc¬ 
cessful.  Sure-fire  proof  of  Mr.  Campbell's  ingenuity  is 
the  fact  that  he  supplied  this  class  with  a  reference  shelf 
by  writing  to  many  publishers  and  requesting  sample 
books!  Of  course,  he  intends  to  select  one  of  them  as 
their  textbook  later. 

Next  I  asked,  “Is  there  much  difference  between 
eastern  and  western  schools?” 

“There  certainly  is.”  he  replied.  “Of  course  I  don’t 
know  all  about  the  eastern  schools  any  more  than  1 
know  all  about  the  western  schools,  but  comparing  the 


school  in  which  I  taught  last  year  and  Reading  High 
School,  I  find  that  the  requirements  here  seem  much 
stiffer  lor  those  preparing  for  college.  I  think  that  the 
students  on  the  whole  are  more  friendly  here.  And  your 
faculty  here — well,  they  can  only  be  described  as 
grand ! 

As  Mr.  Campbell  is  the  director  of  the  Senior  Play, 

I  thought  it  would  be  interesting  to  know  about  his  ex¬ 
perience  in  the  held  of  the  stage.  He  said  that  his  in¬ 
terest  in  dramatics  first  started  when  he  helped  manage 
a  play  or  two  in  high  school.  At  Oberlin  he  was  in 
charge  of  all  the  lighting  on  the  plays  enacted  there.  On 
transierring  to  Western  Reserve  he  look  courses  in  pro¬ 
duction  and  did  some  work  in  building  stage  sets.  Upon 
finishing  his  college  education  he  kept  up  his  interest 
in  dramatics,  which  finally  led  to  his  becoming  the  stage 
manager  of  the  Cleveland  Heights  Open  Air  Theater, 
this  theater  being  the  only  one  of  its  kind  in  existence. 

“But,  Mr.  Campbell,”  I  interrupted,  “all  that  you’ve 
told  me  of  your  stage  experience  has  dealt  with  technical 
aspects.  What  about  acting?  ’ 

“To  tell  the  truth,  I’d  never  done  any  acting  until 
just  two  years  ago,  having  always  worked  behind  stage. 
in ow  that  I  am  in  the  dramatizing  end  of  the  business,  1 
like  it  a  lot.  At  present  I’m  working  and  acting  with  a 
group  in  Winchester  on  the  production  of  a  Noel  Coward 
Play.” 

Thinking  this  a  good  time  to  inquire  about  the 
success  of  the  Senior  Play,  I  asked,  “How  do  you  think 
the  1941  Senior  Play  will  turn  out?” 

“It  should  be  very  good.  The  play  itself  is  just  the 
thing  for  a  high  school  production  and  those  cast  seem 
to  be  filling  the  bill  very  well.” 

By  now  it  was  getting  quite  late,  and  1  could  see 
that  Mr.  Campbell  wanted  to  call  it  a  day.  1  thought  it 
time  to  close  the  interview  with  four  or  five  spot  ques¬ 
tions.  “Mr.  Campbell,”  I  began,  “there  has  been  great 
speculation  on  just  how  many  children  you  have.  I’d 
heard  it  was  two  or  three,  but  that  upon  being  asked 
by  a  young  man  in  your  homeroom  whether  or  not  you 
were  married  you  answered,  ‘Yes,  and  I  have  twenty 
kids!'  So  just  how  many  children  do  you  have?” 

Grinning,  he  answered,  “I  have  two,  a  girl  and  a 
little  boy.” 

“Do  you  have  a  hobby?” 

"Well,  at  present,  I’m  very  interested  in  photo¬ 
graphy.  Fishing — fresh  water  fishing  is  another  one  of 
my  favorites.” 

“Who’s  your  favorite  movie  star?” 

“Oh,  I  guess  it’s  Paulette  Goddard.  I  really  don’t 
have  any  particular  one.” 

“What  is  your  favorite  breakfast?” 

This  time  my  answer  was  very  enthusiastic.  “Raised 
buckwheat  cakes.  There’s  nothing,  in  my  opinion,  more 
delicious  than  raised  buckwheat  cakes  and  sausage!  !” 
( He  seemed  quite  taken  back  that  I’d  never  heard  of 
raised  buckwheat  cakes  and  immediately  told  me  how  to 
make  them.  As  far  as  I  could  see,  they  are  really  a 
glorified  pancake! ) 


Thirty-one 


“And  now,  Mr.  Campbell,  my  last  question — What 
do  you  think  of  Reading  High  girls?” 

His  blue  eyes  twinkling,  he  thought  for  a  moment. 
“1  think  I'll  play  safe,”  he  said,  “and  refrain  from  com¬ 
menting  until  alter  the  Senior  Play. 

Winnifred  Poland 


FIRE!  FIRE! 

When  I  entered  the  fire  station  on  November  11,  not 
a  sound  did  I  hear.  1  knew  that  the  fire  fighters  must 
be  in  their  apartment  upstairs,  but  hesitated  to  disturb 
them  without  invitation.  After  all,  they  couldn't  be  ex¬ 
pected  to  be  sitting  astride  the  engines  raring  to  go — 
when  sometimes  a  week  elapses  between  alarms.  Being 
a  rather  curious  child,  however,  I  decided  to  look  around 
for  myself.  On  Engine  1,  a  shiny  red  contraption,  1 
noticed  a  box  entitled  “Smoke  Masks”,  a  glistening  spot 
light,  and  simply  loads  of  enticing  gadgets.  1  failed  to 
examine  Engine  2,  it  looking  rather  worn-out.  The 
ladder  truck,  however,  was  indeed  handsome  with  (you 
couldn’t  guess  j  ladders  on  all  sides.  Engine  4  was  quite 
ancient,  but  it  sporLed  a  beautiful  lantern,  bell,  and  a 
pile  of  weapons  that  would  appear  to  the  uninitiate  as 
fugitives  from  the  W.  P.  A. 

The  next  time  I  came  for  an  interview,  the  chief 
was  ready  and  waiting  for  me  by  appointment.  As  1 
fired  my  volley  of  questions  at  him  amid  the  comforts  of 
his  office  (a  desk,  studio  couch,  lamp  and  two  chairs — 
all  very  homelike),  Fire  Chief  Fames  sat  back  and  told 
of  the  thrills  of  fire  fighting.  He  soon  pul  out  of  my 
mind  any  idea  that  it  isn’t  most  of  the  time  as  routine 
as  any  other  job.  Weekly,  for  instance,  the  firemen 
scrub  the  floors,  polish  the  brass  and  silver,  and  wash 
all  the  windows.  They  subscribe  to  magazines,  read 
books  in  their  spare  time,  and  make  handbags  and 
shawls  when  so  urged.  Good  training,  no  doubt,  since 
most  firemen  get  married. 

By  now,  most  of  you  boys  are  no  doubt  wondering 
“How  can  1  enter  this  fascinating  profession?”  First, 
you  must  wait  until  the  age  of  twenty-one  arrives;  mean¬ 
while  develop  a  spotless  character  and  the  constitution 
of  an  ox.  It  is  rather  disheartening  to  know  that  fire¬ 
men  generally  have  heart  trouble.  Once  appointed  by 
the  chief  to  a  position  on  the  force  (consisting  of  a  chief, 
deputy  chief,  captain,  lieutenant  and  five  privates),  you 
must  attend  the  school  in  Arlington  which  is  provided 
by  the  State  Department  of  Education.  The  salaries 
range  from  $2100  to  $2600  per  annum.  The  regular 
force  is  on  duty  eighty-four  hours  a  week  and  works  in 
two  shifts  of  four  men  each.  Of  course,  there  are  also 
call  firemen,  and  it  has  always  amazed  me  how  these 
manage  to  get  onto  the  trucks  almost  as  soon  as  the  men 
at  the  station. 

1  was  told  that  it  takes  from  thirty-five  to  forty-five 
seconds  for  the  firemen  to  get  out  of  the  station.  Every¬ 
thing  goes  like  clockwork,  as  1  was  soon  to  find  out. 
Talk  about  luck!  Even  as  I  interviewed  Chief  Eames, 
two  agitated  ladies,  one  after  the  other,  called  up  to 
inform  him  that  there  was  a  lovely  fire  over  in  back  of 
the  Junior  High  School.  Very  convenient  for  me.  1 


accepted  the  chief’s  offer  of  a  ride  in  his  car,  but  de¬ 
clined  to  slide  down  the  pole  as  did  the  others;  instead 
I  ran  down  the  stairs  and  climbed  in.  We  whizzed 
through  the  square  with  the  siien  going  full  blast,  red 
lights  blinking,  and  cars  and  pedestrians  frozen  to  at¬ 
tention.  When  we  arrived,  the  flames  were  leaping  high 
and  clouds  of  smoke  filled  the  air.  In  amazingly  short 
time,  the  fire  was  well  in  hand  and  quickly  burned  itself 
out.  On  the  way  back,  the  chief  informed  me  that  I  was 
the  first  girl  to  ride  in  his  car.  I  But  there  now,  maybe 
he  tells  that  to  all  the  girls.)  I  never  enjoyed  a  ride  in  a 
car  so  much  in  my  lite;  never  did  I  feel  so  sorry  when 
it  was  over. 

As  for  the  most  exciting  fires  he  has  ever  been  to, 
Chief  Eames  found  it  hard  to  decide.  The  most  thrilling 
sights  he  could  recall  seeing  were  the  burning  of  a  major 
part  of  Chelsea  and  of  Salem.  At  another  time,  a  large 
barn  full  of  one-hundred  tons  of  hay  was  struck  by  light¬ 
ening.  Our  poor  fire  fighters,  swathed  in  white  rubber 
coats  and  with  boots  up  to  their  ears,  had  to  pitch 
burning  and  smouldering  hay,  so  that  it  took  four  weeks 
to  extinguish  the  blaze.  The  Reading  Fire  Departmen. 
was  called  once  to  a  fire  on  a  railroad  tressle  over  a 
river  near  the  General  Electric  Plant  in  Saugus.  The 
firemen  boarded  boats  and  tried  to  fight  the  blaze  from 
the  river,  but  the  tressle  was  a  mass  of  flames  and  be¬ 
yond  hope.  The  Walton  Mansion  on  the  Quannapowiit 
lakeside  was  another  spectacular  fire,  only  this  time  the 
crowds  of  people  prevented  the  trucks  from  getting  near 
the  fire  as  quickly  as  possible.  Recalling  one  of  the 
very  recent  fires  in  which  his  department  has  figured. 
Chief  Eames  said,  “We  did  a  nice  rescue  job  there.”  It 
seems  that  a  two  year  old  child  was  carried  out  of  the 
house  in  the  nick  of  time  with  the  smoke  choking  the 
men.  Although  the  child  was  not  breathing,  he  was  re¬ 
vived  by  the  inhalator.  A  few  years  ago  at  the  Red  Hill 
Country  Club,  fire  broke  out.  The  man  had  to  pump 
water  all  the  way  from  the  North  Reading  Sanitorium, 
using  over  a  mile  of  hose. 

I  asked  Chief  Eames  if  there  had  ever  been  any 
serious  fires  in  the  Reading  Schools.  “Well,  back  in 
1889  when  the  old  Center  School  was  the  High  School 
of  Reading,  a  music  master  was  plodding  down  the 
stairs  one  day.  Suddenly  he  fell  through  a  stair  and 
found  smoke  and  flames  creeping  up  through  the  hole. 
The  children  were  all  escorted  out  of  the  building  with 
no  casualties  whatsoever.” 

Of  course  the  average  fire  in  Reading,  fortunately, 
is  not  of  so  dangerous  a  nature.  Chief  Eames  says  that 
most  fires  are  due  to  carelessness  and  indifference  and 
wishes  that  people  would  be  more  careful  with  combus¬ 
tible  materials.  The  department  has  had  only  two  false 
alarms  this  year.  This  is,  no  doubt,  due  to  the  fact  that 
one  of  the  local  offenders  was  caught  through  the  alert 
detective  work  of  a  fireman  and  now  lives  behind  bars. 
I  tried  to  prolong  the  interview  in  the  hope  that  the 
alarm  would  sound  again,  but  it  didn’t  and  I  had  to 
leave  Chief  Eames  to  take  his  next  trip  to  Fieryland 
without  me. 

Frances  Wheeler 


Thirty -two 


Humor 


Mr.  Pope:  “What  is  the  greatest  water  power 
known  to  man?” 

Bob  Olsen:  “Woman’s  tears!” 

****** 

Doc.  Wakeling:  “Rudy,  put  this  linament  on  your 
ankle.  There,  how  does  it  feel?” 

Rudy:  “Gee,  it  feels  smart.” 

Coach:  “Quick,  Rudy,  drink  some!” 

****** 

A.  Doughty:  “What  was  the  explosion  I  heard 
about  on  Newt’s  farm?” 

K.  Anderson:  Oh,  he  fed  the  chickens  some  Tay- 

or-bust'  feed  and  one  of  them  was  a  rooster.” 

****** 

Teacher:  “I  believe  you  missed  my  class  again 
yesterday.” 

Jacobs:  “No  I  didn’t,  old  man,  not  in  the  least. 
****** 

Ed.  Palmer:  (on  one  of  those  hunting  trips)  “How 
do  you  detect  an  elephant?” 

H.  Lander:  “You  smell  a  faint  odor  of  peanuts 
on  his  breath.” 

****** 

Mr.  Halpin:  “Now  then,  after  all,  what  is  geome¬ 
try?” 

Bill  Morrissey:  “The  little  acorn  grew  and  grew 

and  one  day  woke  up  and  said,  ‘Gee-om-etry !’  ” 

******* 

The  train  came  to  a  grinding  stop  in  the  wilderness 
between  Reading  and  Wakefield. 

“What  has  happened,  conductor?”  cried  Martha 
Spaulding. 

“Nothing  much,  madam,  nothing  much,  we  just  ran 
over  a  cow.” 

“Was  it  on  the  track?” 

“No,  madam,”  the  conductor  sighed,  “we  chased  it 
into  the  barn.” 

****** 

Bosson:  (after  waiting  in  line  at  the  R.  H.  S. 
cafeteria  )  “Hey,  there’s  a  fly  in  my  soup.” 

Babine:  “The  poor  thing  must  have  lost  its  bal¬ 
ance.  It  was  sitting  on  the  rim  of  the  bowl  when  I 
brought  your  soup  in.” 

Bosson:  (the  next  day)  :  “Hey,  there’s  a  fly  in  my 
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soup ! 

Babine:  “Shh  ...  all  the  customers  will  be  want¬ 
ing  one.” 

****** 

Mr.  Sussmann:  “This  makes  the  fifth  time  I  have 
punished  you  this  week.  Have  you  anything  to  say?” 

Brennan:  “I’m  sure  glad  it’s  Friday.” 

****** 

Bosson:  (in  the  R.  H.  S.  cafeteria)  :  “Who  attends 
to  the  nuts?” 

Bette  Ellis:  “Be  patient,  I’ll  wait  on  you  in  a 
minute.” 


Dill  found  that  he  could  write  sentences  easily  to 
illustrate  all  the  words  on  the  vocabulary  test  except 
“evanescent”,  “insulate”,  and  “amazon”.  After  a  mental 
struggle,  he  produced  the  following: 

1.  “Well,  evanescent  my  old  pal  Quinlan.” 

2.  “How  come  you  came  insulate?” 

3.  “You  pay  for  the  eggs,  but  the  amazon  me..” 

****** 

“Whipper”  Marchetti:  “Hey,  Mr.  Wheeler,  where 
are  you  going  with  that  load  of  fertilizer?” 

“Pop”:  “I’m  taking  it  home  to  put  on  my  straw¬ 
berries.” 

“Whipper”:  “Heck,  come  on  in  and  eat  with  us. 

We  have  cream  on  ours.” 

****** 

Edgar  Davis:  “Say,  I’ve  just  figured  out  why  fire 
engines  are  red.” 

Watkins:  “Well,  why  are  they  red?” 

Edgar:  “Because  newspapers  are  read,  too,  and 

one  and  one  are  two,  and  two  and  two  are  four,  and  four 

times  three  are  twelve,  and  twelve  inches  make  a  foot, 

and  a  foot  makes  a  ruler,  and  Queen  Mary  was  a  ruler, 

and  the  Queen  Mary  was  a  ship,  and  ships  go  out  to  sea, 

and  there  are  fish  in  the  sea,  and  the  fish  have  fins,  and 

the  Finns  fought  the  Russians,  and  the  Russians  are  Red. 

and  fire  engines  are  always  rushin’,  so  they’re  red,  too.” 

*  *  *  *  *  *  * 

Mr.  Pope:  “Why  does  a  clock  run?” 

Mary  Dickson:  “You’d  run  too  if  you  had  ticks.” 

Continued  on  page  thirty -eight 


Thirty-three 


Exchanges 


We  present  some  exchanges  from  far  and  near  and 
all  of  them  have  been  very  exciting  reading.  We  wel¬ 
come  some  new  members  to  the  column  and  hope  that 
we  may  hear  soon  from  old  friends  who  have  not  yet 
reached  us. 

First  of  all,  a  hearty  greeting  to  two  newcomers. 
One  look  at  the  cover  of  “The  Spring  Sketch’’  from  the 
Washington  Irving  High  School  and  we  knew  the  con¬ 
tents  would  be  fascinating.  Welcome  to  our  list  of  new 
exchanges  and  may  you  stay  with  us  in  the  future.  Our 
board  members  should  profit  much  from  association 
with  you  .  .  .  Surprisingly  enough,  the  other  new  member 
to  our  exchange  column  is  “The  Lookout”,  which  comes 
all  the  way  from  our  neighboring  town,  Wakefield.  Your 
gossip  columns  seem  to  be  kept  very  much  up  to  date! 
Let  s  hear  from  you  more  in  the  future! 

Several  of  our  exchanges  come  from  outside  the  old 
Hay  State.  From  the  South  we  have  Savannah,  Georgia  s 
"Blue  and  \\  hite.  We  want  you  to  know  that  we  en¬ 
joyed  reading  about  your  Harvest  Dance.  It  certainly 
sounds  as  though  a  good  time  was  had  by  all  ... 
Phoenixville,  Pennsylvania,  brings  us  the  “Purple  and 
White.”  The  column  “The  Editor  Speaks”  proved  very 
interesting  .  .  .  From  England,  in  spite  of  war  and  cen¬ 
sors.  we  have  our  loyal  friend  “The  Cryptian”  with  its 
superior  editorials  and  sports  section  .  .  .  “The  Red  and 
Whit.  ’  f.  :om  Rochester,  j\.  1L,  quoted  one  of  our  jokes. 
We  al»o  liked  their  quote  “The  Seven  Ages  of  Women” 
from  another  of  their  exchanges:  (1)  the  baby,  (2)  the 
little  girl,  (3)  the  flapper,  (4)  the  young  lady,  (5)  the 
young  lady,  (6)  the  young  lady,  (7)  the  young  lady.” 
.  .  .  From  Ohio  we  have  “The  Black  and  Gold.”  We  were 
interested  to  see  how  your  school  felt  about  the  Willkie- 
Roosevelt  election. 


The  column  from  “The  Imprint,”  Melrose  High 
School  s  semi-monthly  newspaper,  entitled  “Silly  Hut 
Cute”  we  especially  enjoyed.  We  wonder  of  which  sex 
the  writer  of  said  column  is  a  member  .  .  .  From  Barns¬ 
table  we  have  an  old  friend,  “The  Clipper”:  a  very  good 
literary  department  and,  as  usual,  a  variety  of  jokes 
printed  here  and  there  .  .  .  From  Concord,  we  received 
two  copies  of  “The  Voice”,  which  is  published  monthly. 
We  see  that  you  also  were  entertained  by  Aloha  Baker. 
We  enjoyed  her  very  much,  and  according  to  the  article 
about  her  you  did  also  .  .  .  “The  Cub”  from  Ipswich 
sports  excellent  sketches  to  illustrate  the  articles, 
especially  those  for  the  “Diary”  .  .  .  Our  faithful  friend 
“The  Stick”  from  State  Teacher’s  College,  Fitchburg, 
entertained  us  with  the  article  on  what  their  “men  and 
women”  say  about  the  freshmen  .  .  .  The  Walpole  High 
School’s  “Hill  Quill”  has  one  of  the  best  literary  de¬ 
partments  we’ve  seen.  We  liked  the  poem  “Au  Revoir” 
especially  .  .  .  “The  Aegis”  from  Beverly,  with  its  at¬ 
tractive  drawing  of  a  drum  major  on  the  cover,  has  a 
most  interesting  page  of  snapshots.  We  wish  “Pioneer” 
could  afford  one  like  it  in  our  Christmas  issue.  But  we 
hoard  our  pennies  for  one  huge  pictorial  year  hook 
issue  in  June  .  .  .  “The  Punch  Harder”  from  Andover 
also  made  us  envious  with  a  very  fine  page  of  snapshots. 
Perhaps  an  enlargement  on  your  literary  section  would 
help  .  .  .  “The  Spotlight”  from  South  Hadley  has  a 
wonderful  picture  of  the  cheer  leaders  and  band  .  .  . 
“The  Keyhole”  from  Burlington  had  a  very  attractive 
Thanksgiving  Issue  with  an  appropriate  cover  .  .  .  We  d 
like  to  close  this  installment  of  the  column  with  one  of 
the  selections  which  we  most  enjoyed.  We  borrow  it 
from  “The  f  ocus”  of  Saugus: 

Continued  on  page  thirty-eight 


Thirty- jour 


CHRISTMAS  1940 


Sports 

FOOTBALL  1940 

The  R.  H.  S.  football  team,  under  the  leadership  of 
co-captains  “Woody”  Tticomb  and  “Dodie”  Carder, 
came  out  on  top  this  fall  with  six  wins  and  one  tie 
against  only  two  defeats.  The  record  speaks  for  itself 
and  no  lengthy  write-up  recalling  the  season  is  neces¬ 
sary  here.  Every  loyal  R.  H.  S.  lad  and  lass  knows  those 
scores  by  heart,  and  everybody — players,  coaches,  and 
lans  included — has  been  wearing  a  broad  grin  this 
season. 

Things  did  look  bad  for  us  when  Johnston  pushed 
across  three  touchdowns  in  that  opening  game,  but 
Reading  came  out  at  the  half  and  diminished  the  lead 
to  two  touchdowns  before  the  final  whistle  blew.  Out 
to  erase  the  memory  of  the  defeat  Johnston  High  handed 
them,  the  Reading  team  pushed  across  an  early  score 
against  Howe  in  the  next  one.  Howe  came  back  in  ihe 
second  quarter  to  make  the  game  more  interesting  with 
a  count  of  7  to  6  at  the  half.  In  the  third  quarter,  how¬ 
ever,  Reading  again  scored  to  put  the  game  on  ice.  The 
following  week  Reading  edged  out  Ipswich  (and  inci¬ 
dentally  another  bad  memory — that  of  “Jo-Jo”  Robi- 
shaw’s  field-day  at  our  expense  last  year )  in  a  hard 
fought  7-6  victory,  which  saw  us  victorious  in  a  photo¬ 
finish.  It  looked  like  a  third  victory  when  Reading,  on 
the  following  Saturday  ,  pushed  deep  into  Punehard  ter¬ 
ritory,  but  a  fumble  ended  our  march  and  for  the  re¬ 
mainder  of  the  game  Punehard  held  us  at  bay  for  a  hard 
fought  scoreless  tie. 

Reading  really  reached  its  peak  when  the  team  de¬ 
feated  a  powerful  Danvers  eleven  7  to  0  and  walked  off 
with  the  “Ktiute  Rockne  Certificate  which  went  to  the 
winning  team.  As  usual,  many  loyal  fans  gave  splendid 
support  to  the  team  even  though  this  meant  a  long  trip 
to  foreign  territory.  This  entire  game  was  fought  by 
eleven  iron  men  without  benefit  of  substitutes.  The  fol¬ 
lowing  week  a  hard  charging  Reading  team  trampled 
Lexington  by  a  score  of  33  to  0.  This,  by  way  of  con¬ 
trast  to  the  previous  week's  fight,  was  one  of  the  games 
that  everyone  on  the  squad  got  into. 

After  a  lay  off  of  three  weeks,  caused  by  the  post¬ 
poning  of  the  Framingham  game,  Reading  held  off  a 
heavier  team  for  almost  three  cold  and  rainy  quarters, 
only  to  go  down  fighting  in  a  19  to  0  defeat.  Out  to  win 
a  game  as  a  bon  voyage  gift  to  Coach  Ingersoll,  who  was 
leaving  for  a  month’s  training  with  the  Naval  Reserve, 
Reading  fought  in  vain  to  score  a  touchdown  against 
Framingham,  but  “Woody”  Titcomb  succeeded  in  lifting 
the  ball  gently  between  the  uprights  during  the  last  two 
minutes  of  play,  and  Reading  won  3  to  0.  After  ten 
inches  of  snow  had  fallen  and  been  removed  the  hard 
way,  the  Readingites  slipped  across  two  touchdowns  to 
defeat  our  arch  rival,  Stoneham,  14  to  0  in  the  annual 
Thanksgiving  clash. 

I  he  first  string  line-up,  which  was  composed  mostly 
of  seniors,  was  made  up  of  “Blackie”  Stephanian  and 


“Spike”  Davis  at  ends;  “Rudy”  DeRosa  and  “Jimmy” 
Bain  at  tackles;  John  Crooker,  “Snookie”  Johnston,  and 
“Wrinkle”  Kelly  alternating  at  guards;  “Dodie”  Carder 
at  center;  “Woody”  Titcomb  at  quarterback;  “Jackie” 
Collins,  “Gordy”  Watkins,  and  “Bunny”  Storti  al¬ 
ternating  at  halfbacks;  and  “Don”  Dacey  at  fullback.  A 
unanimous  vote  of  thanks  goes  from  the  squad  to  Coach 
Holgerson  and  Assistant  Coach  Ingersoll  for  their  team¬ 
work  in  making  this  a  successful  and  memorable  season. 
The  senior  players  wish  for  them  the  best  of  luck  next 
year. 

A  summary  of  the  scores  follows: 


Johnson  19 

Reading 

7 

Howe  7 

Reading 

13 

Ipswich  6 

Reading 

7 

Punehard  0 

Reading 

0 

Danvers  0 

Reading 

7 

Lexington  0 

Reading 

33 

Wakefield  19 

Reading 

0 

Framingham  0 

Reading 

3 

Stoneham  0 

Reading 

14 

Glenn  Davis 
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CROSS  COUNTRY 

The  R.  H.  S.  harriers  turned  in  a  record  practically 
as  fine  as  last  year’s  excellent  one  by  winning  four  out 
of  seven  meets  as  compared  with  last  year  s  record  of 
lour  out  of  six  wins.  Much  of  the  credit  for  a  successful 
season  can  be  attributed  to  the  efficiency  of  Mr.  Spencer, 
our  coach,  and  Dave  Sheldon,  our  speedy  captain. 

Although  beaten  in  our  first  meet  by  Woburn,  we 
came  back  with  a  victory  over  Norfolk  Y.  M.  A.  I  hen 
we  suffered  our  worst  defeat  at  the  hands  of  Winchester, 
but  regained  our  pride  by  beating  Essex  Aggie  and 
Chelsea.  We  placed  twelfth  in  the  Stale  Interscholastic 
Race  at  Weston,  after  which  we  devoured  a  delicious 
meal  at  the  expense  of  the  A.  A.  Our  next  race  was  at 
Essex  Aggie,  where  we  competed  against  five  other  teams. 
As  a  team  we  placed  third,  but  our  captain,  Dave  Shel¬ 
don,  placed  second  and  received  a  medal.  We  climaxed 
our  season  with  a  victory  over  Belmont. 

The  team  members  included  Captain  David  Sheldon 
(“Basil  '  to  the  team),  who  has  to  his  credit  four  firsts, 
two  seconds,  and  one  third  and  who  placed  second  in 
the  North  Shore  Meet  at  Essex  Aggie  and  seventeenth  in 
the  State  Interscholastic  Race;  “Step"  Doucette,  our 
clowning  senior  who  was  always  in  scoring  position; 
Tommy  Thornton,  a  junior,  who  we  hope  will  help  us 
out  next  year;  Roger  Wheeler  and  Teddy  Theordorau, 
two  sophomores  who  turned  in  excellent  records  and 
will  be  mainstays  of  the  team  in  the  next  two  seasons; 
Richard  Beaumont  and  Walter  Gallant,  our  two  he-men 
from  that  certain  well-known  northern  metropolis;  and 
Robert  Dugan  and  “Doo  Doo  Castine,  two  members 
whom  we  welcomed  later  in  the  season. 

Glenn  Hodson,  Manager. 


GIRLS’  FIELD  HOCKEY 

The  1940  field  hockey  squad  was  indeed  fortunate 
this  year  in  having  two  teams  on  the  field.  The  first 
included  such  stars  as  Captain  Sonia  Courossi,  Elsie 
Mason,  Jean  Dow,  “Gertie"  Dahlquist  (to  whom  we  give 
three  cheers  for  her  work  as  goalie),  Alma  Towle,  Claire 
Johnson,  Barbara  Merritt,  Betty  Campbell,  “Bea”  Ruder- 
man,  “Pat  Lane,  and  Helen  Poland  I  the  sole  representa¬ 
tive  of  the  sophomores  on  the  first  team).  The  second 
team  members  were  Frances  Madden,  “Pat”  Donegan, 
Beverly  Johnson,  Jean  Dodge,  Elinor  Abbott,  “Winnie” 
Poland,  Nancy  Holcomb  (we  hope  that  next  year  some¬ 
body  will  bring  bigger  safety  pins  to  hold  “Nance’s” 
slacks  up),  Agnes  McGrath,  Caroline  Foster,  “Winnie” 
Dahlquist,  and  Edna  Barmby  (who  seemed  somehow  to 
do  her  very  best  work  whenever  the  cross  country  team 
and  its  illustrious  coach  appeared  on  the  scene!). 

Three  out  of  our  five  games  were  played  on  foreign 
territory  this  season.  The  first  game  was  played  at 
Melrose,  with  Melrose  defeating  the  first  team  5  to  0  and 
the  second  team  3  to  0.  At  the  Malden  game  in  Malden, 
the  first  team  held  out  for  a  0  to  0  score,  while  the 
scond  team  was  beaten  2  to  0.  A  week  later  Swampscott 
came  to  Reading  and  departed  with  their  first  team 
winning  2  to  1  and  their  second  team,  1  to  0.  Our  next 


game  was  played  against  our  bitterest  rival,  Wilmington. 
Taking  into  consideration  Wilmington’s  reputation  of 
not  having  been  beaten  in  ten  years  and  the  mud  (!  !)  in 
which  we  played,  we  are  very  proud  of  our  score  of  0 
to  their  3  and  our  scond  team’s  losing  by  only  2  to  0. 
The  last  game  with  Stoneham  at  Reading  was  again  a 
defeat  for  our  squad,  Stoneham  going  home  with  the 
score  1  to  0  from  the  first  team  and  0  to  0  from  the 
second  team. 

Well,  we  had  a  strenuous  season,  if  not  a  victorious 
one.  Those  bus  rides  were  fun.  The  whole  squad  wishes 
to  thank  our  grand  coach,  Miss  Nichols,  for  being  so 
patient  and  for  working  so  hard  with  us.  To  express  our 
appreciation  we  surprised  and  delighted  her  at  the  end 
of  the  season  with  tvyo  gifts  from  the  teams.  The  co¬ 
captains  for  next  year  are  Alma  Towle  and  “Winnie” 
Poland.  Jean  Dodge  has  been  elected  manager.  Under 
their  leadership  we  certainly  hope  Lady  Victory  will 
be  more  generous  with  her  smiles  in  the  1941  season. 

Winnifred  Poland 


SOCCER 

Last  September  over  twenty  boys  got  together  and. 
under  the  able  leadership  of  Coach  Althoff,  organized 
the  1940  soccer  team.  “Chet"  Gunn  and  “Chippy”  Bur- 
bine  were  elected  co-captains,  and  the  next  few  weeks 
were  devoted  to  whipping  the  team  into  shape  at  the 
Washington  Street  Park.  Our  first  game  was  with 
Georgetown  and  we  were  defeated  5  -0.  However,  this 
game  was  just  a  tryout  game  for  us,  one  in  which  we 
could  discover  our  faults  and  try  to  iron  them  out. 
Complete  statistics  for  the  season  show  that  the  team 
tied  three,  won  one,  and  lost  four  games.  To  quote  Cap- 
lain  Gunn  in  a  recent  statement  to  the  press,  there  were 
“no  fights — but  almost;  no  riots — but  almost.” 

The  second  game  of  the  season  was  with  Stoneham, 
and  although  we  had  no  excuse  this  time,  we  lost  the 
game  3-0.  The  game  after  this  was  supposed  to  have 
been  with  Essex,  but  they  were  unable  to  get  their  team 
into  shape,  and  the  game  was  forfeited  to  us.  Our  next 
game  proved  to  be  a  real  victory  for  Reading  and  one 
that  we  earned.  It  was  played  when  the  gang  from 
Wellesley  arrived.  They  came  in  an  enormous  bus  and 
the  players  had  on  a  shiny  new  uniform;  nevertheless, 
Reading  emerged  victorious  with  the  score  of  1-0.  We 
(hen  played  Stoneham  again,  and  again  were  defeated, 
although  not  so  badly  this  time,  the  final  score  being 
2-0. 

Our  next  three  games  were  all  played  in  one  week 
and  all  resulted  in  the  same  tie  score.  Georgetown  came 
to  Reading  for  the  first  of  these  and  started  to  play  with 
high  hopes,  but  since  that  first  defeat.  Reading  had  had 
more  practice  and  after  a  very  hard  game  tied  the  oppon¬ 
ent  1-1.  After  this  semi-victory  we  went  to  Wellesley  to 
defeat  them  once  more,  but  instead  we  had  to  be  satis¬ 
fied  w  ith  another  tie,  1-1.  By  this  time  Essex  had  a  team 
organized  and  challenged  us  to  a  game.  We  travelled 
down  to  see  what  we  could  do,  and  for  the  third  succes¬ 
sive  time  we  tied  1-1.  Essex  scored  first  and  although 
we  had  the  ball  in  scoring  position  for  most  of  the 
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game,  we  were  unable  to  get  more  than  one  goal  in  re¬ 
taliation.  The  final  game  was  with  Governor  Dummer. 
We  were  hoping  that  this  time  we  wouldn’t  have  another 
tie.  Our  hopes  were  fulfilled,  the  only  catch  being  that 
Governor  Dummer  won  the  game,  4-0. 

Lettermen  on  the  squad  this  year  are  “Chippy’’  Bur- 
bine,  “Chet"  Gunn,  Bob  Perry,  Ralph  Foster,  Richard 
Bowser,  Gerald  Colford,  Clifford  Toussaint,  Leonard 
Rose,  Dave  Littlefield,  Michael  Hennessey,  Harris  Pratt, 
George  Brennan,  and  Warren  Winn. 

Richard  Bowser 


RIDING  CLUB  NOTES  FROM  THE  DIARY  OF  THE 

“FIREFLY” 

October  9:  Today  a  group  of  girls  from  Reading 
High  School  came  for  their  first  lesson  at  Pine  Bank 
Riding  Academy  here  in  Melrose.  I  was  assigned  to 
Miss  ivling,  the  genial  teacher  who  accompanied  them, 
because  she  was  very  careful  to  ask  for  a  “quiet  and 
gentle  horse.”  We  horses  were  amused  at  the  positions 
some  of  the  girls  managed  to  get  into,  especially  those 
beginners,  who  were  as  anxious  as  the  horses  under  them 
not  to  leave  the  practice  ring.  We  hope  that  they  will 
improve  by  next  time. 

October  16:  The  Reading  girls  came  again  and  with 
them  an  experienced  rider  named  Mr.  Kibbee.  A  few 
of  the  girls  had  definite  preferences:  Nancy  Holcomb 
wanted  “Peanuts”;  Jane  Veazie  wanted  “Little  Bronk”; 
Priscilla  Nichols,  “Speckles”;  Jean  Gleason,  “Red”; 
Jean  Danforth  chose  “Tip  Top”.  My  pal  “Watchful”, 
whom  Virginia  Davis  rode,  caused  quite  a  commotion 
when  he  kicked  the  horse  ridden  by  Mr.  Kibbee.  “A 
fine  way  to  treat  a  guest!  I  admonished  “Watchful” 
when  they’d  gone. 

October  23:  By  now  those  Reading  girls  seem  like 
old  friends  to  us.  We  have  learned  the  names  of  all  of 
them  and  we  d<?  have  our  favorite  mounts,  we  must  con¬ 
fess:  Betty  Shannon,  Jean  Danforth,  Priscilla  Nichols, 
Martha  Spaulding,  Mary  Deferrari,  Carolyn  Lumsden, 
Lois  Ives,  Virginia  Davis,  Ruth  Shumaker,  Kathryn 
Conron,  Jean  Dodge,  Ann  Shaeffer,  Nancy  Holcomb, 
Natalie  Gray,  Edith  Kimball,  Jean  Gleason,  Barbara 
Glover,  Ann  Richmond,  Alice  Robinson,  Gloria  Shane, 
and  Beatrice  Ruderman. 

October  30:  Today  was  a  great  day  and  a  lot  of 
girls  came  to  guide  us  along  the  bridal  paths.  We  rode 
through  the  Fells  Parkway  as  usual,  and  Miss  Kling 
rode  me  again.  I  am  afraid  she  receives  a  bit  of  teasing 
because  of  me.  I  guess  I’m  not  so  young  as  I  used  to  be, 
and  Miss  Kling  and  I  found  the  other  horses  had  to  wait 
for  us  several  times.  Just  the  same,  she  didn’t  have  to 
rename  me  “Stick  in-the-mud”! 

November  6:  We  horses  were  quite  flattered  today 
when  the  photographer  from  Vantine’s  took  pictures  of 
us  with  the  girls  for  their  yearbook.  “Peanuts”  didn’t 
seem  to  want  his  picture  taken  and  was  so  lively  that 
Nancy  Holcomb  just  won’t  appear  in  the  group  to  read¬ 


ers  of  the  “Pioneer”.  Carolyn  Lumsden  found  her  ideal 
horse  today,  “Blondie’’.  We  are  still  teasing  “Blondie 
about  this. 

November  20:  The  Reading  girls  came  today  for 
their  final  lesson  until  spring.  Miss  Kling  did  not  ride 
me,  but  I  got  along  nicely  with  Mary  Deferrari.  We 
hated  to  say  good-bye  to  the  girls;  when  the  trails  are 
covered  with  snow  we  will  think  of  the  good  times  we 
had  and  hope  they  are  thinking  of  them  too. 

Priscilla  Nichols 


RIFLE  CLUB 

The  Rifle  Club  is  getting  under  way  for  its  second 
season  under  the  able  direction  of  Mr.  Taylor.  Started 
more  or  less  as  an  experiment  last  year,  it  gained  the 
approval  of  so  many  that,  by  popular  demand,  it  just 
had  to  continue  this  year:  In  the  past,  the  facilities  of 
the  Legion  rifle  range  were  granted  to  the  club  and 
Legion  rifles  were  used.  Contests  were  conducted  among 
the  members  and  inter-school  meets  were  held  with  the 
crack  Beverly  High  girls’  team  and  the  Haverhill  and 
Malden  High  boys’  teams.  We  hope  to  increase  our 
range  of  competition  this  season. 

The  first  meeting  of  this  year  was  held  one  after¬ 
noon  after  school  in  Room  2.  When  Coach  Taylor  en¬ 
tered  to  address  the  group,  every  seat  in  the  room  was 
taken.  Girls  as  well  as  boys  were  eager  to  join,  and 
after  a  count  was  taken,  it  was  revealed  that  there  were 
forty-three  hoys  and  nineteen  girls  present — -nearly  three 
times  the  enrollment  of  last  year’s  club.  Through  the 
approval  of  the  school  committee,  the  basement  of  the 
Pearl  Street  School  will  be  used  as  a  range.  This  will 
provide  more  room  for  our  greatly  expanded  club. 
Competition  will  be  conducted  under  the  rules  of  the 
National  Rifleman’s  Association  as  it  was  last  year, 
insuring  safety  and  promoting  discipline  and  a  spirit  of 
fair  play. 

Edwin  Palmer 


ON  THE  SIDELINES 

— We  noticed  that  Coach  Holgerson’s  green  hat 
turned  up  again  this  year,  at  the  Danver’s  game.  In 
case  you  don’t  know,  he  wears  it  only  when  our  team 
is  the  under-dog  and  he’s  praying  for  a  victory.  The 
charm  really  works!  And  it  was  on  the  same  day  that 
R.  H.  S.  won  the  “Knute  Rockne  Certificate”.  Yes  sir, 
it  was  a  great  day  for  the  Swedes! 

— There  were  certainly  some  colorful  games  this 
season  what  with  our  beauteous  cheer  leaders  sporting 
those  navy  skirts  and  brillant  red,  brass-buttoned  jack¬ 
ets,  and  the  band  and  baton  squad,  too,  in  their  new 
uniforms.  They  all  did  a  grand  job  in  keeping  the 
spirits  of  the  boys  on  the  team  high. 

— It’s  “Swifty”  Titcomb  these  days  ever  since  he 
heat  “Shadow”  Stephanian  in  their  traditional  road 
race.  (You  see,  they  both  still  claim  to  he  twenty-three 
second  men.) 
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—There's  a  certain  guard  on  the  squad  who’s  been 
tagged  “Snookie”  by  the  girl  friend.  But  we  want  it 
said  here  and  now  that  this  guy  named  “Snookie  is 
no  “Snookie"  on  the  football  field! 


— You  should  have  been  in  the  locker  rooms  the 
afternoon  when  “Wrinkle  (Harry  James)  Kelly  sere¬ 
naded  the  squad  with  a  few  “hot  licks  on  his  trumpet. 
“Jumpin’  Jivin’  Jimmie  Bain  and  “Repeat  Jim  Wal¬ 
lace  put  on  a  jitterbug  floor  show,  and  there  was  just 
no  stopping  them  once  they  got  inspired. 

— The  girls  on  the  hockey  squad  have  been  trying 
to  shush  the  report  (which,  incidentally,  is  true)  that 
the  first  team  made  exactly  one  goal  all  season.  They 
also  insist  that  Wilmington  beat  them  4  to  0  instead  of 
5  to  0,  because — “If  a  goalie  on  your  side  makes  a  goal 
for  the  other  side,  it  just  doesn't  count — or  does  it?’ 
Better  luck  next  time,  gang! 

— After  having  opened  his  gift  from  the  football 
squad,  Coach  “Uncle  Henry”  Ingersoll  left  the  locker 
room  amid  shouts  of  “Bon  Voyage”  and  wavering 
strands  from  “Anchors  Aweigh  .  Ail  the  fellows  were 
sorry  to  see  him  go,  but  felt  a  lot  better  whan  he  ex¬ 
plained  that  he’d  be  back  for  Christmas. 

— One  feature  which  was  introduced  at  games  this 
year  we’d  like  to  see  continued:  the  impressive  flag  rais¬ 
ing  before  each  contest.  Another  feature,  which  we 
appreciated  for  a  very  different  reason,  was  the  sale  of 
candy  by  our  senior  gals. 

-Co-captain  “J)odie"  Carder  has  so  far  escaped 
any  and  all  speech  making.  Are  we  going  to  let  him 
get  away  with  this?  Some  say  that  “Dodie’s  bashful; 
others  report  that  he  stays  away  from  those  assemblies 
to  do  his  homework.  Are  we  going  to  believe  that? 

—Let’s  give  a  rousing  cheer  for  two  very  essential 
parts  of  t lie  Beading  machine.  Hip!  Hip!  Hooray  for 
the  water  boys:  “Kenny”  Gray  and  “Kenny”  Meuse! 

^  * 

—Have  you  heard  that  “Woody”  entertained  almost 
the  entire  squad  at  the  barber  shop  one  recent  after¬ 
noon?  ll  seems  that  “Woody  decided  to  give  a  pro¬ 
fessional  the  task  of  remo\  ing  that  beard  for  the  first 
time.  Rumors  have  been  spreading  that  the  man  with 
the  razor  had  to  use  a  little  milk  first  on  the  whiskers 
they  were  so  lough,  and  then  called  the  cat  in  to  lick  it 
off. 


—“I)oc”  Wakeling  is  still  trying  to  find  and  reward 
the  sympathetic  soul  who  so  kindly  dropped  him  a  note 
relative  to  the  tear  in  the  seat  of  his  pants  at  the  Howe 
game.  Pretty  handy  with  the  tape,  aren’t  you,  “Doc”9 

-The  members  of  the  line  wish  to  thank  sincerely 
the  Athletic  Association  for  purchasing  gloves  for  the 
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Stoneham  encounter.  From  reports  that  have  reached 
us,  the  A.  A.  could  have  sold  some  to  the  spectators,  loo. 
It  was  rather  “breezy”  that  day,  wasn’t  it? 

— Many  happy  moments  linger  in  our  memories. 
Remember  when  “Woody”  booted  the  pigskin  straight 
between  the  uprights  for  that  3  to  0  win  over  Framing¬ 
ham?  Remember  when  “Don”  Dacey  said,  “  ‘Spike  , 
you  go  out  on  the  sidelines  this  play  and  next  play  we’il 
toss  you  a  pass  ,  and  just  then  Lexington  called  time 
out  but  didn  l  notice  “Spike  \  and  “Jackie  Collins 
faded  back,  whereupon  “Spike  jumped  up  and  ran 
like  a  deer  and  successfully  completed  our  first  “sleeper 
pass  ?  What  a  season! 

John  Crooker 
Sonia  Courossi 


HUMOR 

Continued  from  page  thirty-three 


Miss  Zimmermann:  “What  two  kinds  of  wood 
make  a  match?” 

Hitchcock:  “He  would  and  she  would.’ 

*  -X*  *  *  *  * 

Bates:  “What  is  the  relation  of  a  doormat  to  a 
door?” 

“Woody”:  “Step  farther.” 

****** 

Mr.  Kibbee:  “The  picture  of  the  horse  is  good, 
but  where’s  the  wagon?” 

Hubert:  “Oh,  the  horse  will  draw  that.” 

****** 

“Windy”:  “Did  you  mark  that  place  where  the 
fishing  was  so  good.” 

“Chet”:  “Yes,  I  put  an  X  on  the  side  of  the  boat.” 

“Windy”:  “That’s  silly;  what  if  we  should  get 
another  boat  next  time?” 

Sherman  Stone 


EXCHANGES 

Continued  from  page  thirty- four 


A  Geometry  Tragedy 

He  is  my  teacher;  I  shall  not  pass. 

He  maketh  me  to  go  to  the  board;  he  compelleth  me  to 
draw  difficult  triangles. 

He  giveth  me  zero.  He  maketh  me  sit  down  for  my 
class’s  sake. 

Yea,  though  I  study  ’til  midnight,  I  will  gain  no 
knowledge, 

For  my  propositions  sorely  bother  me. 

lie  prepareth  a  test  before  me  in  the  presence  of  my 
classmates; 

He  giveth  me  F. 

Surely  flunks  shall  follow  me  all  the  days  of  my  life, 

And  I  shall  dwell  in  the  geometry  class  forever  and  ever! 

See  you  in  June! 

Barbara  Blaikie 


CHRISTMAS  1940 


MARION  T.  PRATT 
Continued  from  page  three 


term  here  of  twenty-one  years  was  one  of  loyalty  and 
^aithful  service,  both  to  her  work  and  to  the  hundreds  oi 
students  whose  lives  she  helped  to  shape.  Anyone  wish¬ 
ing  news  of  a  Reading  High  School  graduate  had  bul  to 
ask  Miss  Pratt;  she  was  always  inquiring  about  her 
former  students  and  many  of  them  owe  her  a  debt  of 
gratitude  for  the  scholarship  aid  she  always  managed 
to  contrive  for  them.  She  was  a  willing  helper  and  a 
tireless  worker  for  the  school,  whether  her  task  was 
regular  curriculum  or  extra-curriculum  work.  Many 
graduates  of  R.  H.  S.  think  of  her  as  their  senior  class 
advisor,  and  they  recall  that  she  faithfully  attended  all 
the  class  meetings  and  co-operated  to  the  full  extent  of 
her  ability  while  she  held  that  position.  To  many  who 
never  studied  French  with  Miss  Pratt,  she  is  remembered 
best  in  this  capacity. 

It  has  been  said  that  many  men  give  their  all  in  the 
few  years  of  their  youth,  while  others  continue  to  grow 
in  stature  to  old  age.  Certainly,  Miss  Pratt  belongs  to 
the  second  group,  for  she  bravely  kept  up  all  of  her 
activities  until  almost  the  day  of  her  death.  One  of  her 
most  vital  interests  was  the  Reading  College  Club,  where 
she  served  year  after  year  as  chairman  of  the  scholarship 
committee.  Members  of  the  College  Club  will  miss  her 
regular  and  accurate  reports  as  well  as  her  unfailing 
attendance  at  meetings.  Other  organizations  to  which 
she  belonged  and  gave  of  herself  were  the  Reading  High 
School  Alumni  Association,  Reading  Teachers  Club,  and 
the  Congregational  Church  of  Reading. 

In  all  her  work  and  play,  Miss  Pratt  gave  her  full 
support  to  those  associated  with  her  and  she  commanded 
their  respect  and  admiration.  Those  who  saw  her 
struggle  for  health  over  the  last  few  years  marvelled  at 
her  fortitude  and  utter  gameness  against  unsurmountable 
odds.  When  they  heard  that  she  had  lost  the  fight,  there 
was  a  mingling  of  regret  that  she  could  not  have  had 
some  time  to  enjoy  some  leisure,  and  of  realization  that 
for  those  like  Miss  Pratt  there  is  no  time  for  leisure. 
Hers  has  been  a  life  of  service,  to  family,  to  friends,  and 
to  her  students.  It  will  not  be  easy  to  fill  her  place,  but 
we  are  grateful  that  she  was  part  of  us  and  worked  with 
us  so  long. 

Carolyn  Campbell 


THE  CHRISTMAS  CUSTOM 
Continued  from  page  three 

flowers  bedeck  the  homes.  The  presepio,  a  miniature 
reproduction  of  the  place  of  Nativity  containing  the 
figures  of  the  worshipful  men  and  the  beasts,  is  brought 


in  and  the  mother  of  the  family  places  the  last  little 
figure  in  the  manger.  The  nacimiento  is  the  Spanish 
presepio.  In  both  countries  the  little  miniature  takes 
the  place  of  a  Christmas  tree.  On  Christmas  Eve  in 
Spain  everyone  turns  into  the  streets  in  festive  costumes, 
singing  and  dancing  to  the  clicking  of  castinets. 

Our  hearts  must  be  sad  when  we  realize  what  Christ¬ 
mas  will  be  like  to  many  families  in  these  war  torn 
countries  this  year.  Smaller  family  groups  will  carry 
out  the  cherished  customs.  We  know  that  in  these  lands 
Christmas  Eve  will  be,  more  than  ever  before,  a  night  of 
prayer.  Let  us  join  our  hopes  with  theirs  that  the  Christ 
Child  will  w'alk  on  earth  at  Christmas  time  and  bring  a 
measure  of  peace  and  good  will  to  the  hearts  of  men. 
We  must  hold  our  American  Christmas  more  than  ever 
sacred  and  wonderful  now.  Merry  Christmas! 

Carolyn  Lumsden 


STREPTOCOCCI  OF  THE  CINEMA 
Continued  from  page  seventeen 


The  streptococci  of  the  cinema  are  too  numerous 
for  me  to  warn  you  of  all  of  them  in  these  brief  notes. 
Perhaps  life  wouldn’t  be  complete  without  them  for  it 
is  said  “it  takes  all  kinds  to  make  a  world”  (and  I’m 
just  lucky  enough  to  get  all  kinds,  too).  But  then,  life 
wouldn’t  be  complete  without  measles  and  tooth-aches, 
either. 

Evelyn  Comey 


SONNET  TO  A  FICKLE  ONE 

0  most  capricious  one,  must  I  beguile, 

Cajole  thee  to  return  again  to  me? 

Hast  thou  but  gone  from  me  a  little  while, 

Or  art  thou  lost  for  all  eternity? 

Thou  hid’st  so  coyly  just  beyond  my  reach 
At  times;  again,  I  search  for  thee  in  vain. 

Thou  wilt  not  heed  my  pleas,  my  threats,  my  speech; 
My  one  desire  in  life  I  may  not  gain. 

I  vow  thou’rt  the  most  volatile  creation 
That  e’er  man  looked  on.  How  thou  fill  st 
Me  with  the  most  unreasoning  vexation! 

I  know  thou  wilt  come  back  when  thou  so  will’st. 

Then  from  my  grasp  thou  glid’st!  I  give  up  hope! 
Thou  wretched,  stubborn,  slippry  cake  of  soap! 

Ruth  Shumaker 


Thirty-nine 
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Compliments  of 


READING  DINER 


A  MEAL  OF  A  SNACK 


Coffee  that  Satisfies 


G.  II.  ATKINSON  CO. 


FINEST  OF  MEATS 


CHOICE  FAMILY  GROCERIES 
BIRDSEYE  FROSTED  FOODS 
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CHARLES  L.  THORNDIKE 

Main  St.  at  Haven  St. 

Shoes  for  all  the  family 
MEN’S  FURNISHINGS 
MOHAWK  and  ARROW  SHIRTS 
CASS  and  ENNA  JETTICK  FOOTWEAR 


Reading  0812-M 
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TORRE’S 

Reading  Square 

MAKING  QUALITY  CANDY  AND 
ICE  CREAM  FOR  OVER 
25  YEARS 


FLOWERS  FOR  ALL  OCCASIONS 


at 


1  WESTON’S  GREENHOUSES 


SCHOOL  SUPPLIES 
FOUNTAIN  PENS  and 
MECHANICAL  PENCILS 

M.  F.  CHARLES  &  SONS 


610  Main  St. 


Reading,  Mass. 


FRED  F.  SMITH,  INC. 

Wholesale  and  Retail  Dealer  in 
Lumber,  Plumbing,  and  Heating  Supplies,  Lime, 
Brick,  Cement,  and  Sewer  Pipe. 

Builder’s  Hardware  of  Every  Description. 

25-37  Harnden  St.  Tel.  Rea.  0450 


Compliments  of 


THE  COFFEE  CUP 


I 


9  Auburn  St. 


Tel.  009 1-W 


Heartiest  Greetings 

IDEAL  BEAUTY  SHOP 


623  Main  St. 


Reading  1669 


Evening  Appointments 


i 


GIL  and  SAM 


BARBERS 


58  Haven  St. 


Reading,  Mass. 


ADAMS  COMPANY 


LADIES’  AND  CHILDREN’S  FURNISHINGS 


Haven  St. 


Tel.  Rea.  1360-W 
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SAL’S  BEAUTY  SALON 


PERMANENTS  OUR  SPECIALTY 


70  Haven  St. 
Reading,  Mass. 


Telephone 
Rea.  0456 
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Compliments  of 


FRED’S  BEAUTY  SALON 


48  Haven  St. 


Tel.  Reading  1599 


RICHARDS  APPAREL  SHOP! 

Reading  Square 

NEWEST  SPORTSWEAR 
Flannel  Shirts  in  Bright  Red  and  Pastels 
Skirts  -  Blouses  -  Bunny  Mits  -  Ski  Togs 


MARION’S  BEAUTY  SALON 


I 


Pleasant  St. 


Telephone  0116 


Compliments  of 


ALMA’S  BEAUTY  SHOP 


61  Ash  St. 
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•fi  Reasonable  I’nces  (rood  Work  Prompt  Attention 

ARCHIE  LEVINE 

CUSTOM  TAILOR 

Ladies'  and  Gentlemen's  Suits  and  Overcoats 
Made  to  Order. 

Cleaning,  Pressing,  Dyeing  and  Remodeling. 
Furs  remodeled  in  the  latest  styles. 


Tel.  Reading  0073-M 


1  75  Haven  St. 


Reading,  Mass. 


if 


TIIE  FRY  KETTLE 

Specializing  in 
FRIED  SEA  FOODS 
and  FISH  DINNERS 

Route  28 — One  mile  north  of  Reading  Square. 
Open  Year  Around  Tel.  Reading  0592 


Tots  and  Teens  Toggery  Shop 


Prentiss  &  Parker,  hie. 


\V.  II.  Wightman  &  Co. 


INSURANCE  — 


Reading  Office 
Masonic  Block 
Tel.  Rea.  0249 


Boston  Office 
40  Broad  St. 
Tel.  Hub.  7880 


Compliments  of 


BROOK’S  EXPRESS 


TEENS — 10-20  years 


We  aim  to  serve  you 


187  Haven  St. 


Tel.  Rea.  0811-M 


^e,S5^> 


INC. 


Wakefield  Square 


Compliments  of 


THE  READING  THEATRE 


28  Highland  St. 


Reading 


T  elephone  0835 
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HARRY  UPSON  CAMP  1 


FIRST  NATIONAL  BANK  OF  READING 


1 


extends  heartiest  greetings  to 


R.  H.  S. 


-a> 


Our  directors  are  graduates,  so  are  the  officers  and  employees. 


Best  Wishes  for  this  New  Year 


nuAce  mounting 

MG  US  A  m.PAT.OM. 

CORNERS 


■ 


4-TRANSPARENT 


4-JUNlOa 


These  fam¬ 
ous  corners 
will  handle 
every  thing 
from  a  pos¬ 
tage  stamp 
to  a  large 
map,  draw¬ 
ing,  or  pho¬ 
tograph.  Popular  for  mounting  snashots  on  cards  or 
in  albums. 

Four  styles,  as  shown  above.  In  black,  white, 
gray,  green,  red,  sepia,  ivory,  gold,  Ahd  silver. 
Transparent  style  is  of  crystal-clear  cellulose. 

NuAce  PHOTO  HINGES 

allow  prints  to  be  mounted  one  above  the  other  where 
album  space  must  be  saved.  Handy  for  newspaper 
clippings  or  postcards.  Ready  folded.  Just  moisten 
and  use. 

All  styles  retail  10c  package.  (15c  in  Canada). 
Packed  in  effective  display  containers.  Ask  for 
sample  packages  and  trade  discounts. 


ACE  ART  CO. 


12  Gould  St. 


Reading,  Mass. 


RANDALL’S  CRULLER  SHOP 


WHITE  BREAD 


OATMEAL  BREAD 


OLD  FASHIONED  CUP  CAKES 


ROLLS — Fresh  from  our  oven  twice  daily 


Now  on  Haven  St. 


Hot  coffee  served 
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Compliments  of 
A  FRIEND 


MALDEN 
.  COMMERCIAL 
|  SCHOOL 

7  Secretarial  . 
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Business  Administration 


We  wish  you 
Peace,  Strength,  Vision, 
Energy,  Hope,  and  Happiness 
throughout  the  year. 


Day  Division 
Evening  School 
Summer  School 


6  Pleasant  St. 
Malden,  Mass. 


Compliments  of 


ROCKPORT  FISH  MARKET 


In  the  Swim  to  Win 


1 


EDWARD  LAPPIN 


PLUMBING  •  HEATING  -  GAS  FITTING 


Agent  of  Malden  <&  Melrose  Gas  Co. 


7o  Haven  St. 
Tel.  Rea.  0460 


Reading,  Mass. 
Res.  Tel.  Rea.  1470 


EVERYDAY  GREETING  CARDS 

GIFTS 

APPROPRIATE  FOR  ALL  PURPOSES 

China,  Glass,  Pottery  and  Brass 
Linens,  Leather  Goods  and  Novelties 
Toys,  Dolls  and  Games 

H.  B.  McARDLE 

Printing  and  Office  Supplies 


•  5 

f 
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Next  to  Reading  Theatre 


565  Main  St. 


Tels.  1647  -  1648 


Northeastern  University 


College  of  Liberal  Arts 

Offers  for  young  men  a  broad  program  of  college 
subjects  servipg  as  a  foundation  for  the  under¬ 
standing  of  modern  culture,  social  relations,  and 
technical  achievement.  Students  may  concentrate 
in  any  of  the  following  fields  :  Biology,  Chemistry, 
Economics-Sociology,  English  (including  an  option 
in  Journalism^  and  Mathematics-Physics.  Varied 
opportunities  available  for  vocational  specializa¬ 
tion.  Degree :  Bachelor  of  Science  or  Bachelor 
of  Arts. 


College  of  Engineering 

Offers  for  young  men  curricula  in  Civil,  Mechani¬ 
cal  (with  Diesel,  Air-Conditioning,  and  Aeronauti¬ 
cal  options),  Electrical,  Chemical,  Industrial  En¬ 
gineering,  and  Engineering  Administration.  Class¬ 
room  study  is  supplemented  by  experiment  and 
research  in  well-equipped  laboratories.  Degree : 
Bachelor  of  Science  in  the  professional  field  of 
specialization. 


College  of  Business  Administration 

Offers  for  young  men  six  curricula :  Accounting,  Banking  and  Finance,  Marketing  and 
Advertising,  Journalism,  Public  Administration,  and  Industrial  Administration.  Each 
curriculum  provides  a  sound  training  in  the  fundamentals  of  business  practice  and  cul¬ 
minates  in  special  courses  devoted  to  the  various  professional  fields.  Degree :  Bachelor 
of  Science  in  Business  Administration. 


School  of  Law 

Offers  three-year  day  and  four-year  evening  un¬ 
dergraduate  programs  leading  to  the  degree  of 
Bachelor  of  Laws.  A  minimum  of  two  years  of 
college  work,  or  its  full  equivalent,  required  for 
admission  to  undergraduate  programs.  Case 
method  of  instruction. 

The  School  also  offers  a  two-year  evening  program 
open  to  graduates  of  approved  law  schools  and 
leading  to  the  degree  of  Master  of  Laws.  Under¬ 
graduate  and  graduate  programs  admit  men  and 
women. 


School  of  Business 

Offers  curricula  through  evening  classes  in  Ac¬ 
counting,  Industrial  Management,  Distributive 
Management,  and  Engineering  and  Business,  lead¬ 
ing  to  the  degree  of  Bachelor  of  Business  Ad¬ 
ministration  in  specified  fields.  Preparations  for 
C.  P.  A.  Examinations.  A  special  four-year  curri¬ 
culum  in  Law  and  Business  Management  leading 
to  the  Bachelor  of  Commercial  Science  degree  with 
appropriate  specification  is  also  offered.  Shorter 
programs  may  be  arranged.  Co-educational. 


FOR  CATALOG  - 

-  MAIL  THIS  COUPON 

AT  ONCE 

NORTHEASTERN  UNIVERSITY 

Director  of  Admissions 

Fusion,  Massachusetts 

Please  send  me  a  catalog  of  the 

□ 

School  of  Law 

□  College  of  Liberal  Arts 

□ 

Evening  School  of  Business 

□  College  of  Engineering 

□ 

Day  Pre-Legal  Program 

□  College  of  Business  Administration 

□ 

Evening — College  of  Liberal  Arts 

N 


ame 


Address 

C-62 
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Evening  Courses  of  the  College  of  Liberal  Arts 

Certain  courses  of  the  College  of  Liberal  Arts  are  offered  during  evening  hours  affording 
concentration  in  Economics,  English,  History  and  Government  or  Social  Science.  A 
special  program  preparing  for  admission  to  the  School  of  Law  is  also  available.  The 
program  is  equivalent  in  hours  to  one-half  the  requirement  for  the  A.  B.  or  S.  B.  degree. 

Associate  in  Arts  title  conferred.  Co-educational. 

Co-operative  Plan 

The  Colleges  of  Liberal  Arts,  Engineering  and  Business  Administration  offer  day  programs  for  men  only, 
and  are  conducted  on  the  co-operative  plan.  After  the  freshman  year,  students  may  alternate  their  periods 
of  study  with  periods  of  work  in  the  employ  of  business  or  industrial  concerns  at  ten-week  intervals.  Under 
this  plan  they  gain  valuable  experience  and  earn  a  large  part  of  their  college  expenses. 
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|  L.  G.  BALFOUR  COMPANY 

Attleboro,  Massachusetts 

Known  Wherever  There  Are 
Schools  and  Colleges 

Jeweler  to  the  Senior  Class  of  Reading  High  School 
Represented  by  S.  G.  Lee 


MINERAL  CORNER  STORE 


MEATS  -  GROCERIES  ■  PROVISIONS 


Corner  Mineral  and  Vine  Sts. 


Tel.  Reading  1293 


234  Boylston  St. 


Boston,  Mass. 


We  make  good  things  to  eat 

GRATTAN  BAKING  CO. 

FANCY  BAKERS  ICE  CREAM  AND  CATERING 

57  Albion  St.  Telephone  Crystal  1023  Wakefield,  Mass 


Hrrrg  (SljriBtmas 

this  year  and  every  year 
is  the  sincere  wish  of 

The  Reading  Chronicle 

to  the  students  and  faculty  of 

The  Reading  High  School 


ectrical 


ine  Assortment  of 


ELECTRICAL  APPLIANCES 


RISTMAS 


RANGES  —  REFRIGERATORS  —  WATER  HEATERS 
WASHING  MACHINES  —  IRONING  MACHINES 
VACUUM  CLEANERS  —  LAMPS  —  TOASTERS  —  FLAT  IRONS 

CLOCKS  —  ELECTRIC  SHAVERS 


Offered  By  The 


MUNICIPAL  LIGHT 
DEPARTMENT 


IT  S  NEVER  TOO  LATE  TO  SAVE 


“Start  that  savings  account  NOW  applies  to  \  OU  whether  you  are  just  starting 
out  in  the  business  world  or  not. 

It’s  the  starting  that  counts  .  .  .  for  soon  you  get  the  habit  of  putting  aside  a 
little  each  week,  and  as  the  years  roll  by,  you  11  find  a  greater  feeling  of  security 
every  time  you  look  at  your  deposit  book. 


Mechanics  Savings  Bank 


643  Main  Street 


Reading,  Massachusetts 


This  Co-operative  Bank 


is  an  important  local  institution  which  was  established  to  promote  thrift  and  home 
ownership  among  working  people.  To  this  end  we  offer  saving  plans  to  fit  almost 
any  budget  and  home  financing  plans  to  meet  a  wide  variety  of  needs. 

Whatever  your  plans  for  the  future 
if  you  want  to  get  ahead,  it  will  pay 
you  to  find  out  about  our  service. 


Our  Purpose 


To  Promote  Systematic  Saving  and 
Economical  Home  Financing 

o 


Reading  Co-operative  Bank 


643  Main  Street 


Reading,  Massachusetts 


The 


i  o  n  e  e  r 


(Christmas  J  b  %  n  t 


Reading  High  School 

Reading, 


M  assach  u  setts 


To  Miss  Mary  Devaney, 
now  Mrs.  John  Barry,  we 
gratefully  dedicate  this 
Christmas  issue  of  the 
Pioneer;  her  enthusiasm 
and  industry  as  former 
advisor  of  the  Pioneer 
has  been  an  inspiration 
to  all  of  us. 
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Editor -in-Chief,  Frances  Wheeler 


Literary  Staff 

Barbara  Davis 

Elizabeth  White 
Beverly  Buckler 
Marshall  Davis 
Kenneth  Brown 

News  Staff 

Beatrice  Ruderman 

Alice  Robinson 

Jean  Maguire 

Otis  Anderson 
Charles  Field 

Sports  Staff 

Helen  Poland 

Richard  Bowser 
John  Crooker 
Joseph  Anderson 

H  umor  Editor 

Warren  Martin 

Exchange  Editor 

Jean  Gleason 

Alumni  Editor 

Francis  Doughty 

Official  Typist 

Bette  Ellis 

Staff  Secretary 

Beverly  Winn 


Business  Staff 

Lucille  Gonnam,  Manager 

Advertising 

Elinor  Abbott 
Marjorie  Webster 
Lucienne  Dube 
Anne  Richmond 
Ralph  Monegan 

Circulation 

Ruth  Graupner 
Marilyn  Monegan 

Art  Staff 

Nancy  Holcomb 
Gloria  Shane 
Barbara  Teel 
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EDITORIALS 


HOPE  EVERLASTING 

“ Gods  fade ;  but  God  abides  and  in  mans  heart 

Speaks  with  the  clear  unconquerable  cry 

Of  energies  and  hopes  that  cannot  die.” 

Symonds 

Today,  though  the  world  be  shrouded  with  a  mist 
of  pessimism  and  despair,  still  does  the  bright  star  of 
hope  everlasting,  shine  through,  bringing  promise  of  a 
brighter  tomorrow.  The  light  of  hope  is  a  light  which 
cannot  fail. 

In  the  ages  past,  even  while  slavery  and  the  caste 
system  were  common,  man  has  grown  and  developed  in 
wisdom  and  truth.  Christ’s  teachings  came  at  a  time 
when  fear  was  ever  present,  joy  and  freedom  at  a  low 
ebb.  Yet  in  our  day,  through  wars,  famine,  plagues  and 
tyranny,  man  has  progressed — and  he  will  continue  to 
go  forth  toward  peace  and  liberty. 

All  about  us  we  hear  cries  of  the  enslavement  of 
the  whole  world,  of  doom  for  peaceful  peoples,  of  the 
unavoidable  yet  final  destruction  of  our  rights.  We 
must  look  above  and  beyond  the  din  to  find  "the  clear, 
unconquerable  cry  of  energies  and  hopes  that  cannot 
die."'  With  calm  and  serious  spirit,  with  heart  knowing 
of  the  right,  we  must  set  our  goal  and  map  out  our 
course  toward  that  goal  as  we  ourselves  see  best.  The 
only  hope  for  the  world  is  to  keep  faith  with  the  foun¬ 
dations  of  Godly  living,  and  to  support  that  faith  by 
actions.  Thus  we  see  that,  though  the  path  just  ahead 
may  appear  difficult,  hope  can  never  die.  The  right  way 
is  here  and  now  and  everywhere — we  have  only  to  find 
it  and  follow  it.  Are  we  to  allow  ourselves  to  be  over- 
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come  by  the  poisonous  smoke  from  the  fire  of  cruel, 
tyrannical  warfare?  No!  for  hope  is  everlasting. 

Frances  Wheeler  ’42 


HOPE  FOR  WORLD  PEACE 

Practically  every  nation  today  is  at  war — war  which 
in  the  past  has  caused  only  misery,  poverty,  ill-feeling, 
and  large  debts.  War — which  has  taken  away  from 
children  the  rights  to  a  happy,  carefree  childhood,  giv¬ 
ing  them  instead,  moments  of  great  fear,  and  horrible, 
terrifying  nightmares.  War — which  has  torn  away 
sweethearts,  husbands,  fathers,  and  sons  from  their 
homes;  often  never  to  be  seen  again.  War — which  has 
shattered  the  hopes  and  dreams  of  millions  of  people, 
young  and  old;  painting  only  a  disillusioned  picture. 

Now  over  the  seas,  still  another  war  rages.  It  is 
merely  a  repetition  of  battles  in  the  past,  but  to  us,  who 
feel  the  influence  of  it,  it  seems  to  be  more  real  and  hor¬ 
rible  than  any  other  previous  war. 

Just  what  is  the  hope  of  us  Americans — or,  should  1 
say,  of  the  entire  world?  It  is  the  hope  for  world  peace 
— and  everlasting  world  peace.  There  is  evidence  of  this 
not  only  in  the  words  everyone  speaks,  but  even  in  the 
actions  which  are  now  taking  place.  When  President 
Roosevelt  makes  speeches,  usually  tucked  away  in  them, 
this  very  same  hope  is  expressed.  For  he  realizes  that 
world  peace  has  grown  an  essential  and  necessar)  thing 
of  today,  and  he  is  doing  his  best  to  help  bring  it  about. 

Is  this  hope  achievable?  Well,  we’re  trying  hard 
to  attain  it — and,  as  the  saying  goes — "As  long  as 
there’s  life  there’s  hope.” 

Joyce  Pollitz  42 
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THE  CHRISTMAS  GIFT 

It  was  the  night  before  Christmas,  1941,  in  the  little 
city  of  Stien,  Norway.  The  heavens  were  illuminated 
by  a  myriad  of  frosty  stars  and  large  snowflakes  drifted 
slowly  down  over  the  sleeping  city.  Here  and  there  a 
light  gleamed  forth  upon  the  snow-blanketed  earth.  The 
night  was  hushed  and  serene. 

In  the  north  quarter  of  the  city,  swinging  his  arms 
to  his  sides  to  keep  warm,  a  Nazi  soldier  trudged  wear¬ 
ily  down  the  narrow  street  past  the  long  line  of  build¬ 
ings.  He  hesitated  as  he  passed  one  apartment  from 
which  issued  the  soft  strains  of  a  violin.  As  he  listened 
to  the  sad,  haunting  melody,  his  thoughts  strayed  to 
some  distant  little  German  village  he  knew  as  home. 
Deep  in  his  meditation,  he  gazed  blankly  at  the  snow¬ 
flakes  as  they  glided  through  the  light  of  a  nearby  street 
lamp.  A  second  later  he  recovered  himself  and  con¬ 
tinued  on  his  way. 

However,  all  was  not  so  still  and  peaceful  as  it 
seemed,  for  three  crouching  figures,  unnoticed  by  the 
patrolman,  now  moved  quickly  out  of  the  shadows, 
hastened  up  the  steps  of  the  apartment,  and  heat  softly 
on  the  door.  Anxiously  they  peered  up  and  down  the 
street. 

Inside  his  dimly  lighted  room  a  young  man  put 
down  his  violin  and  started  towards  the  door.  He  slowl\ 
opened  it;  apparently  recognizing  the  three  visitors,  he 


admitted  them  and  closed  the  door  quickly  again. 

“Good  evening,  my  friends,”  he  said  mechanically, 
“Tell  me,  is  all  in  readiness?” 

“Yes,  Karl”  replied  the  large,  elderly  man,  the 
spokesman  of  the  group,  “All  is  prepared.  Our  agent 
in  the  main  olfice  has  by  this  time  smuggled  enough  ex¬ 
plosives  into  the  plant  to  demolish  it  completely.  You 
will  find  the  dynamite  packed  in  boxes  in  an  unused  fil 
ing  cabinet  of  room  thirty-one.” 

“Excellent!”  exclaimed  Karl  simply.  The  elderly 
man  with  the  tired  face  looked  on  sorrowfully,  as  Karl 
lifted  his  revolver  from  the  desk  drawer.  His  two  as¬ 
sociates  stared  at  the  floor  and  shifted  their  feet  uneasily. 

At  length  the  old  man  ventured,  “Karl,  I  know  you 
are  willing  to  do  as  we  have  planned  tonight  but  the 
more  I  think  of  it  the  more  I  am  convinced  that  this  soil 
of  thing  is  not  for  you.  You  are  young,  Karl,  hut  I  am 
old  and  must  die  soon  anyway.  Let  me  go  in  your 
place!” 

“Nonsense,  Otto,”  replied  Karl,  “You  yourself  know 
as  well  as,  1,  that  I  alone  can  carry  out  this  mad  scheme 
of  ours  tonight.  A  Christmas  gift  for  Norway!  Ah, 
this  is  a  rare  opportunity  for  me!”  He  added  the  last 
as  if  trying  to  convince  himself. 

Karl  put  on  his  coat  and  hat  and  started  towards 
the  door. 

“Well,  Olto,  ”  he  said,  “I  guess  this  is  it.” 
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The  two  men  shook  hands  in  silence.  Karl  walked 
firmly  down  the  steps  and  was  seen  no  more  by  his  fel¬ 
low  conspirators. 

As  Karl  swaggered  briskly  along  the  street,  he  tried 
not  to  think  that  this  was  the  last  Christmas  he  would 
ever  see,  hut  kept  repeating  to  himself,  “This  is  a  rare 
opportunity  for  me!  It  is  a  great  thing  that  I  am  doing 
tonight!” 

He  reached  his  first  destination,  the  headquarters 
of  the  German  secret  police  in  Stien,  and,  on  the  pre¬ 
tense  of  bearing  vital  information,  was  admitted  to  the 
office  of  Colonel  Schnabel. 

“Well,”  said  the  Colonel,  “I  understand  you  bring 
important  news  for  me?” 

“Yes,”  Karl  replied  with  pretended  excitement, 
“One  of  my  foolish  countrymen  plans  to  destroy  the 
Stein  Munitions  Works  tonight  singlehanded  as  a  Christ¬ 
mas  present  to  his  native  land! 

“What!”  Schnabel  exclaimed,  “You  have  done  fine 
work!  Now  we  must  work  fast!  But  it  all  seems  so  ab¬ 
surd!  Are  you  positive  of  this,  my  man?” 

“Quite  positive,”  answered  Karl  as  he  now  coolly 
leveled  his  revolver  at  the  perplexed  Colonel’s  head, 
“for  it  is  I  who  will  destroy  the  plant  and  you  who  will 
make  it  possible.  Now,  take  me  there:  I  will  follow  you 
closely  and  the  slightest  move  of  betrayal  will  cost  you 
your  life!” 

The  confused  Colonel  did  as  he  was  bid  and  Karl 
breathed  a  sigh  of  relief  as  his  ruse  worked  and  they 
marched  past  the  guards  into  the  plant.  They  arrived 
at  room  thirty-one  and  entered.  Karl,  still  closely  guard¬ 
ing  his  enemy,  proceeded  to  take  the  dynamite  from  the 
filing  cabinet  and  stack  it  on  the  floor.  He  lit  the  fuse 
and  the  little  flame  began  its  steady  trip  towards  the  ex¬ 
plosives. 

There  was  anguish  in  the  Colonel’s  eye  as  he  heard 
the  taunting  tick  of  the  clock  and  saw  the  unconcerned 
Karl  staring  calmly  at  the  ceiling.  Suddenly  he  leaped 
to  his  feet,  dashed  through  the  doorway,  and  ran  down 
the  corridor. 

“You  fool!”  Karl  yelled  after  him,  “Before  you  can 
escape  this  building  will  he  in  ruins!” 

Meanwhile,  back  in  the  apartment,  the  three  men 
stood  in  the  dark  before  the  window  looking  out  over 
the  sleeping  city. 

One  man  peered  at  his  watch. 

“Five  minutes  to  the  hour,”  he  said,  “He  should  be 
half  way  across  the  city  by  now.” 

They  continued  their  vigil  in  silence.  Once  more 
the  man  referred  to  his  watch. 

“One  minute  to  the  hour.  If  all  has  gone  well,  Karl 
should  be  at  the  factory  already!” 

A  second  later  a  deafening  roar  blasted  the  silence 
of  the  night.  The  room  seemed  to  reel,  the  glass  in  the 
panes  collapsed,  and  the  three  men  were  thrown  to  the 


floor.  When  they  picked  themselves  up  a  moment  later, 
they  heard  people  outside  shouting  in  wild  excitement. 
Soldiers  were  running  through  the  streets.  The  men 
gazed  momentarily  on  the  spectacle  that  confronted 
them,  a  myriad  of  lurid  flames  darting  up  into  the 
heavens. 

The  little  group  at  length  descended  to  the  street 
and  was  soon  lost  in  the  milling  multitudes.  It  was  time 
now  for  them  to  do  their  part.  They  must  spread  the 
tale  of  Karl  s  Christmas  gift  to  a  conquered  people.  They 
did  until  his  story  became  a  legend. 

Kenneth  Brown  ’42 


CHRISTMAS  A  LA  HITLER 

Unhappy  little  Nazi 

Who  can  t  have  Christmas  fun 

He’ll  have  to  say  “Heil  Hitler;” 

And  shoot  his  little  gun. 

If  he  shoots  this  little  gun. 

And  the  bullet  finds  its  mark, 

Do  you  think  any  Yuletide  joy. 

Will  fill  his  leaden  heart? 

Before  the  reign  of  Hitler 
The  Fatherland  was  gay 
But  now  no  ancient  festival 
Completes  their  Christmas  day. 

“There  is  no  God  in  heaven;” 

Shouts  der  Fuehrur  to  the  skies. 

Though  all  his  faithful  followers 
Know  these  are  nought  but  lies. 

The  Yuletide  log  no  longer  burns, 

Within  the  German  home. 

For  they  now  burn  another  fire, 

With  their  allies  in  Rome. 

Patricia  Dow  ’44 


SILENT  NIGHT 

The  planes  zoomed  overhead,  against  a  background 
of  black  sky,  pricked  by  silvery  stars.  Suddenly,  the 
children  stumbled  to  a  slop  in  the  middle  of  the  road. 
The  eldest  of  the  three,  a  tall  thin  child  about  eleven 
years  old,  raised  her  hand  and  pointed  towards  a  brilli¬ 
ant  star,  which  seemed  to  stand  out  bravely  between  the 
roaring  birds  which  were  thick  in  the  sky.  “Look,”  she 
half  breathed,  half  cried,  “the  star  of  Bethlehem.” 

As  the  two  stood  staring,  w  ith  a  mingled  bewildered 
look  of  pleasure  and  awe,  a  thunderous  noise  resounded 
near  by,  and  a  wall  of  flashing  flames  and  black  dirt 
leaped  into  the  air.  Startled,  one  of  the  youngest  child¬ 
ren  uttered  a  cry  of  alarm,  but  was  interrupted  by  the 
older  child  who  said,  “Come  now,  that  was  only  another 
bomb.  Give  me  your  hands  and  we’ll  hurry  to  the  near¬ 
est  shelter.’ 

Looking  neither  to  the  right  nor  to  the  left,  and  skirl¬ 
ing  the  wide  gaps  in  the  street,  the  group  darted  down  a 


Six 


The  Pioneer 


stairway  which  was  nearby. 

The  crowd  sat,  huddled  together,  shivering;  their 
faces  hard  masks  to  cover  the  mixture  of  feelings  which 
they  held  in  their  hearts — to  be  here  in  a  hole  in  the 
ground,  on  Christmas  Eve;  planes  swooping  low,  bombs 
destroying  what  meager  homes  they  had  left.  No  music, 
no  light,  no  laughter,  just  a  somber  silence  which  hung 
over  all.  Christmas  Eve!  Oh!  What  could  God  be 
thinking?  Or,  perhaps,  he  wasn't  thinking  of  them  at 
all. 

The  three  children  stood  quietly  in  the  shadow  of  a 
corner.  They  seemed  to  be  far  away  from  all  this,  in  a 
secret  world  by  themselves.  They  had  seen  the  star!  A 
rapt  expression  dickered  on  each  tiny  face,  faces  so 
alike  they  might  have  been  molded  from  the  same  mask. 
Softly,  in  unison,  the  children  began  to  hum  a  sweet 
tune.  The  music  drifted  out  over  the  hush  of  the  crowd. 

Who  could  be  singing  at  a  time  like  this?  Surely — 
but  no,  the  noise  seemed  to  have  disappeared.  The 
planes  had  gone  away.  All  heads  turned  toward  the 
children.  Of  course,  God  was  still  with  them,  they  had 
just  forgotten  for  a  few7  moments,  but  these  three  young¬ 
sters  had  not.  They  had  had  faith,  even  though  their 
elders  had,  for  a  brief  moment,  lost  it.  After  all,  this 
was  Christmas  Eve.  Hesitatingly,  but  surely,  they  join¬ 
ed  their  voices  with  the  lilting  ones  of  the  trio  and  sang 
the  beautiful  words,  “All  is  calm,  All  is  bright.” 

Connie  Ham  ’42 


BETWEEN  DAYLIGHT  AND  DARKNESS 

Dusk  had  just  fallen  over  Marblehead  Neck  as  we 
stopped  the  car  and  got  out.  The  sea  stretched  before  us, 
vast  and  limitless,  and  everywhere  white  caps  tossed  on 
the  black  waves  as  they  rolled  towards  the  shore.  Each 
wave  rose  higher  than  the  one  preceding  it,  for  the  tide 
was  coming  in.  These  waves  broke  endlessly  on  the  jag¬ 
ged  rocks,  and  then  by  some  unseen  force  w7ere  drawn 
back  again  making  the  water  white  with  foam. 

Heavy  storm  clouds  moved  swiftly  across  the  sky, 
giving  a  mysterious  appearance  to  the  landscape.  In 
fact  everything  showed  signs  of  a  storm  brewing.  The 
continued  roar  of  the  sea  made  it  impossible  to  hear 
anyone  speak,  so  we  just  stood  and  watched.  The  in¬ 
vigorating  salt  air  filled  our  lungs  and  made  us  feel 
buoyant  and  glad  to  be  alive.  I  thought  of  the  many 
boats  at  sea  tossing  bravely  about  and  it  made  me  wish 
that  I  were  on  a  ship  bound  for  some  far-off  land. 

Suddenly  1  had  the  inspiration  to  climb  to  the  peak 
of  the  nearby  jagged  rocks  that  1  had  caught  sight  of  as 
1  glanced  about  us  with  wandering  eyes.  When  I  had 
mounted  to  the  top,  the  roar  of  the  sea  was  so  great,  as 
the  waxes  broke  against  the  cliff,  that  no  other  sound 
penetrated  its  pounding.  As  1  stood  on  the  very  edge  of 
a  rock,  little  did  my  companions  visualize  that  within 
myself  1  was  pretending  to  be  the  pilot  of  one  of  those 


steamers  that  could  be  seen  in  the  distance  plowing  its 
way  through  the  black  waves.  The  spray  leaped  high 
above  the  bow  of  my  imaginary  ship  and  then  was  drawn 
back  as  if  it  had  been  reaching  for  something  that  wasn’t 
there. 

The  wind  was  growing  stronger  and  overhead  storm 
clouds  had  gathered.  The  damp  salt  air  blew  my  hair 
so  that  it  stingingly  slashed  against  my  cheeks.  There  in 
the  distance  was  one  lone,  friendly,  flickering  light  bid¬ 
ding  myself,  the  pilot  of  my  new  adventure,  beware; 
How  could  all  this  have  come  about  so  quickly?  It 
made  me  recall  the  lines  of  Joaquin  Miller’s  “Colum¬ 
bus”— 

“This  mad  sea  show  his  teeth  tonight. 

He  curls  his  lip,  he  lies  in  wait, 

With  lifted  teeth,  as  if  to  bite.” 

As  we  stood  watching  all  this  the  storm  clouds  sud¬ 
denly  broke  upon  us  with  such  furry  that  we  were  forced 
to  take  one  last,  longing  look  and  hurry  away. 

Beverly  Buckler  ’42 


NATIVITY 
In  adoration  Mary  looked 

J  e 

At  the  babe  below7, 

His  eyes  were  bright,  with  shining  light 
His  face  was  all  aglow. 

Great  was  Mary’s  wonder, 

When  from  afar 
Three  Wise  Men  came, 

Telling  of  a  wondrous  star. 

How  could  she  know 
Fondling  him  them 
That  her  little  child 

Would  be  a  saviour  of  men? 

Jessie  Althoff  ’44 
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SING  YE,  NOEL! 


“Noel,  Noel,  Noel,  Noel 
Born  is  the  King  of  Israel!’ 

The  golden  voices  of  the  choir  boys  rising  and  fall¬ 
ing  in  silvery  cadences  streamed  forth  from  the  great 
candle  lit  cathedral.  It  was  Christmas  Eve  and  the 
choristers  were  singing  as  they  never  do  at  any  other 
time  of  year. 

“They  look-ed  up  and  saw  a  star 
Shining  in  the  East  beyond  them  far;  ’ 

Unlike  that  first  Christmas  Eve,  the  sky  was  gloomy 
and  overcast.  A  wet  snow  beginning  to  drift  earthward 
fell  like  sharp  needles  into  the  faces  of  the  crowds  trudg¬ 
ing  home. 

“And  by  the  light  of  that  same  star 
Three  wisemen  came  from  country  far;' 

A  small  boy  pulling  a  little  girl  by  the  hand  could 
he  seen  making  his  way  through  the  milling  crowd  striv¬ 
ing  to  reach  a  gala  department  store  window  filled  with 
toys.  Buffeted  like  paper  boats  on  a  windswept  sea,  the 
two  children  finally  gained  their  goal  where  they  flal- 
ened  their  noses  against  the  great  sheet  of  glass  and 
peered  in. 

The  boy  was  eight,  perhaps  nine  years  old.  No  cap 
on  his  curly  head,  his  hair  revealed  the  need  of  a  long 
over  due  trip  to  the  barber.  His  eyes,  deep  and  dark 
though  God  had  not  meant  them  to  be  that  way,  held  a 
bewildered,  yet  defiant  look  that  only  small  boys  can 
have.  His  face  with  its  hollow  cheeks  was  grimy,  his  lips, 
that  looked  as  though  they  seldom  smiled  were  chapped. 
Bringing  the  worn  collar  of  his  threadbare  coat  about 
his  neck  with  hands  that  were  cracked  and  bleeding,  he 
revealed  beneath  too  short  coat  sleeves  small  thin  wrists 
that  were  raw  from  exposure.  Below  his  tattered  cotton 
trousers  he  had  on  a  pair  of  worn  sneakers  that  had  seen 
their  best  days  many-a-moon  ago.  And  yet  he  did  not 
seem  to  mind  his  dilapitated  appearance  but  only  be¬ 
came  more  intent  on  the  view  before  him. 
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His  little  sister,  like  him,  was  watching  the  toy-filled 
window — eyes  round  with  wonderment.  She  was  a  very 
petite  child,  with  her  head  covered  by  a  faded  kerchiei 
that  failed  to  keep  hidden  a  few  stray  locks  of  chestnut 
brown  hair  that  persisted  in  falling  over  her  forehead, 
iier  tattered  jacket  was  insufficient  clothing  and  she 
stood  close  to  her  brother  in  anticipation  of  more 
warmth.  A  rather  forlorn  plaid  skirt  coming  to  the  top  ot 
her  knees  was  met  by  one  long  gray  stocking;  the  hose 
ot  the  other  leg  being  minus  support  had  fallen  to  her 
ankle,  showing  a  thin  spindling  leg.  With  a  red  mittened 
paw  she  clutched  fiercely,  yet  lovingly,  a  faded  rag  doll 
to  her  thin  breast. 

Their  noses  hard  against  the  glass,  the  two  urchins 
peered  through  the  window — into  fairyland.  The  little 
boy’s  somber  eyes  followed  an  electric  train  winding  in 
and  out  around  the  great  Christmas  tree.  He  saw  a 
shiny  red  wagon  that  seemed  to  be  calling  out  for  an 
owner.  There  was  a  cowboy  suit  with  a  real  pony-hair 
vest  having  a  silver  pistol  with  a  diamond  set  butt  in  u 
leather  holster.  A  iootball,  jack  knives,  a  fishing  rod 
were  there  all  waiting  10  be  spoken  for  along  with  a 
pogo  stick,  scooter  and  small  airplanes.  When  his  wist- 
lul  eyes  fell  upon  a  gleaming  Dicycle,  he  quickly  put  a 
grubby  fist  to  his  lace  and  w  iped  away  an  escaped  tear. 

As  she  focused  her  eyes  on  a  beautiful  doll  with  “real 
hail  "  and  a  fur  jacket,  the  smaller  child  heaved  a  long¬ 
ing  sigh  and  held  her  own  bedraggled  love  closer.  There 
was  a  shiny  set  of  cooking  dishes  along  with  an  electric 
stove  that  glowed  with  real  heat.  A  large  wooly  kitten 
was  intently  watching  a  silver  music  box  which  played 
a  dainty  little  minuet  over  and  over.  Taking  the  scene 
all  in,  her  lips  began  to  quiver.  Her  brother  noticing 
spoke  quickly  in  a  none  too  steady  voice,  “Don  t 
cry,  Jennie.  Maybe — well  maybe  Santa  Claus  won’t  for¬ 
get  us  this  year.”  He  took  her  mittened  hand  into  his 
and  began  to  make  his  way  back  into  the  swarm  ot 
passers-by. 

Suddenly  the  small  child  exclaimed  in  a  high  voice, 
“Look!"  Her  brother  obediently  looked  where  she’d 
indicated  and  saw  a  diminutive  yellow  puppy,  all 
round  and  fuzzy  huddled  close  to  the  wall  not  four  feet 
away.  His  fur  was  matted  and  caked  with  sticky  snow 
and  he  had  big  bewildered,  brown  eyes.  Shivering,  he 
made  no  motion  to  struggle  away  as  the  boy  picked  him 
up,  but  only  wagged  his  tail  faintly.  He  snuggled  down 
into  his  finders  thin  arms  and  stuck  his  cold,  damp  shoe- 
button  nose  into  the  child’s  face.  The  chapped  lips  of 
the  boy  parted  in  a  smile,  and  he  and  his  sister  began 
to  laugh  softly  at  the  armful. 

‘A  ou’re  a  sweet  puppy,  the  younger  of  the  two 
said,  lovingly  stroking  the  small  dog’s  head.  Then  not 
looking  at  her  brother  she  ventured,  “Wouldn’t  it  be 
nice  if  we  could  have  a  puppy  for  Christmas?  Oh,  'Tom¬ 
my,  do  you  suppose — do  you  think  we  could  take  him 
home?  l)o  you  Tommy?” 
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Tommy  answered  gruffly,  “He  s  not  ours,  Jennie. 

Jennie  began  to  cry.  “But  he’s  lost  and  he  11  catch 
cold  in  the  snow. 

Now  sobbing.  “Oh,  Tommy,  please,  please  couldn’t 
we  take  him  home?”  The  tears  left  little  streaks  where 
they  had  trickled  freely  down  her  pretty  face. 

The  boy  said  nothing.  He  looked  down  at  the  yel¬ 
low  pup  which  seemed  to  have  already  decided  that  this 
boy  was  to  he  his  lord  and  master.  A  long  minute  pass¬ 
ed,  then  turning  to  his  sister  he  said  slowly,  “All  right, 
Jennie.  We’ll  take  him  home  for  tonight,  anyway.” 

The  little  triumvirate  made  its  way  back  into  the 
milling  thong.  The  contented  yellow  puppy  in  his  arms, 
his  sister  by  his  side,  the  hoy  began  to  whistle — 

“Noel,  Noel,  Noel,  Noel 
Born  is  the  King  of  Israel.” 

Winnifred  Poland  42 


TOMORROW  THE  WHOLE  WORLD 

Yes,  1  remember  now.  I  was — what — about  twenty- 
one,  I  guess.  Just  twenty-one,  in  fact,  for  it  was  on  my 
birthday  that  we  had  that  terrible  accident.  Maybe  you 
read  about  it  in  your  newspapers — about  three  boys; 
all  were  believed  drowned  as  their  car  crashed  through 
the  bridge  railing  on  Canal  Street  and  plunged,  head¬ 
long,  into  the  river.  Poor  Ralph,  he  tried  so  hard  to 
keep  us  on  the  road,  and  Charlie  probably  never  knew 
about  it,  anyway.  He  was  sleeping.  It  really  does  come 
back  to  me  now,  all  so  clearly.  But  wait,  1  remember 
swimming  from  the  river,  but  what  on  earth  have  I  been 
doing  since  then?  The  newspaper  which  I  hold  in  my 
hand  is  dated  December  23,  1951.  That  makes  me  thirty- 
one  years  old.  What  have  1  been  doing? 

I  believe  that  I  will  take  a  little  saunter  down  the 
street  and  see  if  I  can  remember  any  more.  You  know, 
it  seems  so  odd  to  be  “myself”  once  again,  to  walk  along 
and  actually  see  something  that  looks  familiar.  That 
sign  reads  Pennsylvania  Avenue,  and — Ah,  here  we  are, 
Canal  Street.  I  think  I'll  venture  along  and  observe  the 
bridge  where  1  was  “killed.  There  isn't  much  to  it 
only  a  wooden  affair  with  two  sides,  but,  look,  carved 
here  in  the  side,  “The  water  passing  under  this  bridge, 
carries  with  it  the  memories  of  three  beloved  boys  of 
Washington.  Ralph  Gibson,  Charles  Spear,  and  Russell 
Coombs."  What!  Do  they  actually  believe  that  I  am 
dead!  Impossible!  Why,  I  am  just  as  alive  as  anyone. 
There  must  have  been  another  body  claimed  as  mine. 
Yes.  another  buried  in  my  name. 

1  turned  around  and  began  to  walk  in  the  general 
direction  of  the  center  of  town.  How  I  got  to  my  home 


town  and  when  is  still  an  unsolved  mystery.  I  surely 
couldn’t  have  been  here  for  ten  years.  However,  my 
memory  of  past  experiences  (up  until  1941)  had  come 
back  to  me  clearly  and  I  knew  my  way  around  town  like 
a  book. 

Well,  here  I  am  in  the  square.  There  isn’t  much 
change  in  anything  even  to  the  clothing,  although  it  does 
look  a  bit  backward.  It  seems  that  the  world  has  stop¬ 
ped  with  me.  I  notice  no  great  differences  like  those 
which  took  place  from  1930  to  1940,  except  one  thing; 
namely,  there  seem  to  be  quite  a  few  more  soldiers  pa¬ 
trolling  the  streets  now  than  in  1940.  True,  there  was 
Selective  Service  then,  but  the  soldiers  did  not  guard  the 
streets  such  as  they  are  guarding  them  now.  I  think  I’ll 
move  nearer  and  observe  one  of  the  guards  at  a  closer 
range. 

As  I  slowly  crept  over,  I  seemed  to  sense  an  odd 
feeling  which  kind  of  warned  me  to  stay  away.  How¬ 
ever,  not  heeding  this  warning,  I  moved  onward,  being 
more  careful  with  each  step. 

Wait,  he  starts  to  march  and  heaven  behold,  is  he 
joking — or  is  he  sincere?  He  is  walking  with  a  goose 
step!  Oh  Lord,  don’t  tell  me  that  it  has  actually  hap¬ 
pened — that,  which  back  in  1941  we  were  so  fearing  and 
which  we  knew  could  never  possibly  happen  here.  There 
was  only  one  way  to  find  out. 

1  turned  around  and  began  to  run.  Any  onlooker 
probably  would  have  thought  that  I  was  crazy,  but  1 
knew  well  where  I  was  going. 

After  five  minutes  I  arrived  at  my  destination,  the 
Capital  Building,  the  only  building  which  keeps  the  flag 
up  day  and  night,  rain  or  shine.  I  stood  in  front  of  its 
vast,  powerful  pillars  at  least  two  minutes  before  I  be¬ 
gan  to  raise  my  eyes  skyward.  Up,  up,  up,  I  gazed  until 
I  saw  the  roof  of  the  building  and  the  flag  waving. 

Yes,  I  knew  it;  I  knew  it.  No  longer  can  we  have 
our  freedom  and  our  flag,  the  greatest  blessings  owned 
by  anyone.  Now,  we  look  at  the  Nazi  swastika  flying 
from  every  public  building  in  town. 

We  had  been  warned  against  it,  but  yet  there  were 
those  who  insisted  that  we  were  safe  from  all  enemies, 
and  those  same  “fools’"  gathered  in  groups  and  talked 
against  our  president  and  European  policies — something 
which  divided  the  people  more  and  more  with  every 
speech.  1  suppose  we  owe  our  present  state  of  affairs  to 
them. 

I  moved  slowly  away  from  this  marvelous  building 
and  headed  in  the  general  direction  of  my  home  of  ten 
years  ago.  On  my  three  mile  journey  to  Massachusetts 
Avenue  I  must  have  passed  at  least  fifty  soldiers,  all 
marching  proudly  as  if  they  were  saying  with  each  up¬ 
sweep  of  the  leg,  “Today  we  own  Europe,  tomorrow  the 
whole  world.” 

Russell  Coombs  ’42 
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•  ALL  ANGELS  AREN’T  IN  HEAVEN” 

The  door  to  Rosie  Mulligan's  apartment  flew  open 
as  a  flashing  figure  in  green  dashed  madly  into  the  small 
room. 

“Rosie,  hey  Rosie,  will  ya  quit  gurglin’  in  that 
shower.  Come  an  hear  what  1  got  to  tell  you  shouted 
her  friend  Maisie. 

A  slightly  wet  and  disgruntled  figure  strode  chal- 
lengingly  out  into  the  middle  of  the  room,  leaving  a 
trail  of  water  in  her  wake. 

“Look  Maisie,”  she  stated  firmly,  "it  isn’t  as  if  1 
wasn’t  liking  you,  but  ya  hafta  quit  cornin’  in  here  like  a 
passin’  cyclone  just  when  I’m  doen’  somethin  I  shouldn  t 
be  disturbed  at.  It  isn’t  so  bad  this  time,  but  last  time, 
if  you  remember,  I  was  peacefully  stoopin  over  behind 
that  door  washin’  the  floor,  when  in  ya  flashes,  knockin’ 
me  over  head  first  inta  the  bucket  of  water.  1  get’s  a 
dented  nose  an  a  black  eye,  an  all  you  sez  is  scuse  me  . 
You  just  gotta  stop.” 

“Oh,  gee,  Rosie,”  petulantly,  “I’m  sorry,  honest,  but 
you  just  hear  what  1  got  to  tell  ya.  It’s  wonderful.  Here, 
sit  down”.  Wherewith  she  vigorously  pushed  the  re¬ 
luctant  Rosie  into  a  chair,  nearly  separating  her  head 
from  her  shoulders. 

“Omph!  Masie!”  with  a  sigh  of  disgust  she  asked 
wearily,  “Whatsit  this  time.  I  suppose  that  homely 
butcherboy  gave  ya  another  bouquet  of  frankfurters. 
Oh,  well — 

“Him!  Oh,  Rosie,  ya  misjudge  me,  that’s  what”, 
with  the  same  breath  she  announced  triumphantly,  “I’m 
gonna  take  ridin’  lessons  '. 

“Ridin’  what,  esculators”. 

“Horses,  silly”. 

“Horses!  ya  must  be  possessed.  Who  ever  heard 
of  ridin’  horses  when  cars  are  so  nice  and  comfy”. 

“Well  horses  isn’t  all  I’m  goin’  for — ”. 

“1  thought  so”. 

“  They  got  the  cutest  instructor  at  the  ridin’  school. 
He  looks  just  like  Robert  Taylor,  no  foolin’  Gee!  Won’t 
we  have  fun,  Rosie?  1  can  just  see  us,  them  horses,  and 
the  instructor. 

“Nope,  1  don’t  guess  he’d  like  to  have  you  ridin’ 
him  Maisie”. 

“Oh,  Rosie!  Sometime  I  wonder  about  yer  intellec¬ 
tuals.” 

“Well  whether  ya  ride  the  horse  or  the  instructor 
don’t  make  any  difference  to  me,  but  nobody’s  gonna 
get  me  on  one  a  those  four-footed  reducin  machines’  . 

“Oh  yes  you  are”. 

“Oh  no  I’m  not”. 

And  so  the  battle  was  waged,  far  into  the  night. 

\ext  day  we  see  two  figures  leaning  sceptically 
against  a  fence,  enclosing  a  few  grazing  horses. 

“They  look  gentle,  don't  they  Rosie”. 

“Ya,  like  my  Dad’s  watchdog”. 

“Sh-h,  here  comes  the  instructor,  ain’t  he  cute? 


“Ya,  like—” 

“Neva  mind.  Ahem,  are  you  the  gen-tle-man  that  s 
going  to  teach  us  how  to  ride? 

"I'm  terribly  sorry,  but  1  have  to  leach  a  group  oi 
young  people  today,  but  you  11  find  horses  all  saddled 
for  you  over  by  the  stables,  and  with  that  he  walked 
away. 

"Psst.  Hey,  Maisie,  we  can  go  home  now,  huh? 

“No,  as  long  as  we're  here  we  might  as  well  ride. 

“I’m  not,  no  sir.  As  it  is  1  ain’t  got  no  hopes  of 
gett’in’  my  old  age  pension  with  you  breezin’  through 
my  doors.” 

How  long  ya  think  I'd  last  ridin'  those  hay  burners.” 

"Why  Rosie,  you’d  make  a  swell  eques  —  eques  - 
well  you  d  make  a  good  horse  rider.” 

Giving  up  hope  Rosie  walked  with  Maisie  toward 
the  waiting  horses. 

“Hey,  Maisie,  where’s  the  step  ladder?” 

“Step  ladder?  Whatcha’  want  that  for?” 

“How  else  ya  think  I’m  gonna  get  on  this  thing? 

“Put  your  toot  in  the — the  stirrup  stupid.” 

“Right  there,  that  thing  hangin’  down.” 

“Oh,  Hey  I  thought  they  called  that  a  tail. 

“Oh-h-h.” 

“All  right,  1  got  it,  this  thing.” 

“Now,  stick  your  foot  in  and  jump  up.” 

"Just  like  the  Lone  Ranger  only  he  jumps  over  the 
— over  the  back  ot  the  horse.”  With  a  mighty  heave, 
Rosie  launched  herself  into  the  saddle,  but  there  seemed 
to  be  some  difficulty. 

“Maisie — Maisie,  where’s  his  head  gone  to.  I  can’t 
find  his  head.” 

“Na  dope,  your  on  backwards,  turn  around.” 

Finally  the  chagrined  girls  started  on  their  wray  hav¬ 
ing  great  difficulty  trying  to  bounce  at  the  same  instant 
their  horses  did.  So  engrossed  were  the  girls  in  trying 
to  keep  their  unsteady  seat,  they  hadn’t  noticed  they  were 
wandering  out  into  a  field. 

“Ya  know'  Rosie,  I’d  like  to  try  gallopin’  like  them 
distressed  damsels  in  the  movies.” 

“They  won’t  be  half  as  distressed  as  I  am.  Ain't 
you  got  no  feelings  Maisie?” 

"Sure,  but  where  I  got  ’em  they  don’t  show.” 

Without  further  ado  she  started  her  horse  gallop¬ 
ing.  As  though  taking  a  signal  from  Maisie’s  horse, 
Rosie's  horse  followed  suit.  Looking  back  Maisie  per¬ 
ceived  Rosie  struggling  vainly  to  slay  in  the  saddle. 

“Rosie,  hang  on  la  the  reins.” 

“If  1-1-1  ever  gel  near  enough  to  the  s-s-saddle  1 
won’t  b-b-bother  with  them  tilings.  I  ley  horse,  hey  you. 
I’m  wornin’  y-ya.  Don’t  jump  o-over  that  hedge.  1 
ain’t  goin  with  ya  if  ya  do.  Come  on  now,  ain’t  it  jest 
as-as  easy  to  go  around  huh!  Oh  Ma-a-sie,  where’s  the 
brake  on  this  thing.  Oh  gee,  Maisie’s  gone.  Hey  stop- 
sto-o-o-p ! 

lb*  did,  bill  with  such  abruptness  that  he  threw  the 
unsuspecting  Rosie  flying  over  the  hedge.  Came  a  loud 
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splash,  a  thud,  silence,  then  a  slight  gurgling  moan.  Peer¬ 
ing  slowly  over  the  hedge  appeared  the  head  of  Maisie. 
There  she  beheld  Rosie  stretched  out  in  a  mud  puddle, 
supporting  her  head  in  one  hand,  drumming  the  ground 
with  the  other.  Mud  was  oozing  from  all  parts  of  her. 
Rosie,  with  a  great  effort  to  control  the  anger  in  her 
voice  asked  tightly,  “What  was  that  horse’s  name?” 

Not  at  all  understanding  this  question,  Maisie  timid¬ 
ly  answered,  “Angel. 

A  loud  splash  followed  by  a  thud.  Mud  oozed  over 
a  prostrate  form.  It  really  was  more  than  anyone  could 
stand. 

Betty  Campbell  '42 


THE  DOORS  SWING  IN  AND  OUT 

Trees  are  living  things;  but  did  you  know  thaL 
doors,  into  which  trees  are  made,  are  also  alive?  \^e 
are  a  pair  of  such  doors,  swinging  in  and  out  in  the 
lower  hall  of  the  Reading  High  School.  Through  our 
portals  pass  many  interesting  people,  who  reveal  to  our 
ever-alert  ears,  snatches  of  private  and  personal  infor¬ 
mation.  Each  September  finds  a  new  batch  of  young, 
frightened  Sophomores,  usually  going  the  wrong  way, 
but  it  won’t  be  long  before  they  become  accustomed  to 
us  and  are  really  veterans. 

We  think  a  typical  day  in  our  lives  might  be  inter¬ 
esting  to  you,  who  have  always  considered  doors  as  in¬ 
animate  objects. 

It’s  always  hard  to  get  started  the  first  thing  in  the 
morning,  so  it  is  with  extra  effort  that  our  first  two 
“passers”  give  us  our  initial  push  of  the  day  about  6:30. 
Soon  we  begin  to  feel  warmer,  so  we  know  that  our  two 
overalled  friends  are  hard  at  work. 

Next  comes  the  dark-haired  lady  with  her  cleaning 
equipment.  What  a  funny  looking  contraption  she  is 
carrying!  Is  it  a  vacuum  cleaner?  It  must  be,  for  now 
she  is  busily  cleaning  the  hall  and  stairs  with  it. 

At  7 :45  our  busy  day  actually  begins  as  teachers 
and  pupils  arrive.  Dejected  boys  and  freezing  girls  push 
us  as  if  we  were  a  pair  of  punching-bags.  Timid  Sopho¬ 
mores  appear  frightened  lest  they  get  caught  between  us. 
High  and  mighty  Seniors  push  us  aside  with  great  in¬ 
difference  and  saunter  through.  No  matter  how  slowly 
they  go,  their  lofty  altitude  prevents  their  getting  caught. 

The  first  of  the  male  members  of  the  Faculty  to  ar¬ 
rive  is  one  who  is  a  very  early  riser.  He  always  has  a 
“bunch”  of  kids,  to  whom  he  is  kind  enough  to  give  a 
lift  in  his  spacious  limousine. 

It  is  not  long  before  a  trio  of  male  Faculty  wanders 
by.  First,  the  one  with  numbered  locks  and  a  paint 
brush  over  his  ear ;  next  the  one-gray-streak,  dark-haired 
one  with  the  nice,  deep  voice;  and  then  the  one  who 
seems  to  be  head  traffic  officer  around  here,  whose  nice 
eyes  seem  to  change  w  ith  the  color  of  his  suit.  One  w  ith 
attractive,  gra\  wav)  hair  comes  by,  chattering  about 
H20  etc. — we  think  he  must  be  some  sort  of  a  Laplander, 


because  of  his  strange  language.  With  him  is  the  one 
who  is  always  chosen  favorite  man  teacher,  by  the 
Seniors — we  think  their  choice  is  excellent!  Here  comes 
a  tall  one — he  hopes  the  team  will  win  its  next  game — 
but  we  know'  they  always  come  through  on  top.  And  who 
is  that  tall,  good  looking  one,  who  glances  into  Room  1 
as  he  passes? 

The  women  of  the  Faculty  hurry  into  the  Women 
Teachers’  Room  to  doff  their  hats  and  don  their  make-up 
or  fix  that  stray  lock,  as  the  case  may  be.  Some  of  them 
hail  from  parts  north;  namely,  that  quiet  trio  one  or 
whom  seems  to  be  bringing  in  a  live  frog.  Two  more 
people  have  joined  the  group,  one  is  the  pretty  blonde 
secretary  and  the  pert  and  pretty  little  teacher  with  the 
braided  hair-do.  Here  comes  the  teacher  with  the 
whistle  around  her  neck,  and  the  tall  one  who  has  been 
among  the  missing  for  so  long.  Some  day  we’re  going 
to  catch  her  between  us  and  make  her  tell  us  of  her  won¬ 
derful  trip  to  South  America.  Then  there  is  our  faith¬ 
ful  head  secretary  who  knows  everyone  and  never  gets 
impatient.  Well,  who  is  this  coming?  Oh,  now  we 
know — the  typing  teachers  who,  although  some  of  the 
pupils  can  still  do  only  15  wrords  a  minute  after  throe 
years  of  typing,  are  always  smiling. 

After  the  8:15  bell,  we  have  time  in  which  to  rest. 
The  secretaries  are  the  only  ones  for  whom  we  have  to 
work,  and  that  is  a  pleasure.  But  we  are  brought  to 
consciousness  by  a  roar  which  could  only  be  outdone  by 
a  Blitzkrieg!  We  stiffen  ourselves  for  the  onslaught  but 
are  surprised  to  find  ourselves  held  back  by  traffic  lead¬ 
ers.  Ihus  we  are  saved  another  kicking  and  banging. 
Another  such  roar  announces  lunch  periods.  Then  an¬ 
other  lull. 

But  attention,  me  lads!  Approaching,  with  silent 
step,  we  see  our  boss,  the  head-master,  and  with  him  is — 
yes,  with  him  is  his  boss.  They  are  apparently  conferr¬ 
ing  upon  the  date  of  a  Teachers’  Meeting,  but,  as  door 
to  door,  we  think  ’tis  a  fishing  date  which  is  under  dis 
cussion. 

At  last  ’tis  time  for  the  2:30  bell  and  how  we  dread 
that!  Our  greatest  blows  and  bangs  come  at  this  time  as 
the  pupils  seem  to  feel  that  we  are  keeping  them  from 
their  freedom  and  the  outdoors. 

After  the  mass  exit,  the  speed  of  our  hinges  slows 
down  and  we  have  time  to  listen  to  the  various  noises 
around  us.  From  the  old  library  we  hear  the  band  re¬ 
peating  one  strain  until  our  nerves  begin  to  crack.  We 
can  well  imagine  the  unmanageable  lock  of  hair  of  the 
maestro  bobbing  up  and  down.  The  rhythmical  click  of 
typewriters  from  Room  5  is  pleasant  but  monotonous. 
From  Room  4  we  hear  the  usual  lecture  for  those  in 
detention. 

Three  Seniors  come  down  the  hall  and  stop.  They 
lean  against  us  and  we  feel  that  we  are  about  to  learn 
some  secrets.  “Girls,  you  should  have  been  with  us  last 
night!  Such  wavy  hair!  Is  he  grand!”  and  so  on  anti 
on  until  our  bones  begin  to  ache  and  we  give  them  a 
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gentle  shove  which  reminds  them  to  be  on  their  way. 

Just  as  we  think  we  have  passed  saiely  through  an¬ 
other  day,  band  lets  out  and  some  young  husky,  whose 
thoughts  are  on  skating  rather  than  music,  gives  us  an 
extra  hard  kick  which  almost  cracks  our  glass. 

The  town  clock  is  striking  5:00.  All  of  the  pupils 
and  teachers  have  left.  Soon  the  blue  overalled  man 
closes  us  for  the  day,  and  we  think  we  detect  a  sigh  ot 
relief  from  him  as  we  say  "Good-night,  Charlie! 

Beverly  Winn  42 


STAGE  FRIGHT 

1  feel  so  weak,  so  sick  at  heart 
I'll  probably  faint  before  I  start, 

Oh,  if  I  could  but  trade  my  place 
With  Percy  Jones  or  Mr.  Chase, 

Or  even  that  old  lady  there, 

With  wrinkled  face  and  stringy  hair. 

Those  thousand  people,  they  can't  see 
The  agony  that’s  here  in  me. 

Now  let  me  think  .  .  .  how  does  it  go? 

“My  dearest  friends,  as  you  all  know  .  .  .” 

Dear  me,  I'm  saying  Mary’s  line. 

1  must  remember  which  is  mine. 

I’m  sure  the  crowd  would  all  retreat 
If  once  we  started  to  repeat. 

Oh,  misery,  why  did  1  say 
I’d  take  a  part  in  this  darn  play. 

Nancy  Holcomb  42 


A  NEW  “SLANT”  ON  SCHOOL 

There’s  just  a  little  over  a  half  year  of  school  left 
for  us!  Let’s  make  this  half  the  greatest  half  year  we 
have  ever  experienced!  Let's  change  it,  so  that  we’ll 
want  to  go  to  school  and  actually  look  forward  to  our 
classes!  Impossible?  Not  at  all.  In  fact  many  of  us 
already  feel  this  way. 

The  formula  for  this  is  simple.  All  we  need  to  do 
is  to  stop  being  afraid  of  work.  So  many  of  us  are  afraid 
of  working,  afraid  of  learning  something,  afraid  of  do¬ 
ing  what’s  required  let  alone  any  extra  work.  We  come 
into  classroom,  sit  down,  and  say,  “All  right,  I’m  here, 
now  teach  me  something.  What  a  difference  it  would 
make  if  we  got  rid  of  this  defensive  attitude.  We  should 
say,  “What  is  he  trying  to  teach  or  what  is  he  trying  to 
point  out?”  Then,  with  a  bit  of  work,  we  could  co¬ 
operate  with  the  teacher  and  learn  what  he  wants  us  to 
learn!  We  ought  to  remember  that  teachers  are  human 
and  have  certain  things  which  they  have  to  teach.  We 
should  learn  that  just  a  bit  of  work,  just  a  little  effort 
on  our  part  would  make  the  classrooms  much  more  live¬ 
able  for  both  ourselves  and  the  teacher. 

We  should  try  to  get  along  better  not  only  with  our 
teachers,  but  also  with  ourselves.  Now  this  may  also 
mean  a  bit  of  work  on  our  part;  but  we  should  appreci¬ 


ate  the  fact  that  in  school  we  re  all  working  for  the  same 
end,  and  this  end  can  be  achieved  a  lot  easier  if  we  work, 
together. 

Doesnl  this  sound  like  a  good  idea.''  1  think  its 
worth  a  try. 

Richard  Bowser  42 


THE  “BISMARCK” 

A  gallant  ship,  was  the  battle-cruiser,  "Hood,’ 

For  the  might  of  the  British  Navy,  she  firmly  stood. 
Thick  was  her  armor  and  great  her  fire-power. 

Directed  from  her  high  control  tower. 

But  one  cold  day  in  North  Atlantic  waters, 

The  entire  crew  was  called  to  battle  quarters. 

Upon  the  distant  horizon  could  clearly  be  seen 
High  cold  steel  masts  above  the  rolling  greeji. 

A  great  ship,  and  protecting  cruisers,  too, 

The  “Bismarck”  was  a  “name”  whispered  among  the 
crew 

Hooray!  Our  chance  has  come  at  last! 

But  if  we  wish  to  sink  her,  we  must  all  work  fast. 

Crash!  and  there  came  a  storm  of  heavy  shells 
Screaming  overhead,  into  the  sea  they  fell. 

Great  geysers  around  the  ship  soon  began  to  appear, 
Into  the  men’s  hearts,  they  struck  not  hope  but  fear. 
Boom!  replied  the  “Hood  s”  fifteen  inch  guns, 

And  shot  forth  eight  shells,  which  totaled  nine  tons. 
There,  that  will  give  them  a  sample  of  our  might. 

That  was  but  the  start  of  the  “Hood's  '  last  fight. 

The  great  ships  exchanged  many  salvos  of  shells, 

Closer  and  closer  to  each  ship  the  discharges  fell. 
Important  sections  of  the  vessels  were  soon  struck, 

It  seemed  as  though  the  Nazis  had  the  advantage  and  the 
luck. 

Suddenly  the  “Hood”  shook  along  her  entire  great  length, 
A  hit  in  the  magazine,  single  source  of  her  great  strength, 
The  armor  here  had  been  fashioned  much  too  light, 

This  error  in  design  marked  the  event  to  end  the  fight. 
H.  M.  S.  "Hood”  was  literally  blown  to  bits, 

By  the  “Bismarck’s”  numberless  true  hits. 

After  a  great  roar  she  settled  into  the  deep, 

And  with  her,  eighteen  hundred  men,  it  is  for  them  we 
weep. 

The  victorious  Germans  could  not  now  rest  in  ease, 

For  somewhere,  other  British  ships  lay  in  those  troubled 
seas. 

The  "King  George  ,  “Warspite”,  and  “Rodney”  were 
near  they  also  knew, 

To  steam  for  conquered  France  was  the  safest  thing  to 
do. 

The  celebrated  “Bismarck  never  reached  France, 

She  also  was  destroyed — she  took  too  great  a  chance, 

For  on  fhe  way  she  met  a  large  part  of  the  British  fleet, 
Her  gjeal  victory  thus  ended  in  her  own  complete  de¬ 
feat.  .  c 

Harold  Holmes  ’42 
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ALL  THAT  IS  LEFT— MEMORIES 

The  luxurious  apartment  looked  very  strange  these 
days.  It  had  the  appearance  of  a  ghost-house;  a  cold, 
forbidding,  but  luxurious  ghost-house.  Therese  was 
curled  up  in  her  father’s  favorite  arm  chair.  Her 
thoughts  were  vague  for  it  didn't  pay  to  think  any  more, 
t  hat  morning,  a  glass  of  cold  water  had  been  her  break- 
last;  for  the  month’s  supply  of  food  lasted,  with  careful 
planning,  about  two  weeks.  She  looked  around  the  spaci¬ 
ous  drawing-room.  A  table,  two  chairs,  a  bench,  and  her 
father’s  arm  chair  looked  lost  in  the  vast  space.  No 
rugs,  no  lamps,  no  extras  ol  any  kind  were  found  here. 
Where  were  these  things?  Wouldn’t  you  rather  burn 
useless  furniture  than  stand  in  line  for  hours  in  the  snow 
and  slush  lor  a  mere  three  logs  of  wood?  Therese  look¬ 
ed  down  at  her  red  hands.  Her  hands  crept  slowly  to  her 
lace.  It  was  repulsive!  She,  who  had  used  the  best 
creams  and  soaps,  now  used  yellow  laundry  soap  which 
was  rationed  ouL  in  small  quantities! 

The  maid  should  have  returned  by  now.  Therese 
knew'  that  it  meant  there  would  be  no  food  today.  Funny 
how  after  a  while  disappointments  don’t  penetrate  the 
shell  that  you've  formed.  People  thought  it  strange  that 
she  had  a  maid.  Strange  indeed!  Where  was  Marie  to 
go?  Two  women  might  as  well  be  frightened  and  starved 
together  as  alone.  Marie  shouldn’t  stand  out  in  this 
cold  so  long.  Perhaps  some  of  her  friends  had  something 
to  eat — a  snake  or  turtle!  Nothing  was  disgusting  any 
more. 

Sitting  in  her  chair  Therese  heard  the  clump-clump 
of  the  soldiers  boots  on  the  Rue  de  la  Paix.  The  Army 
of  Occupation  inarching  on  the  Rue  de  la  Paix.  Ironical 
thought!  Those  beautiful  leather  boots  of  the  Germans 
made  a  strange  sound,  for  the  French  had  had  to  go  back 
to  the  customs  of  their  ancestors  and  wear  sabots. 

Two  weeks  more  to  Christmas!  Two  more  weeks 
like  the  past  innumerable  weeks.  Noel  would  be  a  real 
joy  this  year,  n’est-ce  pas?  Memories  hurt  but  still  they 
are  to  be  cherished.  Her  mind  went  slowly  back  to 
Christmas  Eve  several  years  ago.  Mother,  Dad,  Maurice, 
and  little  1  herese  grouped  about  the  roaring  lire.  After 
church  a  huge  party  had  taken  place  and  the  family 
celebrated  its  Christmas  together,  joyfully  and  lovingly. 

Therese  dreamed  on — suddenly  her  thoughts  were 
interrupted.  ‘T  beg  pardon,  mademoiselle,  but  1  stood 
in  line  so  long!  The  Germans  bought  all  the  food  for  a 
party  and  there  is  none  left.  1  protested  and  said  they 
had  no  right  but  -  -  - 

Barbara  Davis  ’42 


SMOKE-JUMPERS 

Although  still  in  the  experimental  stage,  the  use  of 
parachuting  lire  fighters  by  the  United  States  Forestry 
Service,  has  been  very  successful.  After  sixty  experi¬ 
mental  jumps  in  1939,  several  units  were  established  in 


1940.  This  year,  there  are  a  few  units  stationed  at 
Missoula,  Montana. 

A  smoke-jumper’s  equipment  includes  everything 
from  a  football  helmet  and  wire  screen  to  protect  his 
lace,  to  ankle  supports  and  portable  two-way  radios,  to 
communicate  with  the  plane. 

Fire-fighting  experience,  alertness,  steady  nerves, 
and  skill,  are  required  for  a  would-be  smoke-jumper. 
Men  must  be  in  top-notch  physical  condition,  to  with¬ 
stand  the  rigors  of  jumping  and  still  be  able  to  fight  a 
rue,  long,  grueling  hours,  while  waiting  for  assistance  to 
come  by  foot  and  pack  trains.  Each  juniper  is  qualified 
to  boss  and  organize  a  large  crew  of  fighters. 

borne  fires  caused  by  natural  elements,  such  as 
lightning,  would  require  days  to  reach  by  horseback, 
through  the  use  of  the  parachuting  fighters,  who  can 
be  on  the  spot  in  a  lew  minutes,  a  small  blaze  that  might 
otherwise  spread  over  miles  of  territory,  can  be  kept 
under  control.  With  this  new  method  of  fire-fighting,  the 
United  btates  Forestry  Service  hopes  to  save  millions  of 
dollars’  worth  of  the  nations’  vital  timber  resources. 

Ralph  Gibson  ’42 


THE  FUTILITY  OF  WAR 

(As  told  by  the  village  patriarch  to  his  adolescent  grand¬ 
son  ) 

“The  sun  rose  low  in  the  cloudless  sky; 

The  birds  were  quiet  o’erhead; 

The  trees  stood  bare  in  the  autumn  air 
As  if  ’twas  the  home  of  the  dead. 

In  truth,  it  was;  for  the  day  before 
At  the  house  of  the  noonday  call, 

Came  the  bugles  note,  like  the  call  of  death, 
Summoning,  ordering  all. 

Like  the  call  of  death  was  this  call  to  life, 

1  hat  pierced  the  air  so  clear ; 

A  call  for  help  and  a  call  to  arms, 

Stabbing  every  ear. 

From  the  peaceful  homes  that  had  ne’er  seen  war, 
Came  the  people  of  the  land. 

Be  armed  was  the  call,  and  thus,  they  came, 

With  weapons  in  either  hand. 

1  he  youth,  the  inexperienced  youth, 

With  reckless  hearts,  and  daring 
Rushed  forth  in  haste  Lo  join  the  fray, 

Without  a  thought  or  caring. 

Wiser  men,  the  middle  aged, 

Strode  on  with  solemn  gate. 

They  knew  that  yonder  in  that  field, 

Many  would  meet  their  fate. 

But  bravely,  all  both  young  and  old, 

Went  forth  to  meet  the  foe; 

And  ne’er  a  single  one  was  left, 

Who  was  afraid  to  go. 

On  they  marched  and  on  still  farther, 
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Till  at  last  the  field  was  seen; 

The  place  where  men  would  fight  each  other 
Not  yet  bloodstained  was  the  green. 

A  halt  was  called;  a  camp  was  made 
The  weary  men  sought  rest, 

But  out  of  the  night  came  the  enemy  force, 
Prepared  to  fight  their  best. 

With  horses  and  men  and  glistening  arms, 

The  columns  onward  sped. 

And  though  the  men  fought  bravely  on, 

Many  a  soul  had  fled. 

Such  was  the  strength  of  the  enemy  troops 
That  the  men  were  overcome, 

And  all  but  the  dead  were  taken  away 
To  be  killed  at  the  roll  of  a  drum. 

Thus  was  the  battle,  and  still  I  lived  on; 

Around  me  lay  the  dead, 

Without  a  leg,  without  an  arm, 

And  some  without  a  head. 

The  beautiful  turf  of  the  once-green  field 
Was  now  just  blood  soaked  slime. 

At  last  sweet  Morpheus  took  my  soul 
And  1  lost  sight  of  time. 

It  was  on  the  day,  described  before 

When  1  at  last  awoke 

Next  to  me  my  best  friend  lay; 

In  blood  completely  soaked. 

In  that  one  moment  I  grew  old; 

I  aged  a  million  years. 

1  resolved  that  ne’er  again  shall  fight 
This  man  for  his  fine  peers. 

The  thought  of  war  still  chills  my  heart, 

’Cause  the  horrors  of  the  strife 
Come  not  alone  to  the  wounded  men 
And  he  who  lost  his  life. 

But  to  friends  and  kinsmen  left  at  home 
Whose  sorrow  never  ends 
And  to  whom  each  day  brings  memories 
Of  those  dearest,  war-killed  friends. 

So  heed,  my  son,  and  use  your  strength 
For  better  things  than  war 
For  peaceful  things;  for  man’s  advance 
But  be  loyal  to  the  core. 

If  an  enemy  tries  to  take  our  shore 
However,  turn  and  fight 
To  protect  our  land  from  warlike  hounds 
And  keep  our  freedom  bright. 

An  offensive  war,  though,  never  make 
Think  first  what  it  will  cost, 

Not  in  money,  but  in  grief 
And  human  life  soon  lost. 

That  is  all  for  now,  my  son 
We  must  be  on  our  way 
But  if  a  crisis  e‘er  should  come 
Remember, 

“War  Won’t  Pay” 

E.  Carroll  Magison  ’44 
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BERLIN  DIARY 

Berlin  Diary  by  William  L.  Shirer,  a  very  brilliant 
foreign  correspondent,  is  hailed  by  critics  as  one  of  the 
best  books  written  on  the  present  European  war.  The 
Berlin  Diary  is  divided  into  two  parts — Prelude  to  the 
War  and  The  War  up  to  1941.  William  Shirer  seems  to 
have  seen  everything  of  importance  in  the  war.  He  saw 
Vienna  overwhelmed;  he  was  in  Czechoslavakia’s  capi¬ 
tal  when  that  country  fell;  he  saw  actual  battles  in  Po¬ 
land  and  Belgium;  he  scooped  the  world  with  news  of 
the  signing  of  the  French  peace  treaty  at  Compiegne. 
Many  times  he  has  seen  Hitler  and  Chamberlain  and  has 
spoken  to  such  great  men  as  Goering,  Goebhels,  Ribben- 
trop,  Raymond  Gram  Swing,  John  Winant,  and  William 
Bullitt. 

In  this  book  the  author  tells  a  revealing  story  of  the 
conditions  in  Germany  and  German  occupied  lands.  The 
German  people  were  not  very  enthusiastic  when  the  news 
that  war  had  been  declared  was  made  known  to  them. 
The  Germans  are  forbidden  to  listen  to  foreign  radio 
reports  on  penalty  of  death.  Some  listen,  however,  and 
it  is  a  rare  day,  that  Himmler  who  has  the  power  to  put 
any  German  to  death,  doesn’t  prosecute  someone.  The 
papers  play  up  many  lies  favorable  to  Germany  which 
most  of  the  Germans  believe.  Shirer  says  that  for  the 
most  part  the  army  tells  the  truth,  the  navy  exaggerates, 
and  the  air  force  just  tells  lies.  Whenever  a  German 
goes  into  a  foreign  country  (that  is  if  Germany  hasn’t 
happened  to  have  invaded  it)  he  immediately  buys  cig¬ 
arettes,  other  luxuries,  food,  and  clothes. 

William  Shirer  chides  the  allies  for  being  so  slon 
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and  for  allowing  Hitler  “to  get  away  with  so  much.  "  He 
also  finds  it  surprising  that  all  the  small  countries 
neither  make  preparations  for  war  nor  join  each  other  to 
make  a  combined  force  against  Germany. 

One  of  Shirer’s  chief  reasons  for  coming  home  was 
because  he  was  severely  censored.  When  he  returned  to 
America  to  write  the  Berlin  Diary  he  didn't  expect  to  go 
back  to  Germany  for  a  long  while. 

Helen  Poland  43 


THE  KEYS  OF  THE  KINGDOM 
A.  J.  Cronin 

Exactly  ten  years  ago  A.  J.  Cronin  wrote  his  first 
novel  Hatter's  Castle.  Now  he  has  added  The  Keys  of 
the  Kingdom  to  his  brilliant  achievements.  It  is  a  bio¬ 
graphical  novel,  more  significant  than  any  other  by  rea¬ 
son  of  its  spiritual  quality. 

It  is  an  account  of  the  life  of  Francis  Chisholm 
which  starts  with  his  boyhood  in  Tweedside,  a  Scottish 
oorder  town.  In  much  the  same  style  as  Dickens,  his 
childhood  is  recounted  with  vivid  reality.  The  death  of 
boLh  parents  and  his  childhood  sweetheart  impel  him 
toward  the  priesthood,  in  which  he  goes  from  a  Scotch 
seminary  to  a  mission  in  Spain.  When  he  seems  a  failure 
to  many,  the  bishop,  who  understands  him,  offers  him  a 
vicariate  in  China,  a  thousand  miles  from  Tientsin.  Here 
for  thirty-five  years  he  struggles  against  famine,  plague, 
indifference,  bandits,  and  even  civil  war.  The  imagin¬ 
ary  diary  of  this  man  lends  an  aura  of  reality  to  the  tale. 

Father  Chisholm  is  a  complete  individualist  with  an 
unusual  mixture  of  childlike  simplicity  and  logical  di¬ 
rectness.  1  he  nuns  sent  to  him  from  Europe,  the  pagan 
peasants,  and  arrogant  officers  all  play  a  vital  part  in 
the  rapidly  moving  story. 

1  he  Dook,  although  not  of  modern  times,  presents 
a  picture  of  invigorating  courage.  Perhaps  when  you 
finish  the  book  you  will  say  as  did  Monseignor  Sleeth: 
“Oh,  Lord,  let  me  learn  something  from  this  old  man." 

Anne  Schaeffer  ’42 


“BLOOD,  SWEAT  AND  TEARS” 
by  Winston  Churchill 

Today,  at  the  helm  of  the  British  ship  of  state, 
there  stands  a  miraculous  statesman,  who  is  skillfully 
guiding  that  ship  llm.ugh  the  perils  and  reverses  that 
beset  England  in  its  tireless  quest  for  universal  liberty. 
T  hat  renowned  figure  is  Winston  Churchill,  the  personi¬ 
fication  of  the  British  attitude  of  perserverance,  whose 
remarkable  achievements  and  almost  incredible  under¬ 
standing  of  present  affairs  is  causing  the  world  to  recog¬ 
nize  him  as  much  more  than  an  ordinary  prime  minister. 

In  “Blood,  Sweat,  and  Tears”,  a  recent  volume  of 
Mr.  Churchill’-,  speeches,  it  is  the  display  of  his  unusual 
foresight  that  makes  the  book  so  very  interesting  and 


enlightening.  Each  development,  it  seems,  reveals  its 
true  import  to  his  keen  analysis  and,  therefore,  through 
the  eyes  of  this  astute  observer,  we  see  a  much  clearer 
picture  of  the  entire  war  situation,  and  the  significance 
of  each  event. 

Here,  too,  we  perceive  the  answers  to  the  very  popu¬ 
lar  questions,  “Why  did  England  do  this?”,  or  “Why  did 
England  hestitate?”,  for  the  able  Prime  Minister,  in  his 
rousing  addresses,  seldom  spares  the  truth  for  public 
opinion,  and  is  incessantly  rewarded  for  his  frankness, 
by  renewed  courage  and  determination  on  the  part  of 
the  populace.  Throughout  the  book  runs  the  tenor  of 
British  spirit,  resigned  to  “blood,  sweat  and  tears”  to 
gain  “victory  at  any  cost.” 

Kenneth  Brown  42 

“THE  RIVER  RISES” 

Helen  Abbott  Beals 

Three  towns  completely  under  w7ater!  No,  not  a 
flood  but  an  act  of  man  has  annihilated  the  quaint  old 
New  England  towns  as  well  as  their  people. 

David  Meade,  a  small  town  minister,  decides  that 
the  only  way  to  find  peace  for  his  distraught  nerves  is  to 
move  back  to  his  home  town,  Albany.  There  he  intends 
to  work  among  his  people,  his  very  own  people,  and  to 
bring  them  new  hope  and  new  happiness.  David  finds 
that  the  State  has  decided  to  use  Albany  and  several 
surrounding  towns  for  the  site  of  a  reservoir  which  is  to 
supply  water  to  Boston’s  population.  Albany  is  to  be 
completely  under  water!  Everyone  must  evacuate! 

At  first,  David,  through  his  preachings,  eggs  his 
parishioners  on  to  rebellion  against  the  State  but  his 
wife,  Kollice,  subtly  points  out  to  him  of  how  much  more 
assistance  he  can  be  to  his  people  by  showing  them  how 
to  accept  fate  with  a  forward  look. 

The  entire  book  revolves  around  this  final  year 
which  is  left  for  Albany.  The  characters  portrayed  arc 
real  New  England  folks  and  one  comes  to  know  these 
people  as  one  knows  one’s  own  neighbors.  This  incident 
that  brought  chaos  to  so  many  lives  makes  a  unique 
story. 

(Ed.  Note:  Helen  Abbott  Beals  is  a  native  of  Read¬ 
ing  and  was  head  of  the  English  Department  at  R.  H.  S. 
Her  family  still  reside*  here  and  many  Reading  citizens 
are  her  close  friends.  Mrs.  Beals  spent  many  hours  with 
engineers  who  were  building  the  dam  about  which  her 
book,  “ The  River  Rises,"  is  centered.) 

Barbara  Davis  ’42 


“SWAMP  WATER” 

Vereen  Bell,  a  native  of  Georgia  himself,  has  cap¬ 
tured  the  mood  of  the  mysterious  Okefenokee  Swamp 
located  in  Southern  Georgia  in  his  recent  hook  “Swamp 
Water”.  He  became  extremely  interested  in  this  little 
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( 


The  Pioneer 


explored  region  during  a  visit  a  few  years  back  when 
ne  was  captivated  by  the  air  of  wildness  which  still  sur¬ 
rounds  it  after  fifty  years  of  alligator  hunting,  trapping, 
and  logging.  After  talking  with  the  sturdy  people  in¬ 
habiting  its  fringes,  he  became  convinced  of  the  possi¬ 
bility  to  create  an  interesting  story  centering  around 
this  weird  region.  A  serial  version  of  “Swamp  Water 
was  given  in  the  Saturday  Evening  Post,  while  at  pres¬ 
ent  a  moving  picture  is  being  made  of  this  interesting 
and  educational  story. 

Ben  Ragon,  the  principal  character  of  this  absorb¬ 
ing  tale,  represents  a  typical  person  of  the  swamp  coun¬ 
try.  In  search  of  his  hunting  dog,  “Trouble”,  he  dares 
to  venture  into  the  very  heart  of  Okefenokee.  Unfortu¬ 
nately  at  the  same  time  a  supposed  killer,  lorn  Reefer, 
chose  the  vast  reaches  of  the  swamp  to  hide  from  the 
arm  of  justice.  It  is  not  too  great  a  surprise  therefore 
when  Ben  is  struck  down  from  behind  before  he  even 
had  a  chance  to  see  his  aggressor.  This  combination  of 
a  killer  and  a  courageous  swamp  lad  with  the  mysterious 
background  provided  by  the  great  Okefenokee  Swamp 
can  result  in  nothing  but  a  fascinating  story  which  holds 
your  attention  all  the  way  through. 

The  manner  of  speech  used  by  the  swamp  people 
may  surprise  you  at  first,  but  after  reading  a  little  while, 
you  will  come  to  enjoy  both  the  expressions  and  the 
people  who  use  them. 

Charles  Field  ’44 


“THIS  ABOVE  ALL” 


Eric  Knight 

“This  Above  All”  by  Eric  Knight  is  the  first  im¬ 
portant  novel  to  come  out  of  the  war  and  it  places  its 
author  among  the  best  of  young  English  writers.  The 
book  is  a  cleverly  written  and  sometimes  humorous  nar¬ 
rative  of  the  war  after  the  evacuation  of  Dunkirk. 

War  had  come  to  England,  and  blackouts  and  bomb¬ 
ing  raids  were  daily  occurrences  and  realities.  But  it 
was  still  new  and  unnerving  to  Prue  as  she  lay  awake 
in  the  darkness  and  heard  the  German  planes  overhead. 
The  action  of  this  unforgettable  love  story  of  Prue  and 
Clive,  both  in  uniforms  for  their  country  is  compressed 
within  one  tense  and  critical  month  in  the  late  summer 
of  1940. 

“This  Above  All  seems  to  have  something  import¬ 
ant  to  say  in  our  troubled  time.  It  brings  to  a  sharp 
focus  the  scene  of  a  nation  fighting  not  only  to  defend 
its  ancient  liberties  and  customs,  but  to  bring  to  birth 
the  new  and  better  England  that  is  yet  to  be. 

During  bis  lifetime,  Eric  Knight  has  been  touched 
by  all  England's  wars.  The  Boer  War  left  him  father¬ 
less.  He  served  four  years  of  the  first  World  War  and 
came  through  without  a  scratch  but  both  bis  brothers 
were  killed.  As  for  the  present  war — well  read  “This 
Above  All”. 


Elizabeth  White  ’43 


“I  WAS  WINSTON  CHURCHILL’S 
PRIVATE  SECRETARY” 

“I  Was  Winston  Churchill’s  Private  Secretary”  in¬ 
volves  the  story  of  Phyllis  Moir,  who  even  in  her  child¬ 
hood  had  admired  Winston  Churchill  as  her  hero.  When 
the  narrative  begins,  Miss  Moir  tells  of  her  personal  life 
and  of  her  positions  previous  to  that  of  Winston  Church¬ 
ill’s  private  secretary.  Her  work  in  former  years  had 
carried  her  to  various  parts  of  the  world,  which  had 
been  her  aim  in  life,  for  she  declared  that  if  it  were  im¬ 
possible  to  be  a  leading  figure,  the  next  best  thing  was 
that  in  the  wings — namely  a  private  secretary. 

While  Mr.  Churchill  was  traveling  in  America,  he 
advertised  his  need  for  an  assistant.  Learning  this,  Miss 
Moir  immediately  applied.  She  was  immediately  ac 
cepted,  not  because  of  her  experience  with  many  famous 
personages,  but  because  she,  too,  was  a  native  of  Eng¬ 
land.  It  is  of  her  experiences  with  Winston  Churchill 
himself  that  Miss  Moir  devotes  her  descriptions  and 
characterizations.  Scientifically  speaking,  she  decom¬ 
poses  him — that  is,  she  separates  one  personal  trait  from 
another,  fully  describes  each  one  with  anecdotes;  that  is, 
she  tells  of  the  man  himself,  his  family,  his  ancestry,  his 
appearance  and  actions,  his  humor  and  work,  his  numer¬ 
ous  hobbies  and  his  love  of  luxury.  As  these  facts  un¬ 
fold,  the  person  of  Winston  Churchill  is  revealed  and 
one  becomes  more  and  more  engrossed  in  this  very  in¬ 
teresting  book  about  a  very  famous  politician. 

Margaret  Ivers  ’43 


0  for  a  Booke  and  a  shadie  nooke,  eyther  in-a-doore  or 
out ; 

With  the  grene  leaves  whisp’ring  overhede,  or  the  Streeie 
cryes  all  about; 

Where  I  maie  Reade  all  at  my  ease,  both  of  the  Newe 
and  Olde; 

For  a  jollie  goode  Booke  whereon  to  looke  is  better  to 
me  than  Golde. 

John  Wilson 


EXPLANATION  OF  COVER 

The  cover  of  this  issue,  designed  by  Gloria  Shane, 
expresses  our  hope  that  the  star  of  truth  and  victory  foi 
the  right  will  throw  its  light  upon  the  world  bringing 
the  dove  of  peace  o’er  us  all. 
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VTHE  TRI-HI  began  this  year  with 

many  firm  resolutions  concerning 
its  activities.  The  meetings  thus 
far  have  been  business  meetings 
with  one  devoted  to  playing  basket¬ 
ball.  The  club  has  discussed  many 
ideas,  brilliant  and  otherwise.  The 
first  meeting  was  a  joint  one  with  Hi-Y.  Joseph  Ander¬ 
son,  president  of  the  Hi-Y  spoke  on  the  meaning  and 
origin  of  Tri-Hi-Y.  One  of  the  projects  for  the  year  is 
to  purchase  a  bond  which  will  be  donated  to  a  scholar¬ 
ship  fund  of  some  sort.  We  hope  Tri-Hi  will  be  stronger 
this  year  and  many  more  real  accomplishments  will  be 

Katherine  Maling  '42 


THE  A  CAPELLA  CHOIR’S  first 

appearance  of  the  year  was  at  a 

Sophomore  assembly  where  they 

proved  their  reputation  once 

more,  as  the  star  vocalists  of  the 
school.  Thirty-nine  strong,  they 
sang  again  on  October  thirtieth 
at  a  Junior  assembly.  After  their 
performance  at  this  assembly,  the 
choir  really  started  working;  learning  selections  from 

the  operas:  “Nabuco”,  ‘“The  Flying  Dutchman”,  and 

others.  These  are  to  be  sung  at  a  later  assembly.  Under 
ihe  professional  direction  of  Mr.  Peck,  and  accompanied 
by  pianists  Winnifred  Fowle,  Marilyn  Shapiro,  and  Jean 
Eisenhaure,  the  R.  11.  S.  A  Capella  Choir  will  surely  go 
places  this  year. 

Janet  Bird  ’44 


NE  WS 


THE  HI-Y  BOYS  so  far  this  year 
have  been  very  fortunate  in  the 
speakers  they  have  heard. 

At  our  first  meeting  Joseph  An¬ 
derson,  president  of  the  organiza¬ 
tion,  spoke  on  the  history  of  the 

Hi-Y. 

Reverend  Lawson  ot  the  Unitarian  Church  gave  us 
a  very  inspiring  talk  on  propaganda.  Mr.  Lehman, 
president  of  all  Massachusetts  Hi-Y  clubs,  came  and  told 
us  of  the  junctions  and  growth  of  Hi-Y. 

The  only  social  event  so  far  this  season  was  a  joint 
meeting  with  Tri-Hi. 

For  our  coming  schedule  we  have  an  induction  on 
November  18th.  At  this  meeting  new  members  will  be 
taken  into  the  club.  On  November  16th  we  are  to  attend 
the  meeting  of  the  “Mystic  Valley  Hi-Y”  of  which  Joseph 
Anderson  is  president.  December  5th,  6th,  and  7th  a  few 
of  our  members  are  going  to  attend  the  “Two  State 
Hi-Y”  convention. 

Steve  Callan  ’42 


THE  CAMERA  CLUB  with  Mr.  Bronner 
as  its  leader  meets  every  Thursday  night. 

The  second  meeting  was  an  election  at 
which  George  Arnold  became  president. 

At  our  last  meeting,  pictures  taken  of  the 
town  buildings  were  shown  by  the  mem¬ 
bers.  Kodaehromes  taken  by  Mr.  Bron¬ 
ner  were  also  on  display. 

We  hope  there  will  be  more  interest  shown  in  this 
new  organization,  for  if  there  is  a  large  enough  attend¬ 
ance,  the  school  will  purchase  darkroom  equipment  for 
the  club. 


George  Arnold  ’43 
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T he  P i o  n  e  e r 


WE  HEAR  THE  BAND  started  a 
lively  season  this  year  with  only 
twenty  members,  but  we  who  have 
heard  it  will  agree  that  under  the 
capable  direction  of  Mr.  Peck  it 
plays  as  well  as  in  previous  years. 


The  football  games  have  been  the  big  events  on  our 
calendar,  with  Elinor  Abbott,  our  strutting  leader.  Al¬ 
though  the  baton  squad  has  been  missing  this  year,  Jean 
Cleary  has  remained  faithful.  Together  with  Jackie 
Campbell,  our  petite  twirling  marvel,  the  two  make  a 
very  pretty  show.  Whenever  Reading  emerges  victorious 
the  band  marches  through  the  square  in  V  formation 
amid  the  din  of  horns  and  excited  voices.  . 


The  band  has  marched  twice  this  season  with  the 
Home  Defense  Corps.  On  Hallowe’en  night  the  band, 
cheerleaders,  and  football  squad  paraded  from  R.  H.  S. 
to  the  Reading  Theater.  The  cheerleaders  carried  “Beal 
Winchester"  posters.  General  amusement  was  enjoyed 
by  all.  Everyone  agreed  it  was  for  a  worthy  cause  for  it 
gave  the  younger  population  of  the  town  a  chance  to 
have  some  real  fun  without  roaming  the  streets. 


Robert  Sansom  ’43 


THE  STUDENT  COUNCIL 
i  which  is  made  up  of  repre- 
i)  I  sentatives  from  home  rooms 

— *  •  •'  m  ~  *  and  presidents  of  all  school 

organizations  held  its  meeting 
on  October  2,  1941.  At  this 
time  the  following  officers  were 
elected:  Joseph  Anderson, 

Poland,  vice-president;  Jean  Ma- 
Constance  Ham,  secretary. 

Rul  es  have  been  drawn  up  concerning  school  dances 
and  class  officers.  These  are  posted  on  the  bulletin 
boards  for  the  benefit  of  the  student  body. 


president;  Winnifred 
guire,  treasurer;  and 


During  the  school  year  the  members  of  the  council 
attend  two  conventions  which  are  held  for  the  schools  in 
the  eastern  part  of  the  state.  If  you  have  any  suggestions 
or  complaints,  why  not  tell  your  home  room  representa¬ 
tive  and  have  it  brought  up  before  the  student  council? 
The  council  would  welcome  it. 


Constance  Ham  ’42 


Editorials 

Continued  from  page  3 

HOPE  PLUS  AMBITION  EQUALS  SUCCESS 

Everybody  in  this  world  hopes  to  get  ahead  and  be 
a  success  in  life,  but  hope  alone,  although  very  neces¬ 
sary,  is  not  enough.  A  person  must  have  the  ambition 
to  work  to  achieve  his  goal. 

Youth  today  has  become  obsessed  w  ith  the  idea  that 
the  older  men  have  all  the  jobs  and  are  unwilling  to  give 
them  up  to  make  way  for  younger  men.  To  some  extent 
this  may  be  true  but,  one  cannot  expect  well-trained 
men  to  put  aside  their  positions  to  make  way  for  some 
one  else  who  would  perhaps  prove  to  be  incompetent. 
However,  older  men  do  not  have  all  the  jobs.  The  ma¬ 
jority  of  young  people  today  are  satisfied  only  if  they 
start  with  a  lucrative  job  in  the  business  world.  If  these 
young  people  were  willing  to  start  at  the  bottom  and 
work  up  slowly  but  surely,  they  would  have  excellent 
jobs  in  the  course  of  events.  These  jobs  on  the  lowest 
rung  of  the  “ladder’’  are  easily  found  for  they  are  being 
vacated  every  day,  as  their  lower  occupants  advance  up¬ 
ward  to  better  positions. 

The  democracy  in  which  we  live  provides  an  equal 
chance  for  everyone  to  succeed.  We  all  can’t  be  corpo¬ 
ration  presidents  and  head  officials,  but  in  whatever  job 
we  are  employed,  if  we  are  successful  and  happy,  haven’t 
we  reached  the  goal  which  we  had  hoped  for? 

Kenneth  Bushway  ’43 


I’M  GLAD  I’M  AN  AMERICAN 

Today,  as  a  gigantic  struggle  is  being  waged  on 
four  continents  of  the  globe,  the  American  boy  or  girl 
can  clearly  visualize  how  fortunate  he  is  to  be  an  Ameri¬ 
can. 

While  famished  Russians  scratch  through  the  ruins 
of  their  homes  for  food  or  clothing,  we,  at  least  most 
of  us,  have  enough  to  keep  us  warm  and  nourished.  We 
are  fortunate  in  not  living  under  a  form  of  government 
which  forbids  us  to  speak  freely,  act  freely,  and  believe 
freely.  We  can  look  forward  to  a  life  full  of  the  things 
that  make  it  a  pleasure  to  live.  We  will  be  able  to  vote 
in  the  elections  and  to  control  our  government’s  actions 
in  so  far  as  it  is  feasible  for  us  to  play  a  part.  There 
will  never  be  a  minor  race,  one  that  is  persecuted  b\  the 
government. 

We  hope,  not  in  vain,  that  the  stars  and  stripes  will 
always  wave  over  our  beloved  homeland,  as  long  as 
there  are  loyal  Americans  to  keep  it  flying. 

Burdette  Poland  ’44 
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COACH  RADVILAS 

Last  spring  a  very  tall,  well 
built,  young  gentleman  was  intro¬ 
duced  to  R.  H.  S.  Here  is  a  man 
who  is  only  twenty-three  years  of 
age,  but  in  those  twenty-three  years 
one  finds  a  vast  number  of  accom¬ 
plishments  to  his  credit. 

Mr.  Radvilas  worked  his  way 
through  Columbia  University  and 
wras  graduated  in  1939.  He  was  a 
member  of  the  “Blue  Key”  and  the 
“Nachem  Club”,  two  very  exclusive  societies,  for  only 
fifteen  men,  chosen  from  five  hundred.  He  was  also  an 
active  member  of  the  Alpha  Sigma  Phi  fraternity.  He 
was  secretary  of  his  senior  class  and  captain  of  the 
college  baseball  team. 

Since  he  was  a  football  man  for  three  years,  a 
basketball  “weaver-in-and-outer”  for  twro  years,  and  for 
three  years  filled  the  position  of  center  field  on  the  base¬ 
ball  team;  it  might  be  said  that  he  is  quite  athletic. 

Mr.  Radvilas  coached  the  Columbia  Freshmen,  a 
semi-pro  team  from  Manhassett,  Long  Island.  “Coach” 
is  also  head  man  on  his  home  town  semi-pro  team.  One 
might  say  the  Coach’s  whole  life  is  athletics. 

When  asked  what  he  thinks  of  the  R.  H.  S.  girls,  he 
unmasked  an  opinion  the  girls  will  be  happy  to  hear.  “I 
consider  them  lively  personalities  and  very  nice  indeed!” 

The  natural  question  followed;  what  about  the 
boys?  Mr.  Radvilas  considers  the  boys  of  Reading  a  dif¬ 
ferent  type  than  he  has  ever  come  in  contact  with  before, 
and,  in  his  own  words,  “a  swell  group  of  boys  to  W'ork 
w  ith.” 

At  this  point  he  interrupted  me  to  have  it  made 
known  that  the  teachers  in  our  high  school  are  the  best 
to  be  found  anywhere.  He  also  believes  the  school  sys¬ 
tem  is  run  in  a  democratic  manner. 

Mr.  Radvilas’  pet  peeve  is  (as  every  other  sensible 
gentleman  will  agree)  ;  “High  School  girls  smoking”. 

When  not  coaching,  Mr.  Radvilas  enjoys  reading. 
He  believes  reading  is  the  best  method  of  education. 

What’s  the  biggest  kick  you’ve  had  in  your  life? 

"I  was  kicked  in  the  head  during  a  game  with  Army. 
Army  leading  19-0  at  the  end  of  the  first  half;  Colum¬ 
bia  came  up  to  beat  them  20-19. 

Our  subject  has  been  called  to  the  office  at  this 
point  so  we’ll  have  to  end  this  account,  but  come  out  on 
the  football  or  baseball  field  some  afternoon  and  talk 
to  our  coach.  He’s  really  a  swell  guy. 

John  Crooker  ’42 
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COACH  GRIFFIN 

After  wrestling  or  doing  some¬ 
thing  he  called  “horseplay”  with  one 
of  the  members  of  the  football  team, 
and  amid  jeers  of  “Hey,  Art”  and 
“What  are  you  doing,  Pop?”;  I 
finally  secured  an  interview  with 
that  elusive  young  man  about  school, 
Coach  Arthur  Griffin.  This  inter¬ 
view7  as  you’ve  guessed  took  place 
at  the  football  field  on  a  very  raw 
afternoon,  and  the  jeers  issued  forth 
from  the  mouths  of  our  illustrious 
football  players. 

Coach  Griffin  as  you  probably  know  by  now  is  one 
of  the  latest  additions  to  the  faculty  of  Reading  High 
School.  He  is  just  six  feet  tall,  has  black  wavy  hair, 
blue  eyes,  a  very  ruddy  complextion,  from  being  out-of- 
doors  so  much,  and  our  coach  weighs  about  one  hundred 
and  ninety-six  pounds. 

The  interview  was  started  with  a  question  about  his 
birthplace.  He’s  a  Massachusetts  boy,  who  first  saw  the 
light  of  day  in  Medford.  I  didn’t  wish  to  embarrass 
him  by  asking  in  what  year.  He  went  to  St.  John’s  Prep¬ 
aratory  School  and  then  to  Tufts  College  where  he  was 
captain  of  the  football  team. 

There  was  no  need  inquiring  about  his  most  excit¬ 
ing  moment  in  college  for  he  had  already  mentioned 
that  in  his  junior  year  he  was  married  to  a  very  charm¬ 
ing  blonde.  The  strange  thing  about  it  was  that  he 
wasn’t  quite  sure  of  the  year,  for  he  said,  “I  guess  it 
was  my  junior  year.”  He  now  has  a  daughter,  one  and 
a  half  years  old,  named  Penelope.  I  acquired  that  in¬ 
formation  without  even  asking,  for  wherever  there’s 
one  who’ll  listen,  there’s  talk  of  Penelope.  After  he 
graduated  from  Tufts,  he  taught  there  for  a  while  and 
then  came  to  us  at  Reading  High  School. 

Mr.  Griffin  teaches  history,  commercial  geography, 
and  algebra.  His  favorite  sport  is  of  course,  football. 
He  is  quite  interested  in  dramatics  and  likes  symphonic 
music  although  as  he  says,  “I’m  not  opposed  to  swing!” 
In  this  way  he  keeps  on  friendly  terms  with  all.  He 
thinks  the  town  of  Reading  is  much  nicer  than  the  aver¬ 
age  and  its  girls  are  very  attractive — but  alas,  he’s  mar¬ 
ried  ! 

When  I  asked  Mr.  Griffin  the  inevitable  question 
fired  at  every  coach  about  the  team,  he  shyly  answered, 
“You  had  better  ask  the  head  coach  about  that.”  We 
didn  t  have  to  ask  Coach  Griffin  about  the  sophomore 
football  team,  for  we  know  it  has  had  a  very  successful 
season.  Keep  it  up,  Coach  Griffin. 

Dorothy  Beasley  ’42 
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Do  you  seniors  remember  that  carrot-topped  teacher 
who  was  forever  hurrying  about  the  school  when  we 
were  lowly  sophomores?  Of  course  you  do;  some  of  us 
were  in  her  German  classes  and  others  enjoyed  her 
Ancient  History  course.  Miss  Ernst  has  returned  to  our 
ivy-covered  institution  with  a  wealth  of  stories. 

On  September  20,  1940,  Miss  Ernst  and  a  friend 
sailed  on  the  “Argentina”  for  South  America,  where 
they  visited  Brazil,  Argentina,  Bolivia,  and  Peru.  It  took 
two  weeks  to  reach  Rio  de  Janeiro  with  but  one  stop — 
the  Barbados,  an  English  possession  under  military 
rule. 

iho->e  on  board  were  instructed  not  to  take  cameras 
on  the  island.  Miss  Ernst  and  friend  having  a  lust  for 
adventure  which  runs  side  by  side  with  curiosity,  bor¬ 
rowed  a  camera  on  shore,  purchased  a  film,  and  pro- 
ceded  to  take  the  forbidden  pictures.  On  shore  they  saw 
the  dark-skinned  natives,  the  fertile  land,  and  were  quite 
intrigued  by  the  women  carrying  baskets  of  fruit  on 
their  heads.  Here  was  something  they  had  heard  of, 
but  to  see  this  feat  actually  performed  thrilled  them. 

This  being  the  Christmas  season,  Miss  Ernst  was  in¬ 
terested  in  the  manner  in  which  this  event  is  celebrated. 
She  spent  Christmas  in  Ouro  Preto,  Brazil,  but  in 
Brazil  little  attention  is  given  to  this  holiday  which  we 
bold  so  sacred.  The  decorations,  the  carol  singers,  all 
those  things  she  had  been  used  to  were  missing.  The 
only  trace  of  the  Christmas  spirit  was  at  one  of  the  old 
churches  where  inexpensive  gifts  were  being  given  to 
the  children  of  the  community. 

The  time  of  year  for  which  they  store  up  their 
money  and  gaiety  is  the  Carnival  when  all  business  es¬ 
tablishments  are  closed.  Carnival  begins  Saturday  noon 
and  ends  Tuesday  night,  for  next  day  is  Ash  Wednesday. 
Miss  Ernst  was  in  Rio  during  the  Carnival  season,  where 
the  decorations  were  all  from  Walt  Disney  movies  and 
comic  strip  characters.  Picture  yourself  strolling  along 
Avenida  Rio  Branco  with  huge  cartoons  of  Mickey  and 
Minnie  Mouse  hanging  high  above.  The  trees  lining 
the  avenue  were  filled  with  lighted  bulbs.  Everywhere 
there  was  dancing;  in  the  streets,  on  the  sidewalks  and 
all  the  populace  in  costume.  In  all  the  casinos  and  night¬ 
clubs  there  were  gay  private  parties. 

The  funsters  carried  tubes  of  perfumed  ether  which 
they  squirted  at  dancers.  Everywhere  there  was  con¬ 
fetti.  When  tired,  the  dancers  would  lean  against  the 
trees  and  rest  a  minute  and  then  continued  dancing  far 
into  the  night. 

The  purpose  of  the  trip  was  to  become  better  ac¬ 
quainted  with  the  customs  and  the  people  of  the  land; 
to  live  among  the  natives,  not  the  Americans.  They 
wanted  to  go  into  the  interior;  get  off  the  beaten  track 
of  the  ordinary  tourist.  The  South  Americans,  seeing 
two  women  traveling  alone  and  unescorted,  raised  their 
eyebrows. 
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M  iss  Ernst  met  a  number  of  Germans  in  her  travels. 
She  says  they  come  from  Europe,  establish  a  business, 
learn  the  language,  marry  and  settle  down,  and  you 
can't  tell  them  from  the  natives.  The  Nazis  are  not  ob¬ 
vious  because  they  speak  Spanish  and  Portuguese  fluent- 

ly-  . 

Led  on  once  again  by  their  love  of  adventure,  they 
went  by  truck  through  the  Chaco  country  which  is  still 
disputed  territory.  They  were  garbed  in  goucho  trous¬ 
ers  and  boots  and  once  again  were  stared  at  by  the 
natives  because  women  don’t  wear  men’s  clothes  in  their 
country.  Alter  they  had  completed  the  trip,  they  were 
told  about  the  uncivilized  Indians  who  had  been,  no 
doubt,  peering  at  them  from  behind  the  trees. 

In  Peru  one  of  the  customs  is  for  the  women  to  add 
each  new  skirt  onto  the  old  ones.  Thus  she  presents  a 
fascinating  figure  of  many  colors. 

The  food  in  the  countries  she  visited  had  very  little 
nourishment.  In  Brazil  they  had  rice  and  beans  every 
day  and  a  good  deal  of  meat.  The  laborer  lives  on  far- 
inha,  Hour  made  from  a  root.  The  people  eat  a  lot  of 
bananas  and  very  few  vegetables. 

Bea  Ruderman  ’42 


MRS.  WIENS 

Closing  the  door  of  Room  9,  I  breathed  a  sigh  of 
relief,  for  this  interview  was  more  than  shooting  ques¬ 
tions,  it  was  necessary  to  take  certain  precautions  to  ex¬ 
clude  would-be  listeners  striving  to  get  the  jump  on  the 
Pioneer.  Having  retreated  to  the  very  front  of  the  room 
and  lowered  our  voices  we  were  ready  to  begin. 

My  first  question  was  to  inquire  about  her  early 
life.  In  reply  to  my  questions  she  told  me  she  was  born 
and  grew  up  in  the  mid-western  state  of  Wisconsin. 

"My  grandmother  was  one  of  the  first  white  settlers 
of  that  region,”  she  proudly  acclaimed  “and  it  was  not 
uncommon  for  my  grandfather  when  he  came  home  at 
night  to  find  it  necessary  to  pick  his  way  among  Indians 
sleeping  on  the  floor.  However,  by  my  time  all  the  In¬ 
dians  were  gone  and  my  early  life  was  rather  uneventful. 

Her  ambition  as  a  child  was  to  go  on  the  stage  and 
she  has  satisfied  this  to  some  extent  by  acting  in  summer 
theatres  at  Gloucester,  Mass,  and  Thompson,  Maine. 

“What  else  do  you  do  during  your  vacation?” 

“I’ve  done  a  little  traveling.  I’ve  visited  the  Cana¬ 
dian  Rockies,  the  Panama  Canal,  Bermuda,  Cuba,  and 
England,”  she  replied.  To  balance  the  simplicity  of  her 
childhood,  she  has  unintentionally  been  on  the  scene  oi 
action  in  more  than  one  war  while  traveling.  When  she 
arrived  in  Havana,  Cuba  in  1930,  she  found  herself  a  first 
hand  w  itness  of  a  revolution.  For  a  while  doubt  was  ex¬ 
pressed  as  to  whether  the  passengers  would  be  allowed 
ashore.  Even  when  they  were  finally  permitted  to  leave 
the  boat  for  shore,  practically  their  only  scenery  was 
government  troops  with  fixed  bayonets. 

Another  thrilling  experience  occurred  nine  years 
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later  (September,  1939)  at  the  start  of  the  World  War 
II  when,  Mrs.  Wiens  was  on  her  return  trip  from  Ber¬ 
muda.  The  voyage  was  made  on  the  British  steamer 
“Monarch”  (its  last  before  its  adoption  by  the  British 
\avy  for  transport  duty)  which  was  forced  to  “black¬ 
out”  and  “zigzag”  because  of  the  submarine  menace. 

Following  her  graduation  from  high  school,  she 
attended  the  University  of  Wisconsin  and  Emerson  in 
Boston.  Before  she  joined  us  here  at  Reading  High  in 
1934,  she  had  taught  at  Cambridge  Latin  and  at  Brook¬ 
line  High. 

In  addition  to  teaching  English  at  R.  H.  S.,  Mrs. 
Wiens  has  charge  of  the  Senior  Play  and  the  Reading 
High  School  jNews  Column,  which  appears  weekly  in 
the  Chronicle. 

“Do  you  have  any  favorite  pastimes?” 

“1  think  1  care  for  books,  music,  and  the  theatre 
about  the  best  of  anything,”  she  replied. 

“What  dish  do  you  enjoy  most?” 

“Well”,  she  answered  with  a  laugh,  “I  enjoy  cream 
puffs  and  ice  cream  the  most”. 

“Have  you  a  pet  peeve”? 

“Many,  but  my  pet  one  is  paying  ten  cents  to  call 
Boston  (don  t  we  all!)”. 

“Do  you  have  a  favorite  sport?” 

“1  don't  care  a  great  deal  for  any  sport  except 
swimming,  and  I’m  not  too  good  at  that.” 

As  a  final  question,  1  asked  her  what  she  really 
thinks  of  R.  H.  S.  pupils. 

“In  my  true  opinion  1  think  they’re  a  trifle  young,'5 
she  answered  dubiously. 

There,  children,  all  you  have  to  do  is  grow  up! 

Charles  Field  ’44 


MISS  TISDALE 

M  iss  I  isdale,  our  new  librarian  has  the  laudable 
ambition  for  a  bigger  and  better  library  in  the  high 
school. 

She  prepared  for  her  work  at  Radcliffe  and  Syra¬ 
cuse  colleges. 

While  acting  as  chaperone  she  noticed  the  grand 
response  to  the  cheerleader’s  dances  and  considers  the 
pupils  of  our  school  extremely  enthusiastic  as  well  as 
progressive. 

In  the  fall  she  accompanied  the  members  of  the 
Hiding  Club  during  their  afternoons  at  Pine  Banks. 

A  large  percent  of  the  R.  H.  S.  journeyed  this  Octo¬ 
ber  to  the  Book  Fair  in  Boston  and  Miss  Tisdale  acted 
as  their  official  guide. 

She  looks  forward  to  an  increased  number  of  acti- 
\ities  based  on  library  practices  and  reading  interests. 

Otis  Anderson  ’43 


PREVIEW  OF  A  PROSPECTIVE  PREMIERE 
Time:  1951! 

Place:  Madame  Wien  s  Playhouse — Times  Square! 

Event:  World  premiere  of  the  first  three — dimen¬ 
sional  movie,  “Gun  Valley  Masquerade.”  Your  master 
of  very-phonies,  your  sidewalk  reporter — Swamp-all 
Davis.  As  we  draw  near  we  hear  his  booming  voice 
greeting  the  throng  of  celebrated  first  nighters  hurrying 
into  the  theater: 

“Ladies  and  gentlemen,  coining  this  way  are  Vero¬ 
nica  Bates  and  her  seven  Glamourettes,  formerly  the 
streamlined  (when  it  was  the  vogue)  cheering  squad  of 
R.  H.  S.  Here’s  Stephanie  Callan,  Joan  Crooker,  Jo¬ 
sephine  Anderson,  Thomasin  Hubbard,  Mikki  Stephani- 
an,  Lucie  Putnam,  and,  last  but  not  least — Butchikins 
Sletterink.  Ten  years  hasn’t  changed  you  a  bit,  girls! 
But  wait — who’s  this  approaching  garbed  in  glitter  and 
glamour?  None  other  than  Lorraine  Laughlin  that  blond 
bombshell — oops!  correction  folks,  she’s  a  red-head  now. 
4our  public  is  waiting,  Miss  Laughlin.  Won’t  you  say 
a  few  words?” 

“I  d  be  glad  to,  but  just  a  word.  I’ve  spent  the  last 
few  months  in  Dictatorville,  that  pleasant  resort  across 
the  sea,  but  I’ve  come  back  to  open  my  new  show  which 
will  feature  a  revival  of  the  old  time  “Charlie  Walk."’ 
Oh,  yes,  Mr.  Davis,  while  in  Cheeseburger  I  came  across 
Barbara  Rich,  the  nightingale  of  Europe,  featured  so¬ 
loist  with  the  A  Capella  Choir  now  under  the  direction 
of  Siggie  Pfeiffer.  1  must  go  now,  au  revoir.” 

Next  to  arrive  is  that  man-about-town  Ted  Knudson 
well  known  as  the  first  to  swim  the  Atlantic  without 
water  wings,  and  he  is  escorting  the  deb  of  the  year 
Dorothea  Kelley!  They  are  being  mobbed  by  photo¬ 
fanatics  Bob  Lowe,  George  Arnold,  and  Thorny  Struss. 

Standing  on  the  sidelines,  we  catch  snatches  of  the 
gossip  of  the  crowd.  The  main  topic  seems  to  be  those 
illusirious  stars  of  the  feature,  The  Madeline  Carroll 
and  Stirling  Hayden  of  1951 — Jean  MacLeod  and  Ralph 
Casanova  Monegan.  They’ve  come  a  long  way  since 
those  carefree  days  at  Reading  High!  ! 

Above  the  murmer  of  the  crowd,  the  familiar  voice 
of  Swamp-all  Davis  is  heard,  announcing  the  arrival  of 
Lucienne  Dube,  the  author  of  that  stirring  best-seller  of 
the  year,  “Essays  and  Epitaphs”,  which,  by  the  way,  was 
published  by  the  very  successful  publishing  concern, 
“MacLean  and  Brennan.”  With  Miss  Dube  is  Pat  Dow, 
she’s  the  young  lady,  folks,  whose  inspired  reading 
about  the  honorable  Winnifred  Poland,  the  United 
States’  first  woman  president,  rocked  the  world  on  elec¬ 
tion  night. 

Immediately  following  the  Misses  Dow  and  Dube 
are  America’s  Artists  Laurealte,  Barbara  Teel  and  Maisie 
Holcomb  escorted  by  their  husbands.  Tugging  at  their 
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mother’s  skirt  are  two  little  McKays — Patrick  and  Ken¬ 
neth  Jr. 

“You  should  see  these  adorable  little  boys,  folks”, 
our  sidewalk  reporter  is  saying.  “They're  the  image 
of  their  proud — But  a  sudden  warning  from  the  specta¬ 
tors  drowns  out  his  voice,  for  it  seems  Hoke’s  little  darl¬ 
ings  have  been  playfully  picking  the  pockets  of  the  un¬ 
suspecting  on-lookers.  A  riotous  scene  ensues,  but  is  pla¬ 
cated  by  the  interference  of  Hiram  Hrynowski,  top  ser¬ 
geant  of  the  New  York  Police  Department.  Mrs.  McKay 
is  forced  to  withdraw  from  the  limelight  and  take  her 
juvenile  delinquents  home. 

The  bouncing  beat  of  A1  Gianascol’s  Pond  Club 
symphonic  orchestra  playing  “Bach's  Boogie-Woogie", 
the  most  recent  work  of  that  noted  S.  A.  W.  Peck,  is 
heard  coming  from  inside  the  theatre  as  the  last  minute 
arrival  of  Frannie  Wheeler  delays  our  entrance.  Hop¬ 
ping  from  her  taxi  almost  before  it  has  jerked  to  a  stop, 
she  hastens  to  greet  Swamp-all  who  is  one  of  her  col¬ 
leagues  of  yore  of  the  R.  H.  S.  “Pioneer  Board.  ”  Under 
her  arm  she  clutches  a  large  volume  which  we  recognize 
as  one  of  the  numerous  stamp  albums  of  her  famed  col¬ 
lection,  which  is  currently  on  display  at  the  Museum  of 
Conglomerations,  Collections,  Curios,  and  Curiosities. 
Incidentally  this  museum  was  founded  by  Professor  Don¬ 
ald  Pease,  who  is  just  back  from  an  expedition  among 
the  pyramds  of  Egypt.  The  professor  is  still  in  search 
of  the  tomb  of  his  childhood  idol — Cleopatra. 

As  Swamp-all  and  Frances  go  into  the  Foyer  with 
your  reporters  close  on  their  heels,  we  see  the  groups  of 
lobbyists  dispersing  to  find  their  seats.  We  catch  a 
glimpse  of  Bob  Perry,  R  .H.  S.  ’42,  master  of  ceremonies 
of  the  8:15  club,  previously  scheduled  at  9:20.  (People 
get  up  sixty  minutes  earlier  since  the  Readinooga-choo- 
choo  seldom  leaves  the  station  at  the  same  time  on  two 
successive  mornings.)  He  has  come  to  witness  the  stage 
debut  of  his  protegees,  the  Winis — Oliver  and  Fowle 
whose  twin  piano  duet  has  become  the  talk  of  the  town. 

A  glance  at  our  program  reveals  that  the  stage  show 
also  includes  the  trio  “Two  Thorns  and  a  Rose”,  who  in 
reality  are  Mademoiselle  Spaulding  and  Monsieirs 
Durney  and  Condon.  Also  featured  are  the  Fred  Astaire 
and  Rita  Hayworth  of  the  day,  Don  Forte  and  Elaine 
Austin  whose  novel  idea  of  being  accompanied  solely  bv 
drummers  takes  form  here  tonight  with  Bill  Warren  as 
“paradiddle  poppa.” 

The  usher  hurries  us  down  the  celebrity-lined  aisle 
to  our  seats,  and  we  settle  ourselves  comfortably  in  the 
theater  seats,  (something  new).  A  sudden  momentary 
hush  replaces  the  hum  of  conversation  as  the  lights  dim 
and  the  curtain  rises  on  “Gun  Valley  Masquerade.” 

Alice  Robinson  ’42 
Jean  Maguire  ’43 


Exchanyes 


If  England,  as  a  whole,  is  as  persistent  as  the 
“Cryptian”,  our  exchange  from  Gloucester,  England,  it 
will  come  out  on  top  of  anything.  The  “Cryptian”  is 
different  from  U.  S.  publications  and  has  a  definite  style 
of  writing  not  found  in  the  United  States. 

From  England  we  travel  to  Ohio.  At  Cleveland 
Heights’  High  School,  where  Mrs.  Wiens  taught  last 
year,  we  read  with  interest  “The  Black  and  Gold”,  their 
newspaper.  You  certainly  get  a  lot  of  news  from  the 
“Billboard  and  for  swing  fans,  “Platter  Patter”  is  right 
in  their  line. 

We  travel  southward  to  make  a  new  acquaintance 
with  the  “Forest  Park  Press”  of  Baltimore,  Maryland, 
where  Mr.  Scott’s  talks  are  certainly  beneficial  to  all. 

Now  we  turn  a  little  towards  home  stopping  on  our 
way  to  visit  “The  Purple  and  White”  of  Phoenixville, 
Pennsylvania.  I’m  sure  The  Belles  of  P.  H.  S.  would  be 
belles  anywhere. 

We  go  up  country  now  to  New  Hampshire,  where 
Rochester’s  Senior  Favorites  would  go  over  anywhere. 

Farther  up  we  go  to  Sanford,  Maine,  where  their 
“Red  and  White”  is  full  of  news  of  their  new  school.  D. 
C.  ’45  poem  on  the  faculty  is  excellent. 

Now  for  a  little  traveling  in  our  own  state,  where 
the  first  stop  is  Lexington.  Their  “Spotlight”  is  not  on 
one  article  but  through  the  whole  newspaper.  Congratu¬ 
lations  on  your  fine  paper. 

Continued  on  page  30 
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Sports 


RIDING  CLUB 

Every  Tuesday  afternoon,  since  the  beginning  oi 
school,  a  group  of  well-known  high  school  girls  has 
started  out  for  Pine  Banks  Riding  Stables,  Melrose,  to 
enjoy  an  hour  of  companionship  with  our  mutual  friend, 
the  horse.  Around  quarter  of  three,  under  the  direction 
of  Miss  Tisdale,  we  gathered  in  front  of  the  school  and 
piled  into  the  cars,  one  of  which  was  driven  by  Nancy 
Holcomb.  After  the  scramble  to  secure  the  mounts,  we 
rode  over  the  bridle  paths  under  the  supervision  of  two 
instructors.  Sometimes  when  the  paths  were  too  dusty 
we  rode  in  the  park,  which  was  across  from  the  stables. 
At  the  last  ride  of  the  season,  we  enjoyed  an  added  half 
hour. 

The  members  of  the  Riding  Club  were:  Miss  Tis¬ 
dale,  chaperone,  jean  Gleason,  Alice  Robinson,  Ruth 
Cress,  Ann  Schaeffer,  Nancy  Holcomb,  Martha  Spauld¬ 
ing,  Ann  Richmond,  Gloria  Shane,  Eleanor  Williams, 
Barbara  Teel,  Barbara  Konnnenda,  Constance  Chesley, 
Margaret  O’Keefe,  Joanne  Davis,  Barbara  Glover,  Con¬ 
stance  Parry,  Nancy  White. 

Pat  Gray  ’43 

GIRLS’  FIELD  HOCKEY 

I  his  year  Miss  Nichols  was  more  fortunate  than 
usual  in  finding  about  twenty-five  girls  interested  in 
playing  field  hockey.  On  the  first  team  were  Co-captain 
Alma  Towle  (who  played  exceptionally  well),  Co-cap¬ 
tain  “Winnie”  Poland,  Edna  Barmby(we  hope  next  year 
she  won’t  be  bothered  by  a  girl  in  pink  slacks),  Betty 
Campbell,  Helen  Poland,  Jean  MacCleod (only  sopho¬ 
more  on  the  first  team),  Betty  Merritt,  Claire  Jonson, 
Pat  Lane,  “Bea”  Ruderman,  Marilyn  Monegan,  and 


Caroline  Foster  (who  played  for  both  first  and  second 
teams  and  did  a  marvelous  job  at  stopping  those  balls). 
The  second  team  included:  Arlene  Surrette  (who  played 
a  splendid  game),  Pat  Curtin,  Betty  Hoffer,  Natalie  Pes- 
tana,  Althea  Crilley,  Barbara  Normine,  Anne  Barrett, 
Gertrude  Doucette  (who  was  always  where  the  ball  was), 
Pat  Bradley,  Alberta  LeBlanc,  Muriel  Jones,  Alice 
Wheeler,  and  Caroline  Foster. 

Two  of  the  four  games  were  played  away  this  sea¬ 
son.  Reading  invaded  Swampscott  for  the  first  game 
but  both  first  and  second  team  were  driven  back  by  the 
score  of  1  to  0.  Because  of  Wilmington’s  reputation  of 
being  beaten  only  once  in  ten  years,  we  felt  we  had  ac¬ 
complished  a  moral  victory  when  the  score  showed  that 
Wilmington’s  first  team  had  made  two  goals  and  the 
second  team  none  against  no  score  for  Reading.  With 
the  excellent  playing  of  Alma  Towle  and  Edna  Barmby 
who  made  the  goal,  the  first  team  was  victorious  over 
Malden,  1  to  0,  while  the  second  team  lost  by  the  same 
score.  The  last  game  was  played  at  Stoneham  where  the 
meeting  of  the  first  teams  resulted  in  a  deadlock.  Al¬ 
though  the  second  team  put  up  a  good  fight  the  Stone- 
ham  second  team  emerged  the  victors,  2  to  1. 

On  coming  down  to  the  girls’  lunch  room  after  the 
last  game,  M  iss  Nichols  was  greeted  by  a  rousing  cheer 
and  “For  She’s  a  Jolly  Good  Fellow.”  Then  Co-captain 
“Winnie”  Poland  presented  her  with  a  gift  to  which  all 
the  squad,  the  time  keeper,  and  the  score-keeper  had 
contributed.  We  all  wish  to  thank  Miss  Nichols  again 
for  her  patience  and  help  and  with  her  to  coach  us  we 
certainly  hope  that  we’ll  be  even  more  victorious  next 
year. 
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Helen  Poland  ’43 


T  h  e  P  i  o  n  e  e  r 


CROSS  COUNTRY 

Although  the  R.  H.  S.  hurriers  got  oil  to  a  slo.v 
start,  near  the  end  of  the  season,  our  speedsters  began 
stepping-up  the  pace  quite  a  bit. 

We  opened  the  season  with  a  meet  with  Woburn,  at 
which  we  suffered  defeat,  due  partly  to  the  fact  that 
half  the  team  got  lost  at  one  time,  or  another.  In  our 
second  meet,  this  time  with  Everett  1  rade,  we  pleased 
the  opposing  side  by  “allowing”  them  to  emerge  the 
victors.  It  was  at  this  race  that  we  realized  how  import¬ 
ant  we  were  when  we  discovered  a  motorcycle  policeman 
was  to  escort  us  around  the  course.  Sweet  revenge  was 
secured  for  these  two  defeats,  when  we  overwhelmed 
Essex  Aggie  by  an  almost  perfect  score. 

On  November  1,  we  carried  the  torch  for  Reading 
High  at  the  State  Interscholastic  Meet  in  Weston.  After 
slogging  2l/2  miles  through  rain  and  mud,  we  finished 
eighth  as  a  team.  The  following  week,  on  another  rainy 
day,  we  met  Everett  Trade  for  the  second  time,  and  again 
were  defeated.  Running  the  only  meet  at  home  for  the 
season,  we  proved  to  Everett  that  we  could  put  up  a  good 
fight. 

On  Armistice  Hay,  November  II,  we  completed  the 
season  by  running  in  the  North  Shore  Meet,  sponsored 
by  Essex  Aggie.  Although  we  were  hoping  to  carry  away 
the  banner,  we  finished  second  place,  while  Everett 
Trade  and  Saugus  High  were  tied  lor  first  place.  Cap¬ 
tain  Wheeler  (2nd  place)  and  Tommy  Thornton  (5th 
place),  both  received  medals  to  honor  their  individual 
victories.  We  considered  that  we  had  done  well  to  have 
two  of  our  boys  place,  out  of  about  sixty  runners. 

Coach  Spencer  and  Manager  Glenn  Hodson  have 
been  on  the  job,  and  deserve  a  great  deal  of  credit  for 
their  work. 

The  team  members  included  our  illustrious  captain, 
Roger  Wheeler,  upon  whom  the  team  leaned  heavily,  be¬ 
cause  of  the  excellent  record  chalked  up  by  him  both  this 
year  and  last;  Tommy  Thornton  the  sole  representath  e 
from  the  senior  class;  Robert  Lowe,  and  Richard  Mars- 
ton,  juniors;  Robert  Batchelder,  Donald  Fort  and 
Charles  Field,  sophomores. 

The  cross  country  team  is  looking  forward  to  next 
year,  which  holds  high  promise,  since  we  will  have  a 
team  composed  of  this  years'  experienced  runners,  and 
some  new  recruits. 

Charles  Field  ’44 


SOCCER 

The  Soccer  season  brought  out  18  boys  who  wanted 
to  kick  a  soccer  ball  between  two  sticks  situated,  so  that 
a  good  run  is  had  by  all.  The  first  game  was  with  Stone- 
ham  at  Reading  which  ended  in  a  1  to  1  tie. 

Our  next  game  was  with  Georgetown.  We  lost  that 
game  3  to  0  which  merely  proved  that  we  could  be  beat¬ 
en.  The  ride  up  was  a  new  thrill  for  those  who  hadn’t 


ridden  in  Rob  Bingham’s  car.  He  made  good  time  going 
because  he  had  the  wind  with  him,  but  coming  home — . 
We  played  at  Stoneham  and  it  proved  to  be  the  big  score 
ot  the  season  12  to  3,  Reading  the  victor.  We  weren’t 
low  m  spirits  even  though  we  were  low  in  points  so  we 
played  btoneham  again  and  lost  once  more  7  to  1. 

We  even  played  Georgetown  again,  with  a  resulting 
score  0  to  0.  We  went  with  high  spirits  to  Topsfield 
where  the  most  exciting  moment  of  the  whole  season 
took  place.  A  foul  was  made  by  a  Topsfield  player  just 
as  ihe  closing  whistle  blew  but  the  rules  say  that  the 
free  shot  must  be  played.  The  foul  took  place  inside 
the  penalty  box  from  which  is  the  nicest  place  to  kick  a 
goal.  "Cliff  ioussaint  took  aim  and  drove  a  skinning 
hail  into  the  hands  of  the  goalie  that  proved  to  hard  to 
handle.  On  the  rebound  of  the  ball,  it  was  driven 
through  by  Bingham  to  give  the  game  to  Reading  1  to  0. 
i  almost  iorgot  to  meniion  the  fact  that  “Bob”  Bing¬ 
ham  s  "Jhoils  Koyce  developed  a  case  of  accelerator  and 
Lire  trouble  and  had  to  be  dropped  for  a  car  with  doors 
that  could  be  opened  without  completely  taxing  a  per¬ 
sons  strength,  i  m  not  saying  “Bob  s”  car  is  no  good  but 
someday  that  kerosene  he  uses  is  going  to  explode  and 
all  the  wire,  string,  and  rubber  bands,  holding  the  mo¬ 
tor  in  place  are  going  to  surge  heavenward.  And  now 
back  to  Soccer  again.  Our  last  game  was  with  Governor 
Hummer  and  was  played  in  the  rain.  The  rain  took  off 
all  oi  the  dirt  we  had  to  protect  us  from  September  on. 
1  lost  12  pounds  during  the  wash.  We  had  a  good  game 
but  lost  2  to  0. 

Although  we  only  won  one  game,  tied  two  and  lost 
four,  we  enjoyed  the  season.  Our  plans  are  not  yet 
decided,  but  some  get-togethers  of  the  soccer  team  are 
going  to  be  discussed  in  our  next  meeting. 

Robert  Perry  was  elected  captain  of  the  team  while 
Sherman  Knight  is  to  be  manager.  The  lettermen  are  as 
follows:  Robert  Perry,  Clifford  Toussaint,  Robert  Bing¬ 
ham,  Donald  Baisley,  Charles  Spear,  Bolic  Schultz,  War¬ 
ren  Martin,  Walter  Schofield,  Martin  Shapiro. 


FOOTBALL 

Headed  by  the  leadership  of  Captain  “Joe”  Merrill, 
the  squad  reported  two  weeks  before  school  began,  to 
the  capable  staff  of  Coach  “Art”  Radvilas  and  Coach 
“Art'  Griffin.  After  a  month  and  a  half  of  hard  work, 
the  squad  was  ready  for  its  first  game  with  Johnston 
High.  Although  the  inexperienced  Reading  squad  fought 
hard  and  valiantly,  they  were  defeated  20-0.  This  de¬ 
feat  meant  nothing.  The  boys  were  determined  to  get 
Swampscott.  Swampscott  is  a  newcomer  to  the  Reading 
football  schedule  this  year.  The  seashore  team  proved 
to  be  a  little  too  good.  The  score  was  18  to  0. 

The  team  still  showed  the  effects  of  inexperience. 
Last  year  Ipswich  invaded  Reading  and  was  beaten  7-6. 
But  this  year  Reading  invaded  Ipswich  and  (lie  Crimson 
Raiders  were  defeated  18-0.  The  team  for  its  first  time 
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felt  the  spirit  of  team  work.  With  this  in  their  minds 
and  bodies,  the  Crimson  Raiders  rolled  into  Andover  and 
won.  This  was  the  first  victory.  They  took  Punchard 
High  by  the  score  of  20-0. 

The  team  tasted  its  first  blood  of  victory.  With  this 
in  their  bodies  they  were  determined  to  take  Danvers. 
Danvers  was  undefeated  when  it  came  into  the  game. 
Reading  had  nothing  to  lose  and  all  to  gain  but  the  situ¬ 
ation  was  the  reverse  for  Danvers.  At  the  end  of  the 
half  it  tied  0-0.  The  Raiders  came  out  at  the  end  of  the 
rest  period  full  of  fight  and  determination,  but  the  Dan¬ 
vers  powers  proved  a  little  too  much.  The  game  ended 
18-0. 

Another  newcomer  to  the  football  schedule  was 
Chelmsford.  Chelmsford  up  to  date  had  beaten  Lexing¬ 
ton,  our  future  opponent  and  Johnson,  by  whom  we  were 
defeated.  The  Crimson  Raiders  played,  ran,  and  fought 
hard  during  the  game.  As  a  result  the  outcome  was 
Reading  13,  Chelmsford  7.  Our  next  opponent  was 
Winchester.  On  the  day  it  was  scheduled,  the  rain  was 
falling  so  hard  and  the  ground  was  so  full  of  “little 
ponds”  that  it  wras  postponed  until  the  following  Mon¬ 
day.  Last  year,  Winchester  scrimmaged  Reading  a  few 
times.  This  year  they  were  an  opponent  of  the  Raiders. 
The  Reading  team  would  have  held  the  Winchester  team, 
if  they  hadn’t  made  a  few  mistakes.  These  mistakes 
were  costly  to  the  tune  of  16  to  0.  Last  year  Reading 
took  Lexington  33  to  0;  this  year  they  continued  by 
taking  them  again,  18  to  7.  This  game  was  featured  by 
an  85-yard  run  by  George  Fennelly  and  a  return  of  the 
kick-off  into  pay  dirt  by  Joseph  Pendergast. 

The  following  week  came  the  major  objective  be¬ 
fore  Thanksgiving — Wakefield.  They  were  to  walk  all 
over  the  Reading  team,  but  did  they?  You  know  the 
result.  At  the  end  of  the  half  Reading  was  leading  with 
a  score  of  6  to  0  as  the  result  of  a  20-yard  pass  from  Jos 
Pendergast  to  Joe  Anderson.  The  team  came  out  to  be¬ 
gin  the  second  half  with  determination  and  the  Wake¬ 
field  team  was  successfully  held  except  in  two  instances. 
These  were  capitalized  upon  by  Bartnick  who  turned  in 
two  touchdowns  making  the  final  score  Wakefield  13 
Reading  6.  The  game  was  rough,  hard  fought,  and  mar¬ 
red  with  many  a  penalty.  Although  the  actual  victory 
was  Wakefield’s  it  was  a  moral  victory  for  Reading. 
This  showed  that  the  boys  had  reached  their  peak  and 
would  successfully  meet  any  further  opposition.  There 
remains  only  the  Thanksgiving  classic  with  Stoneham 
w  ith  the  boys  determined  to  win. 

Joseph  Anderson  ’42 


ON  THE  SIDELINES 

“The  Crimson  Ramblers”.  With  a  name  like  that 
the  football  team  couldn’t  help  going  places.  Even 
though  they  didn’t  win  every  game  the  team  certainly 
had  what  it  takes — plenty  of  fight! 


A  vote  of  thanks  goes  to  “Doc"  Wakeling  from  the 
entire  football  squad,  all  of  whom  have  been  under  his 
treatment  at  one  time  or  another  this  year.  We  sure 
enjoyed  those  heat  treatments,  Doc! 

Who  were  the  boys  who  took  an  overdose  of  Doc’s 
treatments  ever  since  they  had  a  good  look  at  the  new 
nurse?  Well,  what  have  you  got  to  say  in  self-defense, 
“Joe  M.  and  “Johnny”  C? 

We  observe  that  Captain  “Joe  "  Merrill  stays  away 
from  football  rallies.  But  he  insists  that  it  isn’t  because 
he  doesn't  like  speech  making  but  because  he  is  doing 
homework.  Are  we  going  to  believe  that? 

Something  new'  this  year  was  the  sophomore  team, 
who  under  Captain  “Flip  Doucette  and  Coach  Griffin 
played  a  seven  game  schedule.  The  results  were:  four 
wins,  one  tie,  and  two  losses.  We  would  like  to  see  this 
continued  as  it  builds  a  better  team  for  another  year. 

Warning  all  girls!  Warning  all  girls!  Be  careiui 
of  a  certain  tough,  good  looking,  guard — by  the  way 
“Uncle  Stevie”  did  you  really  break  “Betty’s”  nose  or 
did  she  run  into  a  door? 

And  of  course  we  mustn’t  forget  the  Sports  Dance, 
where  those  beautiful  cheerleaders,  “Tommy”,  “Joe’, 
“John”,  “Steve  ”,  “Butch”,  “Mike”,  and  “Bruce”,  headed 
by  “Baronica”  Bates  cheered  the  crowd  into  a  frenzy 
for  the  Winchester  game. 

Three  hearty  cheers  for  those  grand  girls,  “Nancy”, 
“Lucy”,  “Betty”,  “Nancy”,  “Bev”,  “Libby”,  “Alice”,  and 
“Flo”;  better  known  as  the  cheerleaders.  They  did  a 
swell  job  in  pepping  up  the  squad  and  the  students. 

It  seems  our  little  Swedish  boy,  Bates,  consumes  at 
least  two  pounds  of  steak  before  every  game.  We  won¬ 
der  how  he  does  it  and  still  manages  those  long  kickoffs 
of  his.  Remember  Lexington,  “Howie”? 

The  members  of  the  squad  would  like  to  thank  the 
thoughtful  parties  responsible  for  the  movies  and  two 
dinners  given  them.  We  really  enjoyed  them,  especially 
when  “Coach”  broke  down  and  let  us  have  “fried  clams’  . 

We  have  to  admire  that  Captain  of  ours  who  played 
“heads  up’  football  in  the  Chelmsford  game  with  one 
arm  practically  in  the  sling. 

Although  there  were  strict  orders  by  Coach  Rad- 
vilas  that  football  and  girls  don’t  mix,  the  following 
still  seem  linked  together:  Andy  and  Mary,  Steve  and 
Betty,  John  and  Libby,  Mike  and  Franny,  Joe  and  Marge, 
Butch  and  Phyllis,  and  last  but  no  means  least  Bruce 
and  Nancy. 

A  familiar  sight  this  year  was  “Art”  Jr.,  who  fol¬ 
lowed  his  father  around  at  practice,  to  make  sure  no¬ 
body  hurt  his  “Daddy”. 

With  another  season  gone,  we  would  like  to  extend 
our  wishes  to  the  coaches  for  a  better  and  more  victori¬ 
ous  season  next  year. 

Bruce  Putnam  ’42 
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*  _  AS  WE  “8”  SEE  IT  —  * 

With  a  T,  ’n  a  E,  n  a  A,  n  a  M  .  .  .  .  with  a  T  n  a 
E  Mv!  listen  to  those  fans  in  the  stand  co-operate. 

Leading  the  cheer  are  R.  H.  S.’s  eight  peppy  cheerleader 
dressed  in  their  flaming  red  jackets  adorned  with  sixteen 
brass  buttons  and  their  navy  skirts.  Under  the  supet- 
vision  of  our  alert  head-cheerleader,  Nan  White,  (other¬ 
wise  known  to  us  as  Gladys)  are  Alice,  “Libby  ’,  “Flo  , 
“Nan”,  “Lucy”,  Lorraine,  yours  truly,  ”Bev  ,  and  oui 
able  substitute,  Bette  Ham. 

With  this  unique  cheer,  “The  Team  Yell”,  we  see 
that  the  great  R.  H.  S.  team  is  running  out  onto  the  field 
determined  to  leave  this  field  as  victors. 

Our  cheer  finished  we  run  back  to  our  usual  re¬ 
served  bench  to  witness  the  game,  ready,  at  frequent  in¬ 
tervals  to  dash  out  to  perform  the  “Pop-Up”,  or  that 
new  eatchie  number  which  we  call  the  “Victory  Cheer  . 
(It  has  its  significance). 

Oh !  there’s  the  whistle  for  the  kick  off.  Why  does 
that  drummer  in  the  band  have  to  roll  his  drum  it 
makes  everyone  so  nervous! 

The  pigskin  soars  high  through  the  air  and  drops 
down  on  the  15-yard  line.  A  member  of  the  opposing 
team  snatches  it  up  under  his  arm  and  comes  dashing 
down  the  field.  “Get  that  man!” — soon  he  is  brought 
down  by  one  of  our  speedy  and  alert  tackles,  Rudy  De¬ 
Rosa  and  right  with  him  is  our  tall  blonde  right  tackle, 
Howie  Bates. 

“Come  on  girls”,  shouts  Nan  White,  “time  for  an¬ 
other  cheer.”  She  suggests  “Aka-Laka-Chee  ’  but  “Oh, 
no!”  exclaim  those  who  strongly  oppose  her  idea.  It’s 
too  difficult  and  we  just  can’t  keep  our  balance.  By  the 
time  we  have  all  agreed  on  one  particular  cheer  and  all 
are  happy  and  just  bubbling  over  with  energy  to  do  the 
cheer,  something  has  happened  out  in  the  field  which  is 
terribly  wrong  and  everyone  in  the  bleachers  is  uttering 
a  most  distressing  groan.  We  cheerleaders  guess  it  is 
what  one  calls  a  fumble  and  our  cheer  is  forgotten  for 
the  time.  Some  of  us,  who  are  supposed  to  know  foot¬ 
ball  inside  and  out,  don’t  even  understand  the  phenome¬ 
non  of  downs!  Football  fellows,  please  excuse  our  ig¬ 
norance,  hut  it’s  simply  too  complicated. 

Listen, — listen  to  those  people  in  the  stand.  Why 
they’re  cheering — sure  enough,  Fennelly,  our  left  half- 
hack  has  made  an  80-yard  run.  What  a  man!  Pender- 
gast,  our  other  left  halfback  proves  to  be  another  star  of 
the  gridiron.  We,  on  the  sidelines,  at  the  Lexington 
game  saw  only  a  streak  of  dust  whiz  by.  This  was  Joe 
on  his  80-yard  dash  for  a  touchdown.  Joe  Anderson  is 
listed  under  the  column  of  our  heroes,  and  oh  yes,  that 
“Star  is  Born”,  Huggar  Stark,  along  with  all  the  others 
— Crooker,  Putnam,  Hubbard,  Marehetti,  Collins,  Slet- 


terink,  the  pair  of  “Mikes  ,  Frotten,  Bob  Anderson,  and 
Callan;  and  all  the  others,  deserve  a  word  of  acclaim. 
Have  you  noticed  those  sophomores?  Yes,  even  our 
sophomores  have  got  into  our  games.  Last,  but  by  no 
means  least,  is  our  very  modest  captain,  Joe  Merrill,  who 
so  definitely  refuses  to  speak  when  “Speech — Speech! 
is  bellowed  at  him  in  rallies.  Because  of  a  shoulder  in¬ 
jury,  Joe  has  been  absent  in  the  past  few  games  but  he 
is  seen  on  the  bench  every  Saturday  to  watch  his  team¬ 
mates  carry  on. 

Coach  Radvilas,  our  tall  coach,  and  his  assistant. 
Coach  Griffin  deserve  credit  for  their  sportsmanship  and 
fine  work  throughout  the  season.  Our  coaches  are 
loyal  rooters  and  may  be  seen  at  every  game,  side  by  side 
with  our  dependable  Doc  Wakeling,  both  giving  the  team 
real  spirit.  Though  R.  H.  S.  has  failed  to  be  a  consist¬ 
ently  winning  team  this  season,  good  sportsmanship  has 
predominated  throughout,  and  boys,  you  have  all  the 
school  spirit  behind  you.  If  it’s  a  defeat,  we  feel  just  as 
disappointed  and  down-hearted  as  you.  If  it's  victorious 
we’re  just  as  pleased  and  proud  as  you.  Throughout 
each  and  every  game  we’re  all  there  with  hopes  as  high 
as  yours  that  our  team  will  come  through  with  a  boom¬ 
ing  victory! 

Beverly  Buckler  ’42 


Exchanges 

Continued  from  page  23 

Next  slop  is  at  our  old  friend  and  rival,  Ipswich. 
Their  new  title  page  is  excellent  and  we  hope  eventually 
the  whole  magazine  will  be  printed  in  a  similar  manner. 

Getting  near  home  is  the  Beverly  “Aegis”  and  their 
short  stories  are  excellent,  particularly  “Mother’s  are 
so  Useful” — for  sure  that  experience  has  happened 
to  many  of  us. 

We  have  one  more  stop  before  we  come  home  and 
that  is  South  Hadley.  The  only  word  from  “The  Corn¬ 
field”  is  “swell”  for  that  is  what  it  is. 

Oh,  we  almost  forgot  to  stop  at  our  old  friend  and 
next  door  neighbor,  Wakefield.  The  “Lookout’s”  column 
“We  Have  in  Our  Midst”  should  make  any  newcomer 
feel  welcomed. 

Now  home  to  Reading  waiting  for  next  June  when 
we’ll  revisit  our  old  friends  and  visit  new  friends  made 
during  the  school  year.  So  until  then  good-bye  and  the 
best  of  luck. 

Jean  Gleason  ’43 
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ALUMNI  NEWS 


One  hundred,  ninety-six  students  left  Reading  High 
School  last  June,  to  continue  their  studies  at  higher 
places  of  learning,  or  to  become  members  of  the  working 
world.  Let  us  see  what  a  few  of  them  are  doing. 

Our  class  President,  Glenn  Davis  is  currently  at¬ 
tending  Tabor  Academy,  where  he  plays  end  on  the 
football  team.  Other  graduates  attending  schools  are: 
Lillian  Davies  at  B.  U.;  “Ken”  Anderson,  “Don”  Tay¬ 
lor  and  Roger  Caron,  who  commute  to  Tufts;  and  Dave 
Sheldon  and  Alden  Heath  who  are  both  at  Parsonfield 
Seminary  in  Maine. 

Stella  Pollitz  is  the  farthest  from  home.  She  attends 
Leland  Stanford  University  in  California.  “Lewy"  Bos- 
son  is  another  one  far  from  home,  yet  he  seems  to  be 
really  enjoying  himself  at  Duke.  Tom  Jacob  and  “Gui- 
fer”  Dagdigian  go  to  Wentworth  each  morning  in  “Guf- 
fer’s”  Model-A. 

Briefly,  some  of  the  other  students  are  Newton 
Dickie,  Vermont  Academy — “Bunny”  Storti,  “Don” 
Hitchcock,  Bob  Taylor  and  Annabel le  Walker,  Burdett— 
Carolyn  Campbell,  Jackson — Carolyn  Lumsden,  Smith- 
Jean  Dow  and  “Dot  Stratton,  Chandler — “Jim”  Bain, 
Lawrence  Academy — Barbara  Bird,  Mass.  State — Lois 
Ives,  Art  School — Richard  Robbins,  Northeastern— and 
“Mac”  Johnston  who  is  working  during  the  day,  and 
going  to  M.  I.  T.  at  night. 

P.  G.  s  this  year  are  “Ed  Ford,  John  (Leave  the 
Bod)  Lay)  Shaw,  Bette  Gullam,  Arthur  Knapp,  Phyllis 


Lacey,  Phyllis  Garey,  Robert  Meuse,  Maynard  Batch- 
elder,  Donald  Douglas,  “Bob”  Dagdigian,  Warren  Winn, 
Frances  McLaughlin,  “Harry”  Pratt,  “Woodie”  Titcomb, 
and  yours  truly.  One  other  P.  G.  is  Betty  Shannon,  who 
is  taking  one  at  Newburyport  High  School. 

Now  the  working  class.  “Poog”  Crooker  (he  still 
has  the  “Green  Hornet”,  as  no  doubt  you  know)  works 
at  M.  I.  T.  Some  working  in  Boston  are  “Don”  Tuttle, 
“Dot”  Taylor,  “Red  Brennan,  Don  Dacey,  and  “Al” 
Doughty.  Lenox  Schoppelry  is  delivering  milk.  “Bill 
Morrissey  and  “Ed”  Palmer  are  working  for  Pratt  and 
Whitney  at  Hartford.  Charles  Berglund  is  working  in 
the  B.  &  M.  car  shops  in  Methuen.  Dorothy  Arnett  is 
waiting  on  tables  at  Abbott  in  Andover.  Ethyl  Green- 
yer  is  in  training  for  the  nursing  profession.  Virginia 
Roberts  and  Marjorie  Spindler  are  working  at  Steel’s 
Furniture  Company.  “Barb”  Bryant  is  at  the  Grouard 
House,  working  for  the  schools.  A  few  still  to  be  seen 
around  Reading,  since  their  jobs  are  located  here  are: 
Edgar  Davis,  John  Kelly,  Gerald  Colford,  Louis  Babinc, 
and  Bob  Burrows. 

Then  too,  currently  serving  Uncle  Sam  are  Arthur 
Stiles  in  the  Navy,  “Chet  ’  Gunn  in  the  Air  Corps,  and 
“Dodie”  Carder  in  the  Army. 

There  are  many  loyal  alumni  who  have  not  had 
their  names  mentioned,  but  even  though  they  have  gone 
from  our  portals,  they  are  not  forgotten. 

Francis  Doughty  ’4! 
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Humor 


DO  OR  DIE 

1  am  all  a  flutter  tonight.  You  see,  I  am  going  to 
my  girl  friend’s  house  to  have  supper.  I  start  to  get 
ready  by  setting  the  alarm  clock  for  six  o’clock  and 
proceed  to  break  the  hands  off.  Then  the  problem  of 
getting  dressed  confronts  me.  I  put  my  shoes  on  the 
wrong  feet  and  have  to  take  them  off  and  turn  them 
around  and,  after  tying  my  lacings,  discover  to  my  joy 
and  expectation  that  I  have  no  stockings  on.  I  then  pull 
on  stockings  that  aren't  mates,  and  so  1  decide  to  tell  her 
it’s  the  fad.  (Maybe  it  is).  It  is  a  cold  night  so  I  come 
to  the  conclusion  that  1  had  better  wear  my  long  under¬ 
wear.  This  means  that  I  have  to  remove  my  shoes.  I 
am  getting  along  towards  the  end  of  getting  dressed  in 
my  haberdashery,  tearing  the  buttons  off  two  good  shirts, 
and  tying  a  knot  in  my  tie  that  will  never  come  out.  Then 
1  lose  my  collar  button.  I  find  it  after  tipping  the  bureau 
over  and  consequently  breaking  the  mirror.  As  I  am 
not  superstitious,  I  only  rub  my  rabbit’s  foot  twice.  1 
am  now  off  to  my  girl’s  house.  I  take  out  my  watch  to 
see  about  what  time  it  is,  remembering  that  the  reason 
I  set,  or  tried  to  set  the  clock,  was  to  take  a  bath.  Maybe 
my  bath  from  last  week  will  tide  me  over.  I  also  re¬ 
member  that  in  cutting  my  tie  off  I  have  not  replaced 
it  and  so  I  turn  around  and  head  for  home,  to  discover 
that  someone  has  stolen  my  ties  from  the  rack.  (Without 
knowing  it,  he  is  helping  me  with  my  story.  Quaint  isn  t 
he? )  1  look  around  and  find  a  piece  of  rope.  I  could  go 
as  the  hanging  of  some  well-known  person,  but,  as  this  ;s 
no  party,  1  decide  not  to.  There  is  one  hope  left.  Borrow 
one.  I  borrow  it  from  my  nearest  neighbor  who  looks 
like  the  “Wreck  of  the  Hesperus”,  so  I  get  a  tie  that 
looks  like  the  Chicago  Fire.  I'm  off  again  to  do  or  die. 

Upon  arriving  I  discover  that  the  children  knew  1 
was  coming,  as  I  pile  up  amid  numerous  toys.  As  I  am 
still  undaunted  and  in  one  piece  I  ring  the  doorbell.  The 
doorbell  also  knew  I  was  coming  so  I  have  to  knock.  As 
no  one  hears  the  knock,  I  proceed  to  rap  on  the  door 
lightly  with  a  brick.  A  head  comes  out  the  top  window 
and  says,  “Take  it  easy.  We  haven’t  paid  for  the  house." 


The  door  is  opened,  eventually,  and  out  comes  the  dog. 
(The  real  one  and  not  my  girl  s  father).  As  the  dog  has 
no  pride,  he  bites  me,  making  himself  an  outlaw  to  his 
race. 

I  am  ushered  into  a  room  where  1  see  family  pic¬ 
tures.  (If  I  had  a  family  like  that  I  wouldn’t  advertise 
it).  The  father  wakes  up  just  long  enough  to  ask  me  u 
the  dog  bit  me.  I  find  that  I  am  no  different  than  the 
rest  of  the  callers  as  they  are  bitten,  too.  (When  is  the 
hunting  season  open  on  dogs?)  The  mother  comes  in 
and  sits  down  and  as  I  only  have  a  pair  of  dice  and  can 
think  of  only  one  thing  to  ask  her, — What  do  you  think 
of  the  new  synthetic  gin — I  keep  quiet.  (Smart  me). 

The  girl  friend  arrives  and  asks  if  I  want  to  go  out 
on  the  porch.  To  this  1  answer,  “Ye  Gods,  Yes.”  Just  as 
something  might  start  the  mother  comes  out  to  ask  me  if 
I  like  lemon  or  sugar  in  my  tea.  After  seeing  those 
family  relations  I  decide,  sugar.  Whereupon  she  goes 
next  door  to  borrow'  a  lemon. 

We  are  called  to  supper.  1  am  to  have  the  honor  of 
silting  beside  baby  who  can  fool  mother  into  thinking 
she  doesn  t  know  any  better,  so  she  makes  use  of  it.  She, 
the  cute  little  darling,  starts  the  supper  off  by  placing 
pieces  of  food  she  has  tasted  and  doesn’t  like  onto  my 
plate.  Mother  thinks  it  is  very  unusual  so  I  don’t  debate 
the  problem  with  her.  It  is  fun  trying  to  guess  whether 
you  have  eaten  a  piece  of  meat  or  baby’s  shoe  lacing. 
When  the  soup  is  put  before  me  so  is  baby’s  hand. 
Mother  immediately  scolds  baby  for  getting  her  fingers 
all  dirty.  I  enjoy  my  soup  immensely. 

While  waiting  for  the  dessert,  baby  is  trying  to  bend 
the  fork,  hut  as  it  is  solid  silver-plated  brass,  she  makes 
no  headway.  But  she  has  as  much  courage  as  I  had  so 
she  decides  she  can  bend  it  by  playing  with  me.  Mother 
says,  “I  don’t  think  he  likes  that.”  And  I,  with  a  grin 
like  a  Cheshire  Cat,  say,  “Oh,  I  don’t  mind.”  Baby 
thinks  1  am  a  great  sport  so  I  get  both  the  fork  and  the 
knife.  The  spoon  is  left  on  the  tray  in  case  the  fork  or 
knife  should  break.  The  dessert  consists  of  lemon  and 
blueberry  pie.  Baby  decides  that  blueberry  pie  is  much 
more  messy  than  lemon,  so  blueberry  pie  is  added  to 
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the  coloring  of  the  table  cloth.  In  this  selection  she  has 
ine  where  she  wants  me.  She  knows  it.  All  of  a  sudden 
she  tries  to  become  affectionate.  The  mother,  getting 
smart  says,  1  don’t  want  to  be  kissed.  Baby  is  broken¬ 
hearted  at  this  so  1  receive  one-third  of  her  blueberry 
pie  helped  along  by  her  hand.  I  then  think,  if  she  has 
two-thirds  on  her  and  has  given  me  one-third  how  can 
she  have  any  in  her — but  I  don't  make  a  practice  of 
thinking  any  more  than  I  have  to. 

1  leave  with  the  deepest  regrets  plus  a  piece  of  blue¬ 
berry  pie  lodged  in  my  pocket. 

1  carefully  avoid  any  reference  to  mothers,  fathers, 
and  families  in  general,  so  1  won’t  have  to  give  my  frank 
opinion  and  lose  my  girl,  or  tell  too  many  lies. 

Warren  Martin  42 


Good  English 

Mr.  Taylor:  “How  would  you  punctuate  this  sen¬ 
tence?  ‘The  wind  blew  a  ten-dollar  bill  around  the 
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corner : 

Stevens:  “I  would  make  a  dash  after  the  bill. 

Tit- for -Tat 

Johnnie:  “Woman  is  nothing  but  a  rag,  a  bone, 
and  a  hank  of  hair.’ 

Libbie:  “Man  is  nothing  but  a  brag,  a  groan,  and 
a  tank  of  air.’’ 

Action  Wanted 

N.  P.:  “David,  there’s  a  burglar  at  the  silver,  and 
one  in  the  pantry  eating  my  pies.  Go  out  and  call  for 
help.” 

D.  D.:  “Police!  Doctor!” 


Robert  Lowe: 

“There’s  really  nothing  1  don  t  know ! 

I  pity  you  ’cause  you’re  so  slow. 

Bring  on  your  questions  and  your  test, 

I’ll  finish  first  and  beat  the  rest. 

Then  afterwards  with  cheeks  much  paled 
Asked  how:  he  did — “Uh-I-guess  I  failed.” 


Mrs.  S.:  “Darling,  you  were  very  late  last  night. 
I’m  afraid  I’m  dreadfully  old-fashioned,  but  I  should 
like  to  know  where  you  go.” 

Anne:  “Certainly,  mummy,  I  dined  with  -  -  -  oh, 
well,  you  don’t  know  him  -  -  -  and  we  went  to  several 
plaees,  I  don’t  suppose  you’ve  been  to  and  finished  at 
a  queer  little  club.  I  forget  its  name,  but  it’s  in  a  cel¬ 
lar  somewhere  in  town.  It’s  all  right,  isn’t  it  mummy?” 

Mrs.  S. :  “Of  course.  It's  only  that  1  just  like  to 
know. 


Bob  Durney:  “Oh,  Senorita,  tonight  I  will  steal 
beneath  your  baleonv  and  sing  you  a  sweet  serenade.” 
Hoke:  “Do,  and  I  will  drop  you  a  (lower. ” 

Bob:  “In  a  moment  of  mad  love?” 

Hoke:  “No,  in  a  pot.” 


Dot  Dohertv  :  “How  do  you  spell  sense? 

Miss  kling:  “Dollars  and  cents  or  horse  sense? 
DoL  Doherty:  “Well,  like  in  ‘I  ain’t  seen  him 
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sense. 


Judge:  “Do  you  challenge  any  of  the  jury? 

Spic  Shaw:  “Well,  1  think  1  can  lick  that  little  guy 
on  the  end.” 


Miss  Zimmerman:  “Paul  Scott,  name  an  organ  of 
the  body. 

Paul:  “Teeth.” 

Miss  Zimmerman:  “Teeth?  What  kind  of  an  organ 
would  teeth  be?” 

Paul:  “Grind  organ.” 

Miss  Reed:  “Why  are  the  works  of  Chaucer  and 
Dickens  called  classics?” 

Andrew  Moores:  “Because  they  are  enough  to 
make  the  class  sick.” 


Harold:  “If  you  promise  to  keep  it  dark,  I’ll  tell 
you  something." 

Emily:  “I  promise,  shoot.” 

Harold:  “\ou’ve  got  a  wonderful  parlor.” 


Nancy:  “Your  boy  friend  is  a  lounge  lizard.” 
Lucy:  “You  re  wrong.  He’s  a  parlor  chameleon. 
Nancy:  “What’s  the  difference?” 

Lucy:  “Well,  a  parlor  chameleon  turns  all  colors 
when  a  girl’s  father  walks  in. 


Stern  Parent:  (to  applicant  for  daughter’s  hand!. 
“Young  man,  can  you  support  a  family?” 

Pendergast:  (meekly)  “I  only  wanted  Margie.” 


Two  boys  were  seated  together  in  a  crowded  street 
car.  One  of  them  noticed  that  the  other  had  his  eyes 
closed. 

Herrick:  “Wassamater,  Joe,  feeling  ill?” 

Merrill:  “I’m  all  right,  but  I  hate  to  see  ladies 
standing.” 


First  Mosquito:  “Why  are  you  making  such  a 
fuss?” 

Second  Mosquito:  “Whoopee,  I  just  passed  the 
screen  test.” 


Gianascol:  a  hotel  guest:  (phoning  down  at  3  a.  m. 
from  the  fourth  floor.)  “Hello,  is  this  the  night  desk 
clerk?” 

Bowser  at  desk:  “Yeah,  what’s  biting  you  now?” 
Gianascol:  “That’s  what  I’d  like  to  know.” 


Snug  Shaw:  “I  like  work.  It  fascinates  me.  I 
could  sit  and  watch  it  for  hours.” 
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THE  STORY  OF  OUR  FLAG 

Oh,  you  stars  and  stripes  of  Glory, 

Waving  proudly  overhead 
Proclaiming  through  the  ages 
Great  honor  to  the  dead. 

Don't  you  think  we  know  the  hardship 
That  victory  must  have  cost 
All  those  staunch  and  loyal  people 

Who  for  you  their  loved  ones  lost? 

Could  you  only  speak  the  message 
Woven  on  your  every  fold 
T’would  reveal  to  all,  the  story, 

That  to  me  you’ve  often  told, 

Of  a  loving,  loyal  mother 

Parting  from  her  only  son, 

Smiling  bravely  as  he  kisses  her 
She  gives  her  only  one. 

Of  the  parting  from  his  sweetheart 
By  a  lover  young  in  years; 

Of  a  tender-hearted  sister 

Forcing  back  her  anxious  tears, 

Of  the  wounded  dying  soldiers 
Lying  on  the  battlefield 
Breathing  prayers  for  their  beloved  ones 
As  to  death  they  finally  yield; 

Of  the  letters  being  opened 

By  the  cherished  folks  at  home, 

Telling  of  their  hero’s  valor 

Shown  for  those  now  left  alone; 

Of  so  many  gallant  soldiers 

Buried  deep  beneath  the  sod 
Honored  all  the  wide  world  over 

Still  unknown  to  all  but  God. 

Oh,  you  stars  and  stripes  of  Glory, 

Who  to  us  all  this  have  told, 

Tell  us  “Why  did  all  this  sorrow 

Need  to  come  to  those  of  old?” 

And  the  answer  comes  in  whispers, 

“T  was  for  freedom  they  were  slain, 

Bravely  slain  so  you,  their  children, 

Might  live  where  peace  and  freedom  reign 
Listen  and  you  11  hear  me  whisper 
Of  their  glorious  victories, 

Telling  simply  but  more  fully 

Than  the  best  of  histories, 

And  forever  through  the  ages, 

Waving  proudly  overhead 
1  shall  still  proclaim  my  story 

In  memory  of  the  sacred  dead.” 

Barbara  Courser  ’43 


Thirty-six 


Pioneer  Boosters 


Dr.  and  Mrs.  Charles  Wakeling 

Dr.  and  Mrs.  Charles  Baisley 

Dr.  and  Mrs.  Thomas  Halpin 

Dr.  and  Mrs.  Justin  Anderson 

Dr.  and  Mrs.  Edward  Halligan 

Dr.  and  Mrs.  Harry  Beasley 

Dr.  Dorothy  L.  Sidebottom 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Arthur  W.  Coolidge 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Philip  R.  White 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Louis  Davis 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Samuel  Davis 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Herman  Bowser 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Henry  Davies 

Police  Chief  and  Mrs.  Jeremiah  Cullinane 

Fire  Chief  and  Mrs.  Hugh  Eames 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Thomas  W.  Beaman 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  David  E.  Hersee 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Irving  C.  Austin 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Norman  L.  Duncan 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Sidney  S.  Wheeler 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Edward  A.  Brophy 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Frank  W.  Schaeffer 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Frank  D.  Tanner 

Dr.  and  Mrs.  Elbridge  Grover 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Clark  S.  Robinson 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Herbert  K.  Miller 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Edward  F.  Parker 


Several  anonymous  contributors 


The  Reading  Chronicle 


wishes  to  express  to  the  students  and  faculty  of  the 


Reading  High  School 


sincere  best  wishes  for  a 

itliUTg  (Cluijstuuth 


and  to  hope  that  this  splendid  issue  of 


The  Pioneer 


will  he  an  incentive  to  even  finer 


accomplishments  in  the  future. 


L.  G.  BALFOUR  COMPANY 

Attleboro,  Massachusetts 

KNOWN  WHEREVER  THERE  ARE  SCHOOLS  AND  COLLEGES 
Official  Jeweler  to  the  Reading  High  School 
Represented  by  S.  G.  Lee,  234  Boylston  St.,  Boston,  Mass. 


THE 


Electric  Home 

IS  THE 

Modern  Home 

THE 

Municipal  Light 
Department 

IS  HEADQUARTERS  FOR  THE  LATEST  AND  APPROVED 
ELECTRICAL  APPLIANCES 

KELVINATOR  AND  GENERAL  ELECTRIC  REFRIGERATORS 
UNIVERSAL  -  G.  E.  -  ESTATE  -  KELVINATOR  RANGES 
CASSEROLES  CLOCKS  WATER  HEATERS 

VACUUM  CLEANERS  LAUNDRY  EQUIPMENT 


TELEPHONE  READING  1340 


EVERY  DAY  GREETING  CARDS 
GIFTS 

H.  B.  McARDLE 

Next  to  Reading  Theatre 


565  Main  St.  Tels.  1647  -  1648 


CHARLES  L.  THORNDIKE 

‘  Main  St.  at  Haven  St.  Tel.  Rea.  0812-M 

—  MEN’S  FURNISHINGS  — 

► 

-  MEN’S,  WOMEN’S,  and  CHILDREN’S  FOOTWEAR 

’  MOHAWK  BASS 

and  and 

ARROW  SHIRTS  ENNA  JETTICK  SHOES 

LAMSON  &  HUBBARD  HATS 


EDWARD  LAPPIN 

PLUMBING  AND  HEATING 


76  Haven  St.  Tel.  Rea.  0460  -  0461 

Agent  for  Malden  -  Melrose  Gas  Light  Co. 


Compliments  of 

ROCKPORT  FISH  MARKET 

IN  THE  SWIM  TO  WIN 


G.  H.  ATKINSON  CO. 

FINEST  OF  MEATS 
CHOICE  FAMILY  GROCERIES 
BIRDSEYE  FROSTED  FOODS 


SCHOOL  SUPPLIES 
FOUNTAIN  PENS  and 
MECHANICAL  PENCILS 

M.  F.  CHARLES  &  SONS 

610  Main  St.  Reading,  Mass. 


GILL  and  SAM 


BARBERS  — 


58  Haven  St. 


Reading,  Mass. 


PRENTISS  &  PARKER,  Inc. 

W.  H.  WIGHTMAN  &  CO. 

—  INSURANCE  — 


Reading  Office 
M  asonie  Block 
Tel.  Rea.  0249 


Boston  Office 
40  Broad  St. 
Tel.  Hub.  7880 


A  A  A  A 


Northeastern  University 


College  of  Liberal  Arts 

Offers  for  young  men  a  broad  program  of  college 
subjects  serving  as  a  foundation  for  the  under¬ 
standing  of  modern  culture,  social  relations,  and 
technical  achievement.  Students  may  concentrate 
in  any  of  the  following  fields:  Biology,  Chemistry, 
Economics-Sociology,  English  (including  an  option 
in  Journalism),  and  Mathematics-Physics.  Varied 
opportunities  available  for  vocational  specializa¬ 
tion.  Degree:  Bachelor  of  Science  or  Bachelor  of 
Arts. 


College  of  Engineering 

Offers  for  young  men  curricula  in  Civil,  Mechani¬ 
cal  (with  Diesel,  Air-Conditioning,  and  Aeronauti¬ 
cal  options),  Electrical,  Chemical,  Industrial  En¬ 
gineering,  and  Engineering  Administration.  Class¬ 
room  study  is  supplemented  by  experiment  and 
research  in  well-equipped  laboratories.  Degree : 
Bachelor  of  Science  in  the  professional  field  of 
specialization. 


College  of  Business  Administration 


Offers  for  young  men  six  curricula:  Accounting,  Banking  and  Finance,  Marketing  and 
Advertising,  Journalism,  Public  Administration,  and  Industrial  Administration.  Each 
curriculum  provides  a  sound  training  in  the  fundamentals  of  business  practice  and  cul¬ 
minates  in  special  courses  devoted  to  the  various  professional  field's.  Degree :  Bachelor 
of  Science  in  Business  Administration. 


School  of  Law 

Offers  three-year  day  and  four-year  evening  un¬ 
dergraduate  programs  leading  to  the  degree  of 
Bachelor  of  Laws.  A  minimum  of  two  years  of 
college  work,  or  its  full  equivalent,  required  for 
admission  to  undergraduate  programs.  Case 
method  of  instruction. 

The  School  also  offers  a  two-year  evening  program 
open  to  graduates  of  approved  law  schools  and 
leading  to  the  degree  of  Master  of  Laws.  Under¬ 
graduate  and  graduate  programs  admit  men  and 
women. 


School  of  Business 

Offers  curricula  through  evening  classes  in  Ac¬ 
counting,  Industrial  Management,  Distributive 
Management,  and  Engineering  and  Business,  lead¬ 
ing  to  the  degree  of  Bachelor  of  Business  Ad¬ 
ministration  in  specified  fields.  Preparations  for 
C.  P.  A.  Examinations.  A  special  four-year  curri¬ 
culum  in  Law  and  Business  Management  leading 
to  the  Bachelor  of  Commercial  Science  degree 
with  appropriate  specification  is  also  offered. 
Shorter  programs  may  be  arranged.  Co-educa¬ 
tional. 


Evening  Courses  of  the  College  of  Liberal  Arts 

Certain  courses  of  the  College  of  Liberal  Arts  are  offered  during  evening  hours  affording 
concentration  in  Economics,  English,  History  and  Government  or  Social  Science.  A 
special  program  preparing  for  admission  to  the  School  of  Law  is  also  available.  The 
program  is  equivalent  in  hours  to  one-half  the  requirement  for  the  A.  B.  or  S.  B.  degree. 
Associate  in  Arts  title  conferred.  Co-educational. 

Co-operative  Plan 

The  Colleges  of  Liberal  Arts,  Engineering  and  Business  Administration  offer  day  programs  for  men  only, 
and  are  conducted  on  the  co-operative  plan.  After  the  freshman  year,  students  may  alternate  their  periods 
of  study  with  periods  of  work  in  the  employ  of  business  or  industrial  concerns  at  ten-week  intervals.  Under 
this  plan  they  gain  valuable  experience  and  earn  a  large  part  of  their  college  expenses. 

FOR  CATALOG  — MAIL  THIS  COUPON  AT  ONCE 

NORTHEASTERN  UNIVERSITY 
Director  of  Admissions 
Boston.  Massachusetts 

Please  send  me  a  catalog  of  the 

□  College  of  Liberal  Arts 

□  College  of  Engineering 

□  College  of  Business  Administration 


□  School  of  Law 

Evening  School  of  Business 

□  Day  Pre-Legal  Program 

□  Evening — College  of  Liberal  Arts 


Name 

Address 

C-30 


Compliments  of 

Readings  Up  and  Coming  Foodland 

ATLANTIC  BUTCHERS,  Inc. 


QUALITY 


30  -  32  Haven  St. 


Where  You  Get 
LOW  PRICES 


SERVICE 


Tel.  0054  -  0055 


ARTHUR  L.  GRAY 

Sales  STUDEBAKER  Service 


34  Salem  St. 


Tel.  Rea.  0010 


FIRST  NATIONAL 

SUPER  -  MARKET 


FI-NA-ST  FOODS 


Groceries 
M.  J.  Hegarty 


Meats 
J.  C.  Otis 


Mill  Work 
Paints 


Jobbing 

Varnish 


Fire  Insurance  Appraisal 


E.  B.  CURRELL  &  SON 

-  BUILDERS  - 

Shop  ami  Office:  32  Haven  St.,  Reading,  Mass. 


HOOKIE’S 

AUTOMOTIVE  SERVICE 

Repairing  —  All  Makes  of  Cars 


Towing 


Road  Service 


Ignition  and  Electrical  Work 


6  Linden  St. 


Tel.  Rea.  0261 


HARRY  UPSON  CAMP 

-  Master  Electrician  - 


28  Highland  St.,  Reading 


Tel.  Rea.  0835 


THE  FRY  KETTLE 

Specializing  in 
FRIED  SEA  FOODS 
and  FISH  DINNERS 

Route  28  —  One  Mile  North  of  Reading  Square 
Tel.  Reading  0592 


WOOD  and  METAL 

FURNITURE  CO. 


Established  1914 


525  Main  St. 


Tel.  Rea.  1450 


WHAT  ABOUT  YOUR  TOMORROW  S? 

It's  a  Question  Worth  Consideration 


The  uncertainty  of  today  is  sounding  throughout  the  country  the  clarion  cail 
“Preparedness”. 

Responding  to  this  call  individually  NOW  is  the  time  to  lay  the  groundwork 
for  later  financial  security.  It  doesn’t  take  much  to  begin  .  .  .  even  SI. 00  will  open 
a  savings  account. 


MECHANICS  SAVINGS  BANK 

643  Main  Street 
Branch  Office:  Wilmington 


Starting  Early  Enough  Never  Made  Anyone  Late 

O  e  G  » 

It  is  never  too  early  to  inquire  about  our  Systematic  Saving  Shares.  The  many 
advantages  of  co-operative  bank  saving  appeal  to  the  thrifty. 

From  SI. 00  to  $40.00  per  month  builds  a  co-operative  bank  saving  program. 

OUR  PURPOSE 

To  Promote  Systematic  Saving  and 
Economical  Home  Financing 


READING  CO-OPERATIVE  BANK 

Tel.  Reading  0193 


643  Main  St.,  Reading 


Compliments  of 


THE  READING  THEATRE 


READ  &  WHITE 

MEN'S  and 
WOMEN'S 

FORMAL 
CLOTHES 
RENTER 

FOR  ALL  OCCASIONS 

'QUALITY  ALWAYS ' 

111  SUMMER  STREET  BOSTON,  MASS. 
WOOLWORTH  BLDG.,  I’ROVIOENGE,  R.  1. 


GREELEY’S 


BATTERY  AND  TIRE  SERVICE 


H 


aven 


Reading 


Office  Hours:  9  A.  M.  to  5  P.  M. 

DR.  M.  E.  BRANDE 
DR.  CHARLES  G.  ROSS 

Associate  Dentist 

My  specialty  is  extracting  teeth,  the  making  and 
repairing  of  all  kinds  of  artificial  teeth 

80  Haven  St.  Tel.  Rea.  0170 


?uMBER 


//  you  want  a  corsage  call 


WESTON’S  FLORIST  SHOP 


9  Auburn  St.,  Reading 


Tel.  Rea.  0091-W 


MINERAL  CORNER  STORE 


MEATS  -  GROCERIES  -  PROVISIONS 


Corner  Mineral  and  Vine  Sts. 


Tel.  Reading  1293 


READING  CASH  MARKET 


CHOICE  MEATS  ANIJ  PROVISIONS 


54  Haven  St. 


Tel.  Rea.  0600 


CHRISTMAS  GREETINGS  TO  R.  H.  S. 

MV 

FIRST  NATIONAL  BANK  OF  READING 

EXTENDS  ITS 
VERY  BEST  WISHES 
TO 

ALL  PUPILS,  EVERY  TEACHER 
AND  THE  PRINCIPAL 


\  v\  *  • 


r.rr 


■  '  T* r-rr.  .y.-  ..  -- -  — 

NUj\CE  MOUNTING 


These  fam¬ 
ous  corners 
will  handle 


every 


thinj 


•  INIOR 


RIGULAR 


-JUNtOI* 


from  a  pos¬ 
tage  stamp 
to  a  large 
map,  draw¬ 
ing,  or  pho¬ 
tograph.  Popular  for  mounting  snapshots  on  cards 
or  in  albums. 

Four  styles,  as  shown  above.  In  black,  white, 
gray,  green,  red,  sepia,  ivory,  gold,  and  silver. 
Transparent  style  is  of  crystal-clear  cellulose. 

NuAce  PHOTO  HINGES 

allow  prints  to  he  mounted  one  above  the  other  where 
album  space  must  be  saved.  Handy  for  newspaper 
clippings  or  postcards.  Ready  folded.  Just  moisten 
and  use. 

All  styles  retail  10c  package.  (15c  in  Canada) 
’  Packed  in  effective  display  containers.  Ask  for  sample 
packages  and  trade  discounts. 


ACE  ART  CO 


12  Gould  St. 


Reading,  Mass. 


LEON  F.  QUIMBY 

REALTOR 

National  Association  R.  E.  Boards 
Boston  Real  Estate  Exchange 
Massachusetts  Real  Estate  Exchange 

74  Haven  St.  Tel.  Rea.  1050 


Tel.  Reading  1490 


r. 


Summer  Ave.  Greenhouses 

Flowers  For  /xll  Occasions 
Wholesale  -  Retail 

Cut  Flowers  -  Floral  Designs  -  Memorial  Baskets 


362  Summer  Ave. 


Reading,  Mass. 


LAING  CHEVROLET  CO. 

—  BEAR  SERVICE  — 

Wheel  Aligning  Wheel  Balancing 

SALES  AND  SERVICE 

Axle  and  Frame  Straightening 

0‘  K’d  Reconditioned  Used  Cars 

Corrects  Shimmy  —  Tire  Wear  —  Hard  Steering 

PAINTING,  BODY  and  FENDER  WORK 

ACCIDENT  WORK  OUR  SPECIALTY 

AUTOMOBILE  RADIO  REPAIRS 

DON  GRAY’S  DENT  SHOP 

335  Main  St.  Phones:  1020  -  0556 

Main  and  Minot  Sts.  Tel.  Rea.  8540-W 

Carleton  -  Walsli  Motors,  Inc, 

McCANN’S  DAIRY  STORE 

DODGE  PLYMOUTH 

ICE  CREAM 

SALES  AND  SERVICE 

CANDIES 

FOUNTAIN  SERVICE  ' 

508  Main  St.  Tel.  Rea.  0894 

Reading  Square 

S.  M.  Hodson  R.  H.  Hodson 

Compliments  of 

HODSON  BROTHERS 

PAINTERS  AND  DECORATORS 

Paints,  Wall  Papers  and  Window  Shades 

Store,  Haven  St.,  Near  P.  O.  Telephone  0060 

Compliments  of 

ROGER  KENNEY 

GULF  SERVICE 

> 

READING  DINER 

“FOOD  AS  YOU  LIKE  IT" 

—  24  Hour  Service  — 

Compliments  of 

A.  J.  BEAUDOIN 

MILK  AND  CREAM 

GULF  SERVICE 


RANDALL  S  CRULLER  SHOP 


Compliments  oj 


L.  G.  and  M.  C.  HAWES 


Heartiest  Greetings 


IDEAL  BEAUTY  SHOP 


WHITE  BREAD 
OATMEAL  BREAD 
CUP  CAKES 
ROLLS 


193  Haven  St. 


Tel.  Rea.  0015 


623  Main  St. 


Reading  1669 


—  Evening  Appointments 


TORRE’S 

Reading  Square 

MAKING  QUALITY  CANDY  AND 
ICE  CREAM  FOR  OVER 
25  YEARS 


Reasonable  Prices  Good  Work  Prompt  Attention 

ARCHIE  LEVINE 

CUSTOM  TAILOR 

Ladies’  and  Gentlemen  s  Suits  and  Overcoats 
Made  to  Order. 

Cleaning,  Pressing,  Dyeing  and  Remodeling. 

Furs  remodeled  in  the  latest  styles. 

175  Haven  St.  Tel.  Rea.  0073-M 


ADAMS  COMPANY 


LADIES’  AND  CHILDREN’S  FURNISHINGS 


Haven  St. 


Tel.  Rea.  1360-W 


FRED  F.  SMITH.  Inc. 

/ 

WHOLESALE  and  RETAIL  DEALER  in 
Lumber,  Plumbing  and  Heating  Supplies,  Lime, 
Brick,  Cement,  and  Sewer  Pipe 
Builder’s  Hardware  of  Every  Description 
See  Our  Gift  Department 

25-37  Harnden  St.  Tel.  Rea.  0450 


Compliments  of 


FREDS  BEAUTY  SALON 


48  Haven  St. 


Tel.  Rea.  1599 


F.  E.  EMERY 

—  FLORIST  — 

31  Federal  St.  Tel.  Rea.  0485 


EUGENE’S 


KNOWN 
EVERYWHERE 
FOR  FINE 
SHIRT 

LAUNDERING 


Compliments  of 


SHOES  FOR  THE  WHOLE  FAMILY 


YOUR  ESSO  DEALER 


MEN’S  FURNISHINGS 
—  Shoes  Repaired  — 


CARL  H.  HOLMAN 


Reading  Square 


452  Main  St. 


Tel.  Rea.  0887 


EMERSON’S 

COMMUNITY  SERVICE  STATION 

JENNEY  HY-POWER  and  AERO  GASOLINE 
JENNEY  SOLVENIZED  MOTOR  OILS 
JENNEY  SPECIAIZED  LUBRICATION 
—  An  Unbeatable  Combination  — 

Expert  service  for  all  your  motoring  needs 
Lincoln  and  Prescott  Sts.  Tel.  Rea.  0916 


Compliments  of 

BROOK  S  EXPRESS 


BANG’S  FARM 

MILK  AND  CREAM  FROM  HIGH-CLASS  HERD  OF  COWS 
—  STRICTLY  FRESH  EGGS  — 

42  Main  Street  Tel.  Reading  1444 


1941  - 


THE  RICNEER 


Q nxdlutUiatt  NujttMesi 


READING  HIGH  SCDCGL 


READING,  MASSACHUSETTS 


19  4  1 


Editor-in-Chief 

Carolyn  Campbell  ’41 

W rite-ups  Staff,  Class  of  1941 
Donald  Taylor  1 
Carolyn  Lumsden  /  Chairmen 

Ruth  Hicks 
Donald  Hitchock 
Virginia  Davis 
Leslie  Scott 
Edith  Kimball 
Donald  Tuttle 
Barbara  Bryant 
Albert  Barmby 
Elsie  Mason 
Gordon  Watkins 
Anna  Arsenault 
Howard  Lander 
Frances  Madden 
Thomas  Jacob 
Stella  Pollitz 
Alfred  Doughty 
Barbara  Bird 
William  Dacey 
Alexander  Dissel 

Literary  Editor 

Barbara  Davis  ’42 

News  Editors 

Jean  Dow  ’41 
Kenneth  Anderson  ’41 


Business  Staff 

Lucille  Gonnam  42,  Manager 
Donald  Pease  43,  Advertising 
Betty  Parks  ’41,  Circulation 
Elinor  Abbott  ’42 
Marjorie  Webster  ’42 
Sherman  Stone  ’43 

Athletic  Editors 

Glenn  Davis  ’41 
Claire  Johnson  ’42 

Exchange  Editor 

Barbara  Blaikie  ’41 

Art  Editor 

Lois  Ives  ’41 

Photographic  Editor 
Lillian  Davies  ’41 

Official  Typist 

Evelyn  Shaw  ’41 

Staff  Secretary 

Elizabeth  Burpee  ’42 

Faculty  Advisers 

Miss  Mary  Devaney  —  Literary 
Miss  Svea  Kling  —  Typing 
Mr.  Luke  Halpin  —  Business 
Mr.  Reginald  Kibbee  —  Art 


LUKE  HALPIN 


We  affectionately  dedicate  this  issue 
of  the  “ Pioneer ”  to  Mr.  Hatpin,  in 
appreciation  of  his  untiring  efforts 
and  constant  friendship  for  the 
“Pioneer’,  and  for  the  Class  of  1941 


FRANK  D.  TANNER  DR.  CHARLES  R.  WAKELING 


It  was  with  real  regret  that  the  pupils  of  Reading  High  School  learned 
that  Mr.  Frank  D.  Tanner  and  Dr.  Charles  R.  Wakeling  are  no  longer  to 
be  associated  with  the  Reading  School  Board.  Mr.  Tanner  has  served  in 
the  interests  of  the  young  people  of  our  town  for  ten  years,  during  four 
of  which  he  was  chairman  of  the  board  and  a  welcome  speaker  at  school 
functions.  Mr.  Tanner’s  great  hobby  is  athletics,  and  he  has  had  much 
to  do  with  developing  a  sound  athletic  policy  at  Reading  High  School.  He 
feels  that  the  educational  value  of  athletics  is  more  important  than  the 
mere  victories  involved  in  any  contest.  Dr.  Wakeling  has  given  increas¬ 
ingly  of  his  energy  and  skill  to  keep  our  athletic  teams  in  the  best  possible 
physical  condition.  He  has  given  eight  years  of  service  to  the  School 
Board  and  his  popularity  with  the  student  body  is  proof  that  we  appreci¬ 
ate  his  efforts.  It  will  be  hard  to  find  two  men  who  will  give  as  much  to 
the  schools  of  Reading,  and  at  the  same  time,  appeal  to  faculty  and  students 
alike. 


Carolyn  Campbell,  Editor 


AMERICAN  YOUTH  STILL  DREAMS 

Come,  weary  classmates  of  1941,  lay  down  your 
pencils  and  your  books.  For  twelve  years  we  have 
worked  side  by  side,  and  now  the  day  of  graduation  is 
at  hand.  A  little  sleep  will  do  you  good  before  you  take 
that  step.  The  faculty  won’t  mind;  in  fact,  perhaps 
they’d  like  to  slip  away  and  have  a  little  snooze  them¬ 
selves.  That’s  it,  relax,  and  with  folded  hands  and 
chins  upon  our  chests,  let’s  drift  away  to  dreams  of 
things  that  are  to  come. 

Ah,  here  we  are,  all  present,  everyone,  upon  life’s 
broad  high  road.  The  way  is  wide  and  very  long;  it 
stretches  away  so  far  that  we  cannot  see  the  end.  Above 
the  road,  the  sky  is  bright  and  very  blue;  gay  flowers 
and  birds  abound  among  the  fair  green  fields.  The  World 
is  there,  still  eager  to  go  whirling  on,  despite  his  mil¬ 
lions  of  years.  He  turns  a  smiling  face  toward  us  and 
asks  for  workers.  We  question  him  and  ask  him  how 
we  shall  he  sure  of  happiness  and  the  fulfillment  of  our 
ideals.  He  looks  at  us  and  points  straight  ahead,  where 
a  bright  light  commands  our  gaze,  and  there  we  see  a 
pedestal  where  clearly  shine  the  words  “Success”  and 
“Happiness”. 

Above  Success  some  see  the  figure  of  Fame,  some 
visualize  a  pot  of  gold,  some  want  a  fireside  and  family 
life,  a  few  seek  adventure,  thrills,  and  battles,  some  see 
themselves  in  positions  of  service  to  others,  an  occasional 
one  wants  seclusion  to  work  out  some  weighty  problem 
-hut  all  see  Happiness.  Each  one  must  take  a  different 
road  to  reach  his  visions.  Some  will  work  in  the  mark¬ 


ets  of  the  cities  of  the  World  as  clerks,  merchants,  buy¬ 
ers,  sellers,  where  life  is  full  and  bargains  made  in 
many  languages. 

These  makers  of  wealth  will  need  tax  collectors, 
law  makers  and  judges,  and  some  among  us  will  surely 

qualify.  There  are  others  of  us  who  will  be  nurses, 

visitors  among  the  poor,  and  those  who  heal  the  sick 
in  spirit.  Some  will  teach  the  young,  and  there  are 
those  who  are  fitted  for  this  very  task.  As  we  walk 
along  this  road  of  life,  the  World  calls  upon  us  for  more 
scientists  and  laborers,  both  skilled  and  unskilled.  Be¬ 
cause  the  World  has  never  been  able  to  rid  himself  of 
wars,  the  young  men  of  our  class  must  heed  his  call  to 

military  service  and  give  at  least  a  year  of  their  lives 

to  this  pursuit,  before  they  reach  the  age  of  thirty-five. 

We  would  not  want  the  World  to  be  without  music, 
poetry,  pictures,  books,  philosophy,  and  news,  so  there 
will  be  some  among  us  who  will  furnish  all  of  these. 
Others  will  love  the  drama  and  the  cinema,  and  furnish 
him  with  them.  These  may  reach  that  hall  called  Fame. 
We  all  must  be  nourished,  so  others  must  look  to  that. 
There  may  be  more,  a  dozen  more,  bright  paths  to  fol¬ 
low — the  World  will  have  some  new  ones  before  our 
dream  is  old,  but  everyone  here  is  happy  with  our 
friend,  the  World,  in  dreaming  of  filling  in  his  niche. 

We  join  our  hands  and  rally  round  to  celebrate, 
the  light  of  success  still  shining  in  our  faces,  when  wait! 
what’s  that?  Oh,  yes,  the  closing  bell.  Come,  1941, 
awake,  arise,  go  forth — this  need  not  be  a  dream;  for 
we  are  young  and  strong  and  free. 

Carolyn  Campbell  ’41 
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Glenn  Davis 

"Spike”  can  justly  be  proud  of  his 
record  of  being  president  of  Hi-Y  and 
the  Class  of  ’41  and  Student  Council,  as 
well  as  an  active  member  of  the  De¬ 
bating  Club,  Service  Squad  and  the 
Pioneer  Staff.  As  if  that  weren’t 
enough  to  keep  him  busy,  as  a  man  of 
sports  "Spike”  made  a  name  for  him- 


Lillian  Davies 

Don’t  tell  anyone,  but  our  favorite 
blonde  secretary  wants  to  get  married ! 
Yes,  that’s  “Lil”,  who  so  ably  played 
“Sayre”  in  “Through  the  Night”  and 
was  end  girl  on  our  beauteous  cheer¬ 
leading  squad.  Tri-Hi  and  Junior  Wo¬ 
man’s  Club  have  had  her  as  an  active 
member,  and  in  her  spare  moments,  she 
indulges  in  most  sports :  tennis,  danc¬ 
ing,  swimming,  and  getting  her  man ! 
(P.  S.  She  hates  boys  who  need  hair¬ 
cuts.)  You  may  think  these  things 
keep  her  busy,  but  she’s  still  fond  of 
her  duties  as  class  secretary  and  pho¬ 
tographic  editor  of  “Pioneer’’.  The 
Senior  Class’s  little  ray  of  sunshine  is 
going  to  work  this  summer,  and  then 
off  to  college.  Have  a  good  time,  “Lil” ! 


Robert  Tucker 

“Bob”  is  the  vice-president  of  our 
class,  and  a  member  in  excellent  stand¬ 
ing  of  Hi-Y  and  Debating  Club.  He 
likes  history,  and,  even  more  than  that, 
dancing — but  the  tilings  that  really 
give  him  the  "jitters”  are  crooked 
seams  in  silk  stocking.  (Tch-)  Yes, 


self  in  football  and  basketball.  His  sta¬ 
tion  wagon,  appropriately  nicknamed 
"You  Can’t  Avoid  the  Draft”,  is  a  fam¬ 
iliar  sight  on  the  highways  of  Read¬ 
ing.  Our  class  president  plans  to  work 
this  summer  prior  to  entering  Tabor 
Academy,  where  he  will  begin  to  study 
for  a  career  as  Unted  States  Senator, 
and  so  be  able  to  take  that  long-desired 
trip  to  Washington,  D.  C. 


Robert  Taylor 

“Bob”  is  our  class  treasurer,  and  he’s 
also  a  member  of  Student  Council,  the 
Senior  Executive  Board,  the  Service 
Squad,  Hi-Y,  and  De  Molay.  Among 
his  subjects,  “Tub’’  confesses  a  partial¬ 
ity  for  bookkeeping  and  plans  to  en¬ 
ter  Boston  University  this  fall,  where 
in  all  probability  they  will  spot  him  as 
the  ideal  man  for  a  position  as  treas¬ 
urer,  too !  His  favorite  sport  is  swim¬ 
ming,  and  this  summer  he  plans  both 
to  work  and  swim  plenty.  Any  time 
you  want  “Bob”,  you  can  find  him 
either  at  Dick  Knudson’s  or  at  the  cor¬ 
ner  store. 


“Tuck”  is  quite  a  favorite  witli  the  la¬ 
dies,  and  his  sage  formula  for  success 
is  "Keep  away  from  all  golddiggers”. 
He  is  one  of  those  lucky  people  who 
can  be  specific  at  this  tender  age  about 
his  plans  for  the  future — a  job  in  the 
Lipton’s  Tea  Company  in  their  South 
American  office  See  you  in  your  trav¬ 
els,  "Tuck”. 


SENIOR 
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Orlando  Ames 

“Amesy”  is  the  owner  of  a  Packard — 
vintage:  1932 — which  slows  it  down  con¬ 
siderably  and  should  help  you  to  identi¬ 
fy  it.  He  has  been  a  faithful  attend¬ 
ant  at  all  sessions,  practice  and  parade, 
of  our  R.  H.  S.  Band.  Many  and  var¬ 
ied  are  his  other  interests:  ice  skat¬ 
ing,  roller  skating,  skiing,  riding  and 
tinkering  with  any  automobile  engine 
rating  top  place  on  his  list.  To  whom 
it  may  concern  :  “Amesy”  does  not  like 
women  in  ankle  socks.  His  day  of 
days  he  lists  as  June  7,  but  he  may  be 
a  P.  G.  even  at  that. 

Kenneth  Anderson 

“Ken’’  Anderson  is  a  happy  mixture 
of  student  and  clown.  His  scholastic 
achievements  have  won  him  a  place  in 
the  hearts  of  his  teachers,  and  his  side 
remarks  have  earned  him  a  reserved 
section  in  the  hearts  of  his  fellow  pu¬ 
pils.  He  is  a  member  of  Hi-Y  and  of 
the  Service  Squad,  in  both  of  which  he 
has  been  a  willing  worker.  He  was 
a. so  one  of  the  founders  of  the  Debat¬ 
ing  Club  this  year,  and  his  wit  and 
way  with  words  made  his  selection  as 
one  of  the  Class  Prophecy  authors  in¬ 
evitable.  In  future  years  you  might 
put  in  a  telephone  call  for  Dr.  Kenneth 
Anderson,  M.  D.,  for  he  is  going  to 
take  a  pre-medical  course  at  Tufts  next 
year. 

Dorothy  Arnett 

We’ll  not  forget  “Dot”.  She’s  been 
too  active  a  participant  in  athletics, 
especially  basketball  and  tennis,  for 
that.  She’s  definitely  a  pep,  vim,  and 
vigor  girl,  especially  when  she  is  work¬ 
ing  in  the  office.  “Dot’s”  ambition  is 
to  be  the  owner  of  a  recreational  cen¬ 
ter.  She  also  has  her  heart  set  on  one 
c  f  “Uncle  Sam’s”  uniforms.  (We 
know,  “Dot !”  Camp  Edwards  is  quite 
a  distance,  isn't  it?)  Her  pet  peeve 
is  that  necessary  evil — detention ;  her 
few-and-far-between  sessions  therein 
must  have  made  an  indelible  impres¬ 
sion.  Don't  have  that  recreational  cen¬ 
ter  too  far  away,  “Dot’’. 

Anna  Arsenault 

Anna  is  frequently  to  be  seen  pedal¬ 
ling  around  town,  for  bicycling  is  her 
hobby.  When  not  so  occupied,  she’s 
probably  collecting  snap  shots,  crochet¬ 
ing,  or  playing  ping-pong.  Her  hang¬ 
out,  she  says,  is  on  the  front  porch. 
(She  doesn't  say  whose.)  As  a  student 
in  the  Secretarial  Course  she  hopes  to 
get  a  job  and  live  happily  ever  after. 
After  watching  her  fortune  telling  at 
the  "Country  Fair”  we’d  say  she  can 
build  up  a  lucrative  side  line  anytime 
she  wants  to  invest  in  a  bandanna  and 
a  crystal  ball. 


Eileen  Arsenault 

When  we  say  dancing  is  “Deenie’s” 
hobby,  we  re  putting  it  mildly,  because 
even  her  formula  for  success  has  some¬ 
thing  to  do  with  the  need  for  dancing 
and  plenty  of  it.  She  likes  the  music — 
or  could  it  be  the  partners — in  Wake¬ 
field.  (Confidentially,  we  (iQ  know 
why.)  She  has  enjoyed  basketball 
more  than  any  other  attraction  at  dear 
old  R.  H.  S.  She'd  like  to  get  a  job 
as  a  waitress,  although  she  is  studying 
the  secretarial  course,  just  in  case.  She 
says  her  ideal  is  one  “Johnny”.  He 
may  have  something  to  do  with  her 
day  of  days — March  18,  1940.  We 
would  like  to  know  the  whys  and 
wherefores,  “Deenie”. 

Stella  Arsenault 

Stella^  sometimes  known  as  “Pea¬ 
nuts”  or  “Shorty”  (either  suit  her  to  a 
“t”),  is  one  of  our  most  enthusiastic 
swing  fans.  Her  hangout  seems  to  be 
“here,  there,  and  nowhere,’’  and  you’re 
liable  to  see  her  at  any  of  those  places 
anytime.  “Shorty’s”  favorite  sports  are 
skiing,  skating  and  sailing,  and  if  what 
we  hear  is  true,  she  certainly  goes  in 
for  them  in  a  big  way.  She  has  been 
one  of  our  faithful  secretarial  students 
and  is  looking  forward  to  work  after 
graduation.  “Shorty’s”  formula  for 
success,  appropriately  enough,  is,  “Be 
happy,  and  keep  a  smile  on  your  face.” 

Grace  Bailey 

Framingham  Teachers’  College  is  re¬ 
ceiving  this  demure  Miss,  known  to  her 
pals  as  “Gracie”.  Grace  wants  to  own 
her  own  restaurant,  but  we  don’t  know 
how  she’ll  find  time,  with  photography, 
reading,  cooking,  bike  riding,  and  ana¬ 
lyzing  handwriting  occupying  much  of 
her  time..  Grace  is  another  child  who 
has  haunted  the  famed  art  room  on  our 
third  floor.  Bring  her  some  flowers 
and  take  her  to  the  movies  if  you  want 
to  please  her  especially.  “Gracie”  has 
no  use  for  “people  who  yell  all  the 
time”,  so  watch  out ! 

James  Bain 

“Jim”  was  one  of  the  great  first 
team  eleven  on  Reading’s  football  team, 
and  also  played  on  the  basketball  quin¬ 
tet  as  guard.  The  time  when  you 
really  appreciate  the  lad’s  footwork, 
however,  is  on  a  dance  flclor — any 
dance  floor,  anytime,  is  all  right  with 
“Jim”  —  and  he’s  not  exactly  a  waltz 
fiend.  His  ambition  is  to  go  to  M.  I. 
T.  and  study  to  be  a  noted  chemist. 
This  summer  “Jimmie”  is  going  to 
work  on  a  farm  during  the  day  and 
invest  most  of  his  salary  at  the  dance 
halls  by  night.  Remember  to  get  a 
little  sleep,  “Jim” ! 
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Gene  Baker 

Wherever  she  is,  Gene  seems  to  en¬ 
joy  herself.  During  her  sojourn  at  R. 
H.  S.  she  was  thoroughly  entertained 
by  and  interested  in  the  football  games, 
the  Senior  Carnival,  basketball  games, 
dances,  and  the  Senior  Play.  As  a 
member  of  the  ticket  committee  she 
helped  the  success  of  “Through  the 
Night”,  and  she  plays  as  well  as  watch¬ 
es  basketball.  Gene,  in  spite  of  having 
to  learn  formulas  and  reaction  equa¬ 
tions,  likes  chemistry.  The  real  way  to 
win  her  approval  is  to  spell  her  first 
name  correctly.  There  would’nt  be  a 
crisis  if  anyone  didn’t  however,  for 
Gene's  nature  is  on  the  sunny  side. 

Albert  Barmby 

Here’s  this  or  any  other  season's 
electrical  genius- — “Blimp”,  who  so  ably 
handled  the  lighting  for  the  Senior 
Play  and  placed  seventh  on  the  Hon¬ 
or  Role.  We  understand  he  has  a  very 
fine  model  railroad  set  and  spends  most 
of  his  spare  time  as  engineer,  fireman, 
and  what  have  you.  “Fizzlepuss”  has 
found  time  to  belong  to  the  Debating 
Club  and  has  served  the  Service  Squad 
faithfully.  He  holds  down  four  jobs 
just  at  present,  but  he  managed  to 
to  write  half  of  the  Class  History  and 
to  serve  Pioneer  on  its  Write-ups  Staff. 
“Al”  would  like  to  take  a  trip  into  the 
Brayham  Jungles,  but  next  year  he  will 
confine  most  of  his  travelling  to  the 
corridors  and  campus  of  Maine  Univer¬ 
sity.  , 

Robert  Barrett 

We  shall  always  remember  tall,  lanky, 
quiet,  and  above  all  deliberate  “Bob” 
as  the  splendid  electrician  of  the  Sen¬ 
ior  Play.  He  also  is  a  member  of  the 
Orchestra,  where  he  pounds  his  drum. 
“Bob’s”  ambition  is  to  travel  in  the 
United  States  and— Ireland !  His  pet 
peeve  is  loud-mouthed  people,  especial¬ 
ly  girls,  who  “are  always  talking”,  and 
his  favorite  sport  is  baseball,  although 
he  is  active  in  most  every  sport.  He 
has  been  holding  up  his  end  of  the 
College  Course  and  majoring  in  his 
favorite  subject — math. 

Marjorie  Batch  elder 

Here’s  a  happy  combination  of  wit 
and  merriment!  “Marty’’  spends  her 
spare  time  playing  tennis,  listening  10 
the  9:20  Club  and  collecting  records.  In 
case  you’re  interested,  she’s  a  grand 
cook.  Her  ideal  is  anybody  who  can 
think  faster  than  she  can.  That’s  a 
tough  assignment,  "Marty”.  Oh,  yes, 
she  has  her  serious  moments,  as  can 
be  seen  by  two  earnest  ambitions :  to 
ride  a  band  car,  and  to  do  one  good 
thing  and  know  when  she’s  done  it. 


Maynard  Batch  elder 

This  quiet  boy  with  the  wavy,  blond 
hair  answers  to  several  nicknames ; 
namely,  “Bozy”,  “Batch’’,  and  “Man- 
ie”.  It  is  fortunate  that  “Bozy”  is 
a  bicycle  enthusiast,  for  he  spends  a 
great  part  of  the  day  delivering  spe¬ 
cials  for  the  post  office.  In  fact,  he 
takes  great  pleasure  in  leaving  school 
early  for  this  purpose.  “Bozy”  is  an 
admirer  of  Mr.  Dixon  and  considers 
United  States  History  his  favorite  sub¬ 
ject.  Outside  of  school  he  enjoys  es¬ 
pecially  the  winter  sports,  not  to  men¬ 
tion  a  stamp  collection  and  a  foreign 
correspondent. 

Mildred  Bennett 

“Millie”,  who  is  enrolled  in  the  Sec¬ 
retarial  Course,  plans  to  join  the  an¬ 
nual  trek  to  Burdett  College.  We  are 
sure  the  trail  will  prove  an  easy  one 
because  of  her  happy-go-lucky  ways. 
Her  ambition  is  to  travel  all  over  the 
United  States  and  find — a  man.  She 
didn’t  have  to  go  too  far  beyond  the 
limits  of  the  Bay  State,  though,  to  dis¬ 
cover  a  lad  in  Portsmouth,  IN.  H.,  wno’ll 
do  until  she  can  take  that  trip.  Her 
frequent  excursions  into  New  Hamp¬ 
shire  should  go  a  long  way  toward  ap¬ 
peasing  that  wanderlust. 

Charles  Bergland 

“Charlie”  is  one  of  our  best  mech¬ 
anically-minded  students.  His  ambi¬ 
tion  is  to  be  successful,  and  we  know 
if  he  keeps  up  the  good  work  he’ll  get 
there.  You  can  find  Charlie  down  at 
the  “ole  swimmin’  hole”  now  that  sum¬ 
mer  has  arrived,  for  Charlie  likes  his 
swimming.  His  theory  is  that  the  girls 
are  chasing  him.  He’s  a  lady-killer,  all 
right,  and  that  popular  refrain  has 
been  changed  to  "Oh,  Charlie”  much  to 
the  consternation  of  the  other  boys, 
who  wonder  what  he  has — they  know 
it  isn’t  money.  Charlie  plans  to  put 
his  knowledge  at  the  feet  of  success 
and  try  to  get  a  job  this  summer. 

Barbara  Bird 

This  Bird  is  a  red-headed  one,  and 
it’s  not  a  woodpecker!  It  must  be 
"Birdie”  or  "Carrot-konk !”  then. 
Yes,  lovable  “Birdie”,  who  would  like 
to  fly  an  aeroplane !  “Birdie”  belongs 
to  Tri-Hi,  rates  a  high  position  in  the 
Honors  group,  sews  like  an  expert, 
plays  tennis,  dances  beautifully,  and 
sings  in  A  Capella  Choir.  She  likes 
history  and  the  hot  debates  that  go 
with  it.  Unanimous  approval  greeted 
her  selection  as  one  of  the  fairest  of 
the  fair  chosen  to  model  graduation 
clothes.  With  her  philosophy  of 
“Baugh  at  yourself",  “Birdie"  is  sure  to 
sail  successfully  through  business  col¬ 
lege. 
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Barbara  Blaikie 

“Barb”  is  one  of  tbe  social  stars  of 
dear  old  R.  H.  S.,  and  being  an  active 
member  of  tbe  Pioneer  Staff,  tbe  Ex¬ 
ecutive  Board,  and  the  Tri-Hi,  not  to 
mention  her  countless  ciubs,  ‘  Barb”  is 
k^pt  pretty  busy  with  social  obliga¬ 
tions.  But  pray,  stranger,  do  not  labor 
under  the  false  impiession  that  because 
she  is  a  tea  hound,  she  is  nothing  but 
a  pampered  pet.  A  hater  of  monotony, 
a  ready  dispenser  of  wit,  a  far-sighted 
director  of  her  own  affairs,  a  philo¬ 
sopher  who  deals  in  optimism  —  she 
stands  out  as  a  personality  of  great 
magnetism  and  singular  charm.  (For 
further  superlatives,  consult  D.  il., 
esq.) 

Lewis  Bosson 

Having  absorbed  the  knowledge  of 
the  scientific  course,  “G”  plans  future 
study  for  life  as  a  chemical  engineer. 
“Lewy”  says  his  most  thrilling  moment 
was  when  he  got  his  Model  A  Ford. 
“Lewys”  favorite  animal  is  the  wolf, 
and  he  admits  that  his  principal  hobby 
is  girl  friends.  We  are  inclined  to  con¬ 
cur  with  him  on  that  score.  He’s  taken 
active  part  in  Rifle  Club  and  Band 
activities,  has  often  wheedled  the  pro¬ 
jector  at  Hi-Dime  assemblies  into  giv¬ 
ing  its  all  to  the  show,  and  his  charac¬ 
terization  of  “Driscoll”  in  the  Senior 
Play  will  long  be  remembered. 

George  Brennan 

When  you  become  an  admiral  in  the 
U.  S.  Navy,  “Punchy’’,  we  hope  you 
won't  forget  the  Library  Wall  and  the 
boys  who  kept  you  company  there. 
"Punchy”  says  his  last  dollar  would  go 
the  way  of  most  of  his  dollars  and  end 
up  in  some  ice  cream  parlor.  He  has 
been  taking  the  Accounting  Course  and 
hopes  now  that  it  will  stand  him  in 
good  stead  in  his  attempt  to  get  into 
the  Navy.  Another  member  of  the 
gang  whose  thumbs  swing  automatical¬ 
ly  toward  Stoneham,  “Punchy”  can  be 
seen  at  many  a  dance  down  there. 

Mary  Bronk 

Mary,  who  can  inject  pep  into  any 
gathering  by  playing  the  piano,  is 
equally  successful  witn  the  Secretarial 
Course.  She  is  going  to  be  remember¬ 
ed  by  all  of  us  as  the  accompanist  for 
Orchestra  and  Choir.  Her  ambition  is 
to  become  a  good  secretary  and  to 
keep  up  her  study  of  music.  At  the 
Senior  Carnival,  Mary  banged  up  her 
ankle,  but  we’re  happy  to  note,  it’s 
acting  like  its  old  self  now.  During 
convalescence  Mary  acquired  a  nick¬ 
name  which  threatens  to  stay  with  her 
— “Limpy”.  She’s  won  much  acclaim, 
as  well  as  a  radio  and  a  scholarship, 
with  her  piano  interpretations. 


Gerald  Brooks 

In  this  corner  we  have  a  classmate 
whose  ideal  is  Clark  Gable!  Yes, 
here  comes  that  versatile  fugitive  from 
a  soccer  ball,  “Susky”.  His  activities 
at  R.  H.  S.  have  been  strictly  soccer, 
but  outside  enthusiasms  include  hock¬ 
ey,  skiing,  and  girls.  Everybody 
knows  where  to  find  him — at  Mc¬ 
Cann’s.  If  they  have  it,  “Susky”  has 
eaten  it.  He  says  that  he  wants  10 
succeed — if  it’s  among  the  ladies, 
“Susky”  is  off  to  a  good  start.  He’s 
been  buried  in  the  Civics  and  Business 
Course.  He’s  going  to  work  this 
summer  if  some  president  of  a  com¬ 
pany  will  only  resign  and  let  him  take¬ 
over. 


Marguerite  Brophy 

If -you  see  a  crowd  of  boys  in  any 
of  the  corridors,  you  can  just  bet 
“Dimples”  is  around.  This  cute  little 
girl  is  very  popular.  “Miggie’’  plans  to 
train  herself  to  be  a  good  housewife 
and  then,  and  not  until  then,  she’ll  get 
married.  She  should  be  able  to  save 
that  lucky  husband  some  money,  be¬ 
cause  she  loves  to  design  dresses  and 
she’s  going  to  perfect  her  talents  along 
those  lines,  too,  before  she  takes  that 
fatal  plunge,  by  becoming  a  dress  de¬ 
signer  in  some  swank  shoppe. 

Barbara  Bryant 

Everyone  will  remember  Barbara  as 
“Auntie”  of  the  Senior  Play,  for  “Barb” 
gave  a  hilariously  funny  performance 
as  Mrs.  Keefe  in  “Through  the  Night”. 
Hats  off  to  the  girl  who  can  turn  so 
completely  scatterbrained  with  so  lit¬ 
tle  trouble  and  yet  win  high  ranking 
in  our  Honors  Parade.  Her  love  of 
fun  has  made  her  everybody’s  friend, 
and  a  logical  choice  for  co-author  of 
our  Class  Will.  There  aren’t  many 
activities  that  “Barb”  has  missed.  Be¬ 
sides  Tri-Hi  and  basketball,  she  joined 
Rainbow  and  Junior  Woman’s  Club. 


Philip  Burbine 

Most  any  girl  would  make  a  hit  with 
this  fellow  if  she  could  show  him  a  way 
to  keep  a  part  in  his  hair.  Whenever 
you  pass  by  a  puddle,  please  don’t 
throw  stones  into  it  because  you  might 
hit  "Frog”,  better  known  as  “Chip”. 
“Chip”,  a  member  of  the  soccer  and 
basketball  squads,  is  an  easy  fellow  to 
get  along  with  ;  he  always  has  a  joke 
ready  and  never  fails  to  put  a  smile 
on  your  face.  Can  you  see  “Burbine’s 
Farm”  in  big  white  neon  lights?  You 
might  as  well  adjust  yourself  to  the 
idea,  because  that’s  all  that  “Chip"  can 
see  when  he  contemplates  the  future. 
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Robert  Burrows 

Meet  an  enthusiast  for  and  student 
authority  on  United  States  History! 
"Bob”  is  the  quiet,  scholarly  president 
of  the  Debating  Club  (quiet,  that  is, 
until  he  takes  the  floor— and  invariably 
the  decision — in  any  verbal  fray),  who 
easily  fills  the  number  one  orator’s 
place  in  our  school.  Besides  being 
an  active  member  of  the  Service 
Squad,  he  participated  in  many  cross¬ 
country  events.  “Bob”  plans  to  be¬ 
come  a  certified  public  accountant  upon 
graduation  from  Northeastern.  That 
lie  was  elected  Faculty  Honors  speak¬ 
er  and  obtained  a  regular  position  early 
this  year  are  two  indications  of  his  in¬ 
evitable  success. 

Shirley  Bussell 

“Buzzie”  is  one  of  our  more  indus¬ 
trious  blonde  secretarial  students.  Her 
favorite  subject  is  bookkeeping.  Her 
intriguing,  and,  we  must  admit,  prac¬ 
tical  and  far-sighted  ambition  is  to  be 
a  secretary  to  a  senior  executive  who 
has  a  junior  partner — or  a  son.  To 
train  for  this  future,  “Buzzie”  plans  to 
attend  Bryant  and  Stratton  next  year. 
If  she  can  team  up  with  the  right 
kind  of  nag,  she’ll  no  doubt  continue 
this  summer  her  prowess  as  an  eques¬ 
trienne,  acquired  by  faithful  attend¬ 
ance  at  sessions  of  the  Riding  Club. 

Wilbur  Cail 

Ship  ahoy  to  “Rick”.  His  life’s  am¬ 
bition  is  to  be  an  admiral  in  Uncle 
Sam’s  Navy.  “Rick’’?  Why,  he’s  that 
tall  fellow  who  couldn’t  help  being  no¬ 
ticed  around  school,  even  if  it  weren’t 
for  that  wave  in  his  hair.  His  fav¬ 
orite  spot  for  relaxation  is  in  Stone- 
ham.  It  would  appear  that  this  gentle¬ 
man  prefers  blondes,  for  strangely 
enough,  “Rick”  harbors  a  very  great 
dislike  for  Detention  except  when  Miss 
Carpenter  is  taking  it.  We  can  easily 
see  your  point  of  view,  “Rick.” 

Jeanette  Callan 

“Jean,”  whose  philosophy  of  life  is 
to  mind  her  own  business,  is  going  to 
attend  Burdett.  We  all  know  she’ll 
succeed,  even  though  she  has  enjoyed 
shorthand  least  among  her  studies  at 
R.  H.  S.  Millionaires  are  wanted  by 
all  girls,  but  we’d  say  that  you  have 
a  fair  chance  of  getting  one,  "Cal”,  and 
if  you’re  going  to  realize  your  ambi¬ 
tion — to  live  in  a  penthouse — we  can 
see  the  necessity  for  an  early  cam¬ 
paign  along  these  lines.  Just  at  pre¬ 
sent,  Jean  spends  a  lot  of  time  in 
Mason’s  cellar,  but  her  head  is  in  the 
clouds  and  her  most  thrilling  moment 
was  an  aeroplane  ride. 


Carolyn  Campbell 

The  capable  editor-in-chief  of  Pio¬ 
neer  and  co-salutatorian  of  our  class, 
Carolyn  is  an  outstanding  senior.  Cur¬ 
rently  she  is  competing  for  a  scholar¬ 
ship  to  Jackson  College,  where  she 
hopes  to  study  medicine.  Her  ambition 
is  to  grow  a  few  inches  taller!  And 
her  formula  for  success :  "I  do  my  best 
and  hope.”  Her  many  activities  include 
Student  Council,  Student  Forum,  Rain¬ 
bow  Girls,  and  participation  whenever 
possible  in  tennis,  swimming,  and  bad¬ 
minton.  Need  we  tell  you  that  base¬ 
ball  is  also  one  of  the  big  interests  in 
life?  Her  pet  peeve  is  “Joe  Cronin 
and  the  way  he  runs  the  Red  Sox.” 

Constance  Carder 

This  cheerful  gal  of  the  friendly 
smile  and  dancing  feet  has  been  pur¬ 
suing  the  Civic  Pieparatory  Course. 
“Connie”  loves  to  dance  and  partici¬ 
pate  in  sports,  and  incidentally  she’s 
an  A-l  swimmer.  Next  year  she’s  go¬ 
ing  to  a  beauty  culture  school  and 
learn  all  about  hairdressing.  She  spends 
her  summers  and  spare  time  at  Lake 
Winnepesaukee — what’s  the  big  attrac¬ 
tion,  “Connie??’  Art  period  and  Mr. 
Kibbee’s  humor  will  be  foremost  among 
Connie’s  memories  of  R.  H.  S. 

Joseph  Carder 

What  we’d  like  to  know  is  where 
“Curley”  was  whenever  a  football  ral¬ 
ly  was  in  session.  This  personable  co¬ 
captain  of  our  immensely  successful 
football  team  has  a  positive  mania  for 
avoiding  any  sort  of  speech-making. 
Much  to  the  disappointment  of  the  fair 
lasses  in  Reading,  “Dodie’s”  affections 
all  reside  in  the  North  Country.  A 
member  of  the  National  Guard,  “Dodie” 
left  us  this  year  for  Camp  Edwards, 
but  he  intends  to  receive  his  diploma 
with  the  rest  of  his  class,  and  we  sin¬ 
cerely  hope  that  a  leave  of  absence 
for  graduation  days  will  be  allowed  him. 

Roger  Caron 

“Harvard,  here  I  come!”  is  the  cry 
of  Roger,  a  member  of  the  Student 
Forum,  the  Traffic  Squad,  and  the  De¬ 
bating  Club.  His  ambition  is  to  be¬ 
come  a  research  chemist.  Right  now 
lie’s  in  training,  and  this  summer  he’s 
going  to  pass  those  college  boards  or 
bust!  After  that,  lie’s  going  to  take 
a  month  off  for  a  quiet  fishing  trip. 
His  favorite  subject  is  math,  and  scho¬ 
lastically  he  stands  eighth  in  the  class. 
If  you  have  any  chess  problems,  bring 
them  to  Roger  and  he’ll  figure  them 
out,  if  anyone  can.  We  hear  also 
that  he  can  become  bored,  which  prob¬ 
ably  explains  why  lie  took  up  chess 
and  eating  roast  piglet.  Right,  Roger? 
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Alexander  Clapperton 

Anytime  you  spy  a  flashy  blue  and 
white  Ford,  painted  like  a  circus  wag¬ 
on  and  whizzing  right  along,  it  will 
probably  be  "Alec”  at  the  wheel.  Now, 
it  the  driver  steps  out  and  reveals  even 
flashier  clothes,  topped  by  a  head  of 
brilliant  red  hair,  you  1»  Know  it’s 
“Alec”.  His  favorite  course  has  been 
mechanical  drawing,  and  he’s  swift  to 
shout  his  idea  of  nothing  at  all  is  a 
certain  little  volume  called  “Brown¬ 
ing’s  Poems”.  He  has  been  working  at 
a  local  machine  shop  in  the  summer 
time  and  we  know  that  he’ll  become 
an  expert  machinist  later  on. 


Barbara  Clark 

“Clarkie”,  who  is  an  attractive  stu¬ 
dent  of  the  Secretarial  Course,  would 
like  to  work,  of  all  places,  in  an  or¬ 
phan’s  home.  (Why?  it  can’t  be  that 
she  goes  in  for  orphans.  "Normie” 
has  the  usual  quota  of  parents).  Maybe 
it’s  because  she  dislikes  snorthand 
homework  with  a  vengeance.  Her  va¬ 
cation  this  summer  will  make  up  for 
that,  she  vows.  Her  ideal  is  Miss  Ernst, 
and  she  hopes  someday  to  teach  his¬ 
tory.  We  know  you’ll  be  a  success, 
"Barb”,  because  ot  your  sunny  smile. 


Gerald  Colford 

“Blackie’’  hopes  some  day  to  be  a 
professional  baseball  player.  But  in 
the  meantime  he  has  been  struggling 
with  the  Irregular  Course  and  solving 
hard  algebra  problems.  He  has  par¬ 
ticipated  in  h,gh  school  baseball  and 
soccer,  and  was  the  varsity  goalie  on 
the  latter  team.  His  pet  peeve  is 
swing  music  and  his  favorite  sport  is — 
you  guessed  it — baseball.  He  plans  to 
get  a  job  after  graduation  and  we  know 
he  will  with  his  slogan  for  success :  “If 
at  first  you  don’t  succeed,  try,  try 
again.” 

John  Collins 

“Jackie”  is  one  of  the  commuters 
from  the  Highlands  and  has  contribu¬ 
ted  much  valuab  e  talent  to  R.  H.  S. 
sports.  He  has  played  football,  inter- 
mural  basketball,  and,  most  important 
of  all,  baseball,  "jack”  plans  to  enter 
Wentworth  Institute  this  fall  and  he 
will  probably  play  iootba  1  there.  We 
don’t  know  why,  but  people  wno  snore 
loudly  or  breathe  i.ard  are  his  pet 
peeves.  One  of  Jack’s  big  thrills,  he 
says,  came  when  lie  found  nis  name  on 
the  Honor  Roil.  He  seems  to  divide 
his  time  between  the  Ecco  Store  and 
the  baseball  field.  He  should  "wow 
’em  "  if  they  need  a  good  first  baseman 
at  Wentworth. 


Paul  Connelly 

Paul  and  his  clarinet  are  familiar  to 
all  of  us,  who  are  accustomed  to  see¬ 
ing  them  in  the  company  of  either 
“Rich”  Robbins  or  a  girl.  He  has  been 
a  Band  and  Orchestra  member  for  three 
years  and  has  also  been  secretary  for 
the  Hi-Y  Club.  Paul  plans  to  continue 
his  work  in  the  College  Course  as  a 
P.  G.  next  fall.  His  ambition  is  to 
own  and  aeroplane  and  his  favorite 
sport  is  skiing,  while  his  pet  aversions 
are  “excessively  painted”  girls  and  pep- 
talk  assemblies.  His  most  thrilling 
moment  came  at  the  Senior  Carnival 
(too  bad  someone  took  that  picture  of 
you,  eh  Paul?). 

Sonia  Courossi 

“Sonny”  has  personality  plus !  She 
has  been  an  outstanding  athlete  and 
an  actress  who  did  a  superb  job  in  the 
Senior  Play.  A  member  of  Tri-Hi, 
captain  of  the  Basketball  Team  for 
three  years,  a  cheerleader,  and  a  mem¬ 
ber  of  the  Hockey  Team  and  Tennis 
Squad.  “Sonny”  keeps  busy.  She  defi¬ 
nitely  does  not  like  Guy  Lombardo ;  her 
idea  of  music  is  Gene  Krupa  who  “is 
wonderful’’.  Sonia’s  ambition  is  to  be  a 
good  singer  and  to  visit  Hollywood. 
Her  visit,  unless  we  miss  our  guess, 
will  probably  turn  out  to  be  a  per¬ 
manent  one  when  the  movie  moguls 
get  a  good  look  at  her. 


Dorothy  Cress 

A  recent  addition  to  our  class  is 
“Dotty  Cress”,  from  neighboring 
Stoneham.  Everyone  likes  this  happy- 
go-lucky  girl,  and  her  ambition  to  be 
a  model  shouldn’t  be  hard  to  attain. 
This  summer  "Dot”  plans  to  work  and 
then  off  to  school.  During  her  brief 
stay  with  us,  "Dot”  has  enjoyed  short¬ 
hand  and  typing  and  lunch  periods. 
“Dotty”,  we’re  all  waiting  for  your  first 
appearance  on  the  cover  of  some  fam¬ 
ous  magazine. 


Todd  Crooker 

Todd  Crooker  is  one  of  the  most  ac¬ 
tive  members  of  the  Service  Squad.  He 
does  his  duty  well  and  is  so  good-na¬ 
tured  about  it  that  most  R.  H.  S. 
students  don’t  mind  a  calling  down 
from  him.  After  school  hours-  he  has 
worked  for  quite  a  while  as  a  filling 
station  attendant.  He  also  must  be 
quite  an  artist  judging  by  his  car.  Af¬ 
ter  looking  at  that  masterpiece-  you 
don’t  need  to  be  argued  into  believing 
that  art  is  his  favorite  subject.  Todd 
and  “Al”  Doughty  have  rounded  up 
some  nifties  for  the  humor  department 
of  Pioneer. 
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Phyllis  Cullington 

Everyone  knows  her  for  her  sense 
of  humor,  which  smarts  in  a  spontan¬ 
eous  burst  of  laughter  and  tapers  off 
to  a  lingering  giggle.  Take  it  from 
“Phil,”  laughing  is  the  sure  way  to 
succeed.  She  should  know.  She’s  one 
of  our  most  enthusiastic  “bleacheret- 
tes”  at  football  and  basketball  games; 
she  lists  as  her  favorite  “subject” — the 
Navy!  “Phil’’  is  one  of  the  numer¬ 
ous  Rainbow  girls;  ultimately,  she 
hopes  to  become  a  trained  nurse;  and 
when  she  has  circled  the  globe,  she 
will  have  fulfilled  her  greatest  ambi¬ 
tion. 


Thelma  Currell 

“Thel”  is  a  popular  girl  with  every¬ 
one  in  dear  old  R.  H.  S.  Wjhen  “Thel’’ 
isn’t  dancing,  swimming,  or  skiing,  she 
can  usually  be  found  at  Torre’s  with 
all  the  gang.  She  is  a  member  of 
Rainbow  and  she  has  helped  out  lots 
with  our  class  affairs.  Employment  is 
hers  as  soon  as  she  graduates — a  job 
with  E.  B.  Currell  and  Son,  where  the 
Accounting  Course,  which  she  has  been 
so  ardently  studying,  will  come  in  very 
handy. 

William  Dacey 

Here  is  one  of  our  star  athletes,  a 
great  guy  who  has  proven  himself  thus 
m  football,  baseball,  and  basketball. 
“Don”  admits  that  his  favorite  hang¬ 
out  is  Oak  Street.  We  all  know  why. 
Besides  sports  “Don”  has  taken  part 
in  many  school  activities,  a  few  of 
which  •  are  the  affairs  of  Hi-Y,  the 
Senior  Play  Committee,  the  Senior  Ex¬ 
ecutive  Board,  and  the  Service  Squad. 
He  says  that  the  event  he  enjoyed  most 
at  R.  H.  S.  was  the  Senior  Carnival. 
Didn’t  we  all,  and  we  weren’t  chosen 
king  of  it,  either!  Most  of  “Don’s” 
ideas  are  interesting;  consider  his  pet 
peeve :  ticklish  girls  !  This  summer  he 
intends  to  work  and  then  either  to 
attend  Northeastern  University  or  to 
join  the  Navy.  Best  wishes,  “Sailor”. 

John  Dagdigian 

John  Dagdigian,  alias  “Guffa",  is  one 
of  the  most  friendly  members  of  the 
Service  Squad.  His  post  is  at  one  of 
the  busiest  corners  of  the  school,  and 
yet  he  never  seems  to  lose  his  temper 
at  anybody  who  breaks  the  traffic  rules, 
lie  has  served  just  as  faithfully  on  the 
Reading  High  Football  Squad  for  three 
years.  "Guffa’’  states  that  his  ideal  is 
Hedy  Lamarr  (and  a  very  nice  one, 
too).  John  hopes  to  enter  Wentworth 
Institute  and  become  a  machinist.  Best 
of  luck,  “Guffa”;  we  need  good  ma¬ 
chinists  now. 


Robert  Dagdigian 

Among  the  vast  hordes  that  crowd 
into  Boston  Gardens  you  may  often 
see  “Little  Beaver",  for  here  is  an  avid 
Bruin  fan.  He  is  not  only  a  hockey 
fan,  but  a  whizz  of  a  player  in  his 
own  right,  and  is  often  dressed  in  the 
red  and  blue  of  our  local  “Braves”.  He 
says,  incidentally,  that  he'd  like  to  see 
more  fans  up  at  the  Walnut  Street 
rink.  Aside  Irom  hockey  "Didge”  also 
plays  a  lot  of  baseball  and  may  be 
iound  enjoying  this  pastime  during  the 
summer  months  when  he  isn’t  farming. 
His  pet  peeve  is  giggling  girls,  and  we 
suspect  lie  has  a  certain  one  in  mind. 
Right,  “Little  Beaver”? 

Gertrude  Dahlquist 

“Swede”  is  planning  to  attend  Wil¬ 
fred’s  Academy  next  year.  She  has 
taken  part  in  A  Capella  Choir,  Orches¬ 
tra,  and  most  every  sport  Reading  High 
has  to  offer.  "Cert’’  likes  classical  mu¬ 
sic  and  enjoyed  “Fantasia”  so  much 
that  she  would  spend  her  last  dollar 
to  see  it  again.  "Muscles”  enjoys  play¬ 
ing  symphonies  on  the  piano.  Her 
highest  ambition  is  to  marry  a  million¬ 
aire,  which  is  her  formula  for  success, 
if  she  doesn’t  make  the  grade,  she’ll 
be  an  old  maid.  Logically,  Fords  are 
her  pet  peeve,  and  her  favorite  food  is 
Svenska  kjotbullar.  (How’s  it  sound 
to  you?) 

Jean  Danforth 

A  refreshing  cheerfulness  and  good 
humor  is  the  rule,  rather  than  the  ex¬ 
ception,  with  Jean.  For  her,  the  per¬ 
fect  high  school  life  would  consist  of 
no  homework  or  dull  speeches ;  more 
and  better  vacations,  study  periods,  and 
lunch  periods;  and  a  few  classes — pre¬ 
ferably  English- — now  and  then.  Be¬ 
sides  being  a  member  of  the  A  Cap¬ 
ella  Choir,  Jean  is  no  amateur  at  her 
three  favorite  sports,  horseback  rid¬ 
ing,  tennis,  and  swimming.  After  a 
summer  at  camp,  she’s  headed  for  more 
school  and  success. 

Edgar  Davis 

“Stinky”  (“J.  Edgar”,  by  the  way,  is 
the  appellation  he’s  still  trying  to  pro¬ 
mote)  can  be  seen  any  morning  dash¬ 
ing  around  the  corridors,  talking  to 
everyone.  He  has  participated  each 
season  in  R.  H.  S.  baseball  frays,  but 
he  says  his  heart  belongs  to  the  “Mud- 
ville  Tech”  pitching  staff.  He  is  go¬ 
ing  to  work  this  summer,  he  hopes,  but 
if  he  doesn’t  mind,  or  even  if  he  does, 
he’ll  find  time  for  his  old  haunts — Mc¬ 
Cann’s  and  the  Library  Wjall.  We 
don’t  see  how  we’ve  almost  omitted  the 
fact  that  he  was  manager  for  the  Foot¬ 
ball  Team  and  a  very  familiar  sight 
running  out  on  the  field  with  “Doc’s" 
bag. 
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Virginia  Davis 

You  can’t  keep  up  with  “Ginny,”  she’s 
always  that  busy.  “Ginny"  is  president 
of  Tri-Hi,  an  active  participant  in  Jun¬ 
ior  Woman’s  Llub  affairs,  an  expert 
rider  of  the  Riding  Club,  and  a  mem¬ 
ber  of  several  teams  and  numerous 
committees.  We’ll  never  forget  the 
grand  job  she  did  as  “Kay”  in  the 
Senior  Play.  Her  favorite  subject  is 
art,  and  along  with  eating  and  sleep¬ 
ing,  her  favorite  pastime  is  drawing. 
“Ginny”  says  she  likes  tall  blond  men, 
but  we  think  she  likes  them  all.  By 
the  way  her  motto  is  "Be  a  good  girl, 
but  have  a  good  time,  anyway.” 

Doris  Dunn 

Another  in  our  line  of  future  secre¬ 
taries,  “Dot’’  plans  to  work  after  grad¬ 
uation — for  a  while,  anyway.  “Dot” 
is  an  ardent  sportswoman,  with  swim¬ 
ming,  skating,  bowling,  tennis — and, 
of  course,  dancing — being  her  favorites. 
Her  favorite  hangout,  when  she’s  not 
in  school,  is  a  light  brown  Pontiac 
’cause  she’s  another  fast  working  girl 
wtio’s  sporting  a  friendship  ring,  and 
a  man  to  go  with  it.  Her  friendly  and 
easy-going  personality  has  made  her  a 
favorite  with  everyone  besides  “Bob”. 

Mary  Delano 

Actress  Mary  intends  to  enroll  at  a 
dramatic  school  next  year,  her  ambi¬ 
tion  is  to  act  like  Helen  Hayes,  she 
frequently  delights  audiences  with  her 
readings  (Rainbow  often  takes  advan¬ 
tage  of  her  being  a  member  by  asking 
her  to  read),  and  she  had  the  leading 
role  in  a  play  put  on  by  the  Reading 
Woman’s  Club,  of  which  she  is  an  hon¬ 
orary  member — yet  Mary  has  time  and 
talent  for  another  art,  designing  and 
sketching.  Sue  sketches  life-like  peo¬ 
ple  and  ready-to-wear  clothes  with  a 
few  deft  strokes.  In  school,  Mary  en¬ 
joys  Latin;  outside,  dancing.  She  man¬ 
ages  both  supeibly.  It  seems  that 
everything  Mary  attempts  she  calmly 
does  well. 

Newton  Dickie 

“Newt”,  better  known  as  “Farmer’’, 
has  been  a  member  of  Hi-Y  and  the 
Football  Squad.  Here  at  R.  H.  S.  he 
enjoyed  most  the  Senior  Carnival  and 
Miss  Devaney’s  English  class.  At 
one  time  he  owned  a  horse  and  drove 
a  Packard.  “Newt’s”  favorite  hangout 
is  “halfway  up  on  the  next  block” — in 
Woburn ;  in  the  same  breath,  he  says 
that  his  pet  peeve  is  fickle  girls.  We’re 
sure  “Newt”  will  be  as  succesful  a 
farmer  as  any  yet.  As  long  as  you  keep 
that  smile,  you  won't  have  to  worry, 
“Farmer.” 


Alexander  Dissel 

Meet  “Diss’’,  the  fellow  you  see  wield¬ 
ing  one  of  “Charlies”  brooms  after¬ 
noons  about  three  o’clock.  “Alex” 
wants  to  become  a  cartoonist,  and  af- 
;er  seeing  some  of  his  work  and  lis¬ 
tening  daily  to  samples  of  his  pun¬ 
gent  wit,  we’re  sure  he’ll  be  a  suc¬ 
cess.  He’s  going  to  art  school  and  in 
the  future  hopes  to  become  a  great 
skiier  (not  at  art  school).  “Diss”  won 
the  conveted  honor  of  having  his  de¬ 
sign  chosen  for  the  cover  of  this  grad¬ 
uation  issue  of  Pioneer;  you’ll  also 
find  his  name  among  the  Write-ups  Staff 
in  the  index.  He  has  proclaimed  this 
as  his  formula  for  success,  and  we 
quote,  “Treat  them  rough  and  tell 
them  nothing.” 


Patricia  Donegan 

“Pat”  is  a  quiet  girl  who  is  braving 
it  through  the  Accounting  Course. 
Loyal  team  mate  that  she  is,  she  lists 
field  hockey  as  her  favorite  sport.  Her 
most  thrilling  moment  was  the  Senior 
Carnival.  Who  or  what  was  the  cause 
of  that,  we  wonder,  “Pat”.  All  the 
hot  fudge  sundaes  she  could  eat,  plus 
a  trip  to  Bermuda,  would  contribute  to 
making  her  dreams  come  true.  Pat 
says  that  she  hates  to  hear  her  name 
mispronounced.  If  she  means  her  last 
name,  we  don’t  think  that  will  bother 
her  in  a  few  years. 

Norma  Doran 

Anytime  you  hear  a  giggle  and  see 
a  flash  of  red,  look  twice  and  you  will 
probably  discover  “Nim”.  She  is  a 
member  of  Junior  Woman’s  Club,  and 
as  far  as  we  can  ascertain  has  never 
missed  a  session  of  our  noontime  dan¬ 
ces.  She  spends  most  of  her  pennies 
on  ice  cream  at  Merrick’s.  This  sum¬ 
mer,  as  a  fugitive  from  homework  and 
exams,  "Red”  is  going  to  have  herself 
a  good  time — then  on  to  work  in  the 
fall. 


Edward  Doucette 

“Bubbles’’,  the  little  giant  of  the 
Senior  Class,  wants  to  be  a  jockey. 
Boy!  What  a  life!  ’Way  back  in  the 
third  grade  he  was  heard  to  remark, 
and  we  quote,  “I  grew  big;  I  was  grow¬ 
ing  bigger  until  that  day  I  smoked  my 
papa’s  pipe — since  then,  I’ve  been 
shrinking..”  It’s  all  been  for  the  best 
“Bubbles”,  for  success  in  your  chosen 
field.  He  claims  he  despises  tests,  but 
who  doesn’t?  In  his  spare  time,  he 
goes  swimming,  plays  baseball,  and 
eats  fried  clams.  Well,  we’ll  be  seeing 
you  in  the  sports  write-ups.  Bring 
that  horse  in,  “Bubbles”. 
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Ernest  Doucette 

If  you're  near  the  center  of  town  and 
hear  a  rattle  and  rumble  accompanied 
by  the  clink  of  bottles,  look  around. 
The  chances  are  it's  “Ernie  ".  Yes,  you 
guessed  it:  he  totes  bundles  for  Mar¬ 
tin's  store  on  busy  days.  His  ambition 
is  to  meet  Lana  Turner,  but  we  imag¬ 
ine  some  other  lass  will  change  his 
mind,  for  that  curly  hair  has  made  many 
a  fraulein’s  heart  beat  faster.  “Ernie’’ 
has  been  a  busy  lad  as  basketball  man¬ 
ager,  member  of  the  Debating  Club, 
and  an  “officer”  of  the  Service  Squad. 
He  wants  to  live  up  north  on  Bur¬ 
roughs  Road,  where,  he  says,  all  is 
peace  and  quiet. 

Esther  Doucette 

When  you  bump  into  someone  whom 
you  can’t  see  witnout  squinting,  you’ve 
probably  come  upon  ‘Peanut”.  Es¬ 
ther’s  chief  ambition  is  to  grow  a  lit¬ 
tle  more.  Her  tastes  in  sports  are  odd 
ones  for  a  gal — softball  and  baseball. 
Confidentially,  “Shorty’s”  most  event¬ 
ful  or  thrilling  moment  so  far  was 
being  kissed  for  the  first  time.  At  last, 
one  girl  admits  it !  She  is  taking  the 
Civics  and  Business  Course,  and  if  she 
puts  as  much  energy  into  her  future 
job  as  she  has  into  life  so  far,  she’ll 
go  places  fast. 

Gerald  Doucette 

“Jed”  may  not  be  well  known  to  the 
fair  sex  in  Reading  High,  but  he  is 
known  by  the  boys  all  right.  His  fav¬ 
orite  sport  is  baseball  and  many’s  the 
night  he  can  be  seen  down  at  the 
Washington  Street  ballpark,  making 
life  miserable  for  the  poor  umpire.  A 
former  National  Guardsman-  “Jed’’ 
looks  upon  this  draft  problem  with  the 
eye  of  experience.  One  of  the  “Three 
Musketeers”  he  can  be  found  at  their 
hangout,  McCann’s,  when  not  at  the 
ball  he'd.  He  plans  a  trip  South  next 
winter  and  hopes  to  get  as  far  as  Flor¬ 
ida. 

Stephen  Doucette 

Have  you  ever  seen  the  American 
Legion  Road  Race?  Then  you  prob¬ 
ably  know  “Step”,  one  of  tne  town’s 
runners  and  a  star  of  the  Cross-Coun¬ 
try  Team.  “Step”,  queer  as  it  may 
seem,  wants  one  day  to  be  an  under¬ 
taker.  (We  hope  that  we  don’t  have 
to  pay  him  any  professional  calls  for 
a  long  time.)  The  Navy  is  going  to 
get  a  new  recruit  this  June  when 
“Step”  graduates.  The  only  thing 
that  we’re  worried  about  is  where  can 
“Step”  practice  his  cross-country  on 
a  battleship,  or  worse  still,  a  sub¬ 
marine!  Incidentally,  “Step”,  what 
will  your  ideal  be  doing  while  you’re 
at  sea? 


Alfred  Doughty 

“Al”,  or  “The  Ferret”  as  he  is  com¬ 
monly  called,  is  known  to  everyone  as 
the  Service  Squad  agent  stationed  just 
outside  the  Music  Room  door.  Ilis 
great  ambition  is  to  go  to  college.  He 
also  feels  that  he'd  succeed  as  an  au¬ 
tomobile  salesman.  He  played  the  part 
of  Holbrook  in  tne  senior  play  and  we 
all  enjoyed  his  acting,  especially  the 
second  night  of  the  performance.  “The 
Chamber  of  Horrors”  at  the  Country 
Fair  we  shall  cherish  as  another  in¬ 
stance  of  his  thespian  proclivities.  “Ah’ 
says  that  the  thing  he  enjoyed  most  at 
R.  H.  S.  was  Miss  Devaney’s  English 
class.  Making  friends  is  his  formula 
for  success,  and  we  can  see  that  this 
isn’t  going  to  be  hard  for  him  to  do. 

Francis  Doughty 

You  may  set  down  “Fran's”  favorite 
hangout  as  the  Library  for  at  least 
once  a  day  he  frequents  these  sur¬ 
roundings.  Outside  of  reading  he 
thinks  that  there’s  nothing  better  than 
a  good  game  of  baseball  or  a  swim  or 
a  football  game — so  you  see,  he’s  hap¬ 
py  whatever  the  season.  His  favorite 
subject  is  history,  but  according  to 
him,  his  greatest  ambition  is  to  get  an 
“A”  in  French.  “Fran’s'’  emoting  for 
the  “Chamber  of  Horrors”  was  a  thing 
to  behold ! 

Donald  Douglass 

“Don”  used  to  be  a  woman-hater. 
The  female  concensus  is  that  Don  is 
good  looking,  but  he  just  doesn’t  seem 
to  care.  In  the  spring  and  summer, 
he  can  most  always  be  found  at  the 
ball  park,  and  in  the  winter  he  plays 
hockey  at  Sturges’s.  His  spare  time  is 
devoted  to  such  worthy  pursuits  as 
model  aeroplane  building  (he  wants  to 
be  an  aeronautical  engineer)  and  play¬ 
ing  tennis  with  Bob  Olsen.  Besides  all 
this,  he  has  the  distinction  of  being 
one  of  the  select  few  who  ride  bicycles 
to  school. 

Jean  Dow 

Jean’s  been  indispensable  to  Miss 
Nichols  in  every  sport  available  to  girls. 
She  is  a  lover  of  sports  and  a  good 
sport  herself.  Her  favorites  are  bas¬ 
ketball,  bowling  and  swimming.  As 
a  news  editor  of  Pioneer,  she  has 
sharpened  her  hearing  collecting  juicy 
gossip  for  that  worthy  magazine.  As 
chairman  of  properties  for  the  Senior 
Play,  she  dashed  in  and  out  of  school 
continuously,  and  as  co-chairman  of 
Class  Elections,  she’s  had  to  prove 
that  a  woman  can  keep  a  secret.  Next 
year,  she  hopes  to  go  to  Chandler  and, 
ultimately,  to  own  a  deluxe  convertible 
club  coupe.  If  you're  always  as  busy 
as  you’ve  been  in  school,  Jean,  you’ll 
need  that  car. 
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Florence  Duggan 

“Flo’’ — or  “Duggan”  as  she  is  con¬ 
tinually  called,  despite  all  her  objec¬ 
tions — has  been  busy  all  during  high 
school.  She  took  part  in  Tri-Hi  bas¬ 
ketball,  tennis,  and  A.  A.  affairs.  She 
could  be  found  every  Saturday  during 
the  season  on  the  football  field.  “Flo” 
was  our  peppy,  enthusiastic  head  cheer¬ 
leader  this  year,  and  even  if  the  boys 
made  it  easy  by  giving  her  something 
to  cheer  for,  she  did  a  beautiful  job. 
Besides  sports,  “Flo”  likes  dancing,  va¬ 
cations-  and  bookkeeping,  and  despises 
rainy  days  and  exams. 


Marilyn  Edwards 

That  friendly,  amiable  person  who 
has  brightened  up  the  old  school  con¬ 
siderably  for  the  past  three  years  is 
Marilyn,  who  now  has  a  yen  to  travel. 
Yes,  her  fondest  ambition  is  to  take 
a  jaunt  around  the  world,  and  this  sum¬ 
mer,  for  practice,  she  expects  to  do  a 
little  gallivanting  around  New  York 
and  Maine.  Marilyn’s  most  thrilling 
moment  occurred  one  fateful  New 
Year’s  Eve.  Why  not  let  us  in  on  it, 
Marilyn?  For  the  past  three  years,  she 
has  busily  pursued  the  Secretarial 
Course  and  after  school  would  like  to 
work. 


Robert  Eisenhaure 

When  better  farmers  are  needed, 
“Bob”  will  be  right  on  hand  to  fill  the 
demand.  Confidentially,  though,  he 
admits  that  farm  life  is  not  the  life 
for  him  and  that  he  plans  to  seek 
other  work  this  summer.  Maybe  he’ll 
be  able  to  find  a  use  for  mechanical 
drawing,  at  which  he  fairly  shines.  A 
lover  of  sports,  he  enjoys  and  plays 
football,  baseball  and  basketball.  His 
first  roller  coaster  ride  was  his  most 
thrilling  moment,  so  he  claims,  but  we 
are  inclined  to  think  that  he  doesn’t 
spend  most  of  his  time  in  Reading  for 
purely  academic  reasons. 

Muriel  Evans 

“Mickey”  is  one  of  our  Room  3,  Per¬ 
iod  1,  shorthand  addicts,  whose  chief 
ambition  is  to  be  a  good  wife.  She 
has  taken  part  in  Glee  Club  and  Or¬ 
chestra  activities,  and  her  musical  hob¬ 
bies  are  dancing  and  listening  to  the  ra¬ 
dio.  We  can’t  forget  that  she’s  been 
a  very  pleasing  and  efficient  waitress 
in  the  cafeteria.  “Mickey”  spends  most 
of  her  time  in  a  ’37  Chevrolet  in  the 
winter  (“Oh  Johnny!”)  and  on  her 
front  porch  in  the  summer.  She  likes 
to  sleep,  swim,  and  eat  bananas,  and 
her  pet  peeve,  from  which  she  is  about 
to  escape  forever,  is  homework  on  date 
nights. 


Helen  Farr 

Life  as  a  dress  designer  in  the  big 
city  is  beckoning  to  ttiis  talented  art 
student.  Helen's  favorite  sports  are 
tennis,  swimming,  skating,  skiing,  and 
canoeing.  What  a  schedule !  She  con¬ 
fesses  that  her  most  thrilling  moment 
was  on  New  Year’s  Eve.  Yvhy  do  so 
many  things  seem  to  befall  the  Class 
of  ’4l  on  that  fateful  night?  We  hear 
rumors  about  numerous  parties  in  Bev¬ 
erly  and  the  multiple  attractions  of  Dan¬ 
vers.  Helen  plans  in  the  not  too  dis¬ 
tant  future  to  land  some  lucky  mil¬ 
lionaire  and  to  go  to  Hawaii. 

Mildred  Faulkner 

“Millie”,  whose  idea  of  life  is  to 
eat,  sleep,  and  be  merry,  practically 
lives  at  354  Main  st.  She,  too,  is  en¬ 
rolled  in  the  Secretarial  Course  and 
she,  too,  hones  to  get  a  good  job  this 
fall.  Her  most  thrilling  moment  came 
on  November  21,  1940,  but  she  refuses 
to  supply  further  details.  “Foxy’s” 
hobby  is  collecting  Kay  Kyser  record¬ 
ings,  but  she’ll  settle  for  Glenn  Miller, 
too.  If  you’re  looking  tor  “Millie”  and 
she’s  not  at  that  Mam  Street  address, 
it’s  only  because  she’s  playing  nurse¬ 
maid  to  a  group  of  little  angels. 

Frank  Fisher 

A  flash  of  color  down  the  corridor ! 
We  don’t  need  to  look  too  closely  to 
identify  it  as  Frank  in  that  flashy 
sportcoat  of  his.  “Fisher”  is  an  ardent 
movie  fan,  and  he  has  been  seen  in  the 
vicinity  of  Belmont  Street  quite  fre¬ 
quently,  too.  Hockey  and  swimming 
head  the  list  of  Frank’s  pastimes,  but 
roller  skating  is  near  the  top,  too. 
Frank  has  ah  eady  worked  as  a  mech¬ 
anic,  a  chauffeur,  a  truck  driver,  and 
a  grocery  clerk,  so  he  shouldn’t  be  at  a 
loss  to  find  something  to  do  after  grad¬ 
uation. 


Dorothy  Fleming 

“Dot”  likes  lunch  and  study  periods, 
and  this  spring  she  found  occasion  to 
add  Senior  Carnival  to  that  list.  She 
wants  to  be  a  secretary,  and  very  soon 
she  will  further  prepare  herself  for  a 
business  career  by  attending  Burdett 
College.  This  summer,  however,  she 
wou'd  like  to  drive  to  California  with 
“Jeanie.”  She  wouldn’t  exactly  object 
to  flying  back,  because  positively  her 
biggest  moment  to  date  was  her  first 
ride  in  an  aeroplane.  Her  message  to 
her  classmates  is  “Mind  your  own  busi¬ 
ness  and  don’t  believe  everything  you 
hear.”  (But  isn’t  it  interesting  just 
the  same,  “Dot”?) 
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Mary  Alice  Flynn 

Here  is  one  of  those  lucky  persons 
who  expect  to  go  to  the  beach  and 
just  bask  in  the  sun  and  swim  this 
summer.  What  a  heavenly  existence ! 
After  that,  Chandler  Secretarial 
School  will  probably  boast  of  Mary’s 
membership.  Her  pet  peeve  is  oral  re¬ 
ports.  Who  can  blame  her?  Her  am¬ 
bition  is  to  learn  to  drive,  so  if  you 
happen  to  run  across  a  car  weaving  un¬ 
certainly  across  the  road — beware!  Oh, 
well,  just  flash  the  inspector  that  smile, 
Mary,  and  you’ll  get  there. 


Edward  Ford 

“Ed”  Ford’s  was  a  new  face  at  R.  H. 
S.  this  year.  He  came  to  us  from  Man¬ 
chester  back  in  September,  but  he’s  so 
much  a  part  of  us  now  that  it  seems 
much  longer  than  that.  “Ed”  tells  us 
that  ours  is  the  fourth  high  school 
that  he  has  attended.  He  evidently 
likes  this  one,  because  he  intends  to 
be  around  next  year  for  a  P.  G.,  after 
which  he  will  enroll  down  South  at 
Duke.  He  must  love  to  travel !  “Ed” 
works  in  a  gas  station  on  South  Main 
Street  and  you’d  better  not  try  to 
short  change  him  for  he  is  a  whiz  at 
math. 

Clarence  Fraughton 

“Clary”  has  been  an  outstanding 
member  of  the  R.  H.  S.  Band  for  three 
years,  by  virtue  of  his  renditions  on 
that  trusty  clarinet.  He  has  also  play¬ 
ed  for  a  number  of  orchestras  in  Read¬ 
ing  and  its  environs.  His  favorite  sub¬ 
ject  is  art,  and  this  summer  he’s  going 
to  get  right  after  a  job  so  that  he’ll  be 
all  set  for  an  art  school  next  fall.  He 
claims  that  he  enjoys  going  into  Bos¬ 
ton  so  frequently  to  see  the  newest  mo¬ 
tion  pictures.  We  wonder!  He  is  sel¬ 
dom  seen  without  Bill  Friedlander,  and 
some  mornings  they’re  as  sleepy  a 
looking  pair  as  you’d  meet  at  any  gate 
tender’s  shanty. 

William  Friedlander 

“Bill”  whom  many  of  us  knew  at 
the  Prospect  Street,  Highland,  and 
Junior  High  Schools,  tried  to  convince 
himself  that  he  needed  a  change,  but 
couldn’t  stay  away,  and  this  year  we 
welcomed  him  back.  He  is  one  of  our 
hard  working  classmates.  He  can  be 
seen  early  in  the  morning  slinging 
newspapers  in  the  direction  of  door¬ 
steps  and  in  the  afternoon,  and  far 
into  the  night,  slinging  sodas  at  the 
Haven  Spa,  where  he’s  an  expert 
“jerker".  Bill  is  planning  on  both 
work  and  night  school,  and  he  won’t 
wait  until  the  summer’s  over  to  be¬ 
gin  either. 


Esther  Frotten 

“Es”  has  been  active  in  A  Capella 
Choir  and  Basketball,  dancing  and 
bowling.  And  we  really  mean  active 
as  regards  the  third  item  on  that  list. 
To  sing  with  a  band  is  Esther’s  ambi¬ 
tion.  Her  ideal  is  “Henry”.  For  fur¬ 
ther  details  see  “Es”,  or  possibly  her 
faithful  friend  and  companion  “Dot”. 
Esther  is  an  unusual  girl  in  that  she 
tells  us  she  is  most  bored  when  shop¬ 
ping  and  that  she  dislikes  seeing 
people  chew  gum.  She  can  generally 
be  found  in  her  spare  time  at  “Wal¬ 
ly’s”  in  Malden. 

Helen  Gadbois 

“Gaddy”  is  the  quiet  type,  but  good 
listeners  are  always  popular.  She  has 
taken  the  Practical  Arts  Course  while 
attending  R.  H.  S.,  and  it  has  doubt¬ 
less  supplied  her  with  her  ambition,  to 
be  a  dress  maker  and  to  own  her  own 
shop.  She  detests  book  reports,  but 
we  don’t  see  any  chance  of  her  being 
subjected  to  more  of  them  by  the 
course  she’s  mapped  out.  Her  inclin¬ 
ations  for  the  immediate  future  are 
along  domestic  lines,  because  this  sum¬ 
mer  she  plans  to  be  mother’s  helper. 
We  hope  “Gaddy”  will  remember  her 
pals  with  reduced  rates  in  that  dress 
shop ! 

Phyllis  Garey 

Phyllis  claims  she  doesn’t  have  any 
time  now  to  have  a  favorite  hangout, 
but  if  you  go  to  a  certain  drug  store 
after  school,  you’ll  find  her  with  Bette 
and  Dot !  “Phil”  has  enjoyed  especial¬ 
ly  her  senior  year,  Tennis,  Chorus,  and 
Band  in  High  School,  while  outside  of 
school  Rainbow  and  Junior  Wbman’s 
Club  have  her  busy.  Student  director¬ 
ship  of  the  Senior  Play  occupied  much 
of  Phyllis’  time,  and  you  will  agree 
that  she  filled  this  position  very  ably. 
People  who  reminisce  will  please  stay 
out  of  “Phil’s”  life,  as  she  hates  ’em ! 

Ethel  Greenyer 

We  wonder  now  what  our  class  was 
like  before  Ethel  came  along — was  it 
only  last  fall?  She’s  livened  us  up  a 
bit;  eh,  Paul?  “Pudgie’’  comes  from 
Malden,  where  she  took  active  parts  in 
Tri-Hi,  Usona,  Latin  Honor  Society, 
and  En  Ka  Sorority.  Here  at  Read¬ 
ing  she’s  no  less  ambitious,  we  might 
add.  She’s  going  to  train  to  be  a 
nurse  next  year,  and  then  watch  the 
spread  of  epidemics !  She  likes  home 
room  periods,  roller-skating,  Hedy  La¬ 
marr,  and  Latin.  Her  dislikes  include 
serious  people,  guidance  assemblies,  and 
the  memory  of  December  31,  1939.  Why 
Ethel! 
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Herbert  Grimes 

If  you  see  a  dilapidated  black  and 
yellow  Ford  streaking  about  town, 
“Trapper"  is  sure  to  be  at  tbe  wheel. 
"Herby”  says  his  car  and  girls  are  his 
pet  peeves,  but  we  know  better.  Why, 
we  have  a  feeling  that  he’d  spend  his 
last  sou  for  gasoline !  “Herb’’  has 
been  band  master  of  the  R.  H.  S.  Band 
and  has  also  been  a  member  of  the 
Rifle  Team.  It  will  be  hard  to  forget 
his  interpretation  of  “D>  :scoll  ”,  the 
villain  in  “Through  the  Night”,  and  we 
have  a  hunch  that  if  Hollywood  sees 
that  profile  and  that  happy-go-lucky 
smile,  “Herb’s”  worries  are  over. 

Betty  Gullam 

“Gully”  has  been  studying  the  art 
course  for  the  past  three  years,  and 
has  served  ably  on  decorating  commit¬ 
tees  for  various  dances.  “Teddy”  has 
enjoyed  most  in  High  School,  evident¬ 
ly  in  this  order,  for  we  quote:  “football 
games,  Mr.  Kibbee,  and  dances.’’  She 
considers  her  disposition  “good-natured 
but  boring.”  She  plans  to  take  a  P.  G. 
and  then  continue  on  to  art  school.  Af¬ 
ter  that?  Well,  she  asserts  that  she  is 
going  to  be  an  old  maid  and  live  with 
a  cat  and  a  parrot,  but  we  have  our 
doubts !  “Gully’s”  worthy  ambition  is 
to  make  the  world  art-conscious  and 
to  make  others  as  well  as  herself  hap¬ 
py.  We’d  say  she  couldn’t  miss. 


Chester  Gunn 

Who  was  captain  of  the  Soccer  Team 
for  two  years,  and  who  was  a  main¬ 
stay  on  the  Tennis  Team  for  three 
years ?  Why,  “Squirt  Gunn”,  of  course! 
“Chet’’  has  kept  Miss  Devaney’s  Eng¬ 
lish  IV  class  in  stitches  with  his  catchy 
little  stories,  his  whimsical  essays,  and 
his  blood  curdling  mystery  thrillers. 
An  ardent  admirer  of  Bobby  Bauer  of 
the  Boston  Bruins,  “Chet”  is  aiming 
high  and  hoping  some  day  to  be  a  mem¬ 
ber  of  that  same  club. 


John  Hamilton 

Everyone  knows  “Honey”,  or  “Silent 
John”  as  he  is  sometimes  called.  What 
we’d  like  to  know  is  where  did  he  get 
that  first  one — "Honey”.  All  kidding 
aside,  John  is  a  regular  fellow  who 
says  little,  but  accomplishes  much.  He 
is  pursuing  the  Civic  and  Business 
Preparatory  Course  and  is  doing  very 
well,  thank  you.  Track,  football,  base¬ 
ball,  and  basketball  are  among  John's 
favorite  sports.  He'd  like  to  get  some¬ 
where  in  tbe  Navy,  and  anyone  can  see 
that  he  will. 


Alden  Heath 

“Biter”  Heath  they  called  him  in 
those  days.  Let  us  tell  you  a  secret : 
“Biter’’  is  really  an  outstanding  hock¬ 
ey  player  produced  right  here  in  our 
great  metropolis  of  Reading  in  the 
vicinity  of  Birch  Meadow.  Meadow 
Brook  Golf  Club  is  a  very  convenient 
spot  to  find  “Biter”  toting  a  golf  bag 
with  a  smile.  Our  friend  and  yours,  he 
will  be  a  P.  G.  next  year,  which  gives 
you  girls  a  break,  so  grab  him  while 
you  can  because  he  vows  that  he’ll  be 
back  for  only  a  year. 


Michael  Hennessey 

One  of  the  boys  who  frequent  Mc¬ 
Cann’s  on  numerous  occasions,  “Mike” 
has  been  a  member  of  the  Soccer  Team, 
and  has  also  had  fun  at  R.  H.  S.  play¬ 
ing  intermural  basketball.  His  best 
friend  is  his  pipe,  which  goes  almost 
everywhere  with  him.  “Mike”  is  quiet 
unless  you  really  know  him,  but  he’s 
not  exactly  shy  and  unassuming, 
either,  as  his  teachers  could  testify. 
Work  is  ahead  for  him  this  summer, 
but  he  says,  “Lead  me  to  it.”  Keep 
that  attitude,  “Mike”  and  you  will  sure¬ 
ly  succeed. 


Ruth  Hicks 

Here’s  our  shining  valedictorian, 
and  we’re  sure  that  none  can  say  Ruth 
doesn’t  richly  deserve  her  honor !  Smil¬ 
ing,  generous,  agreeable  —  that’s  our 
Ruth.  Next  year  she’ll  join  her  brother 
at  Oberlin  College,  in  Ohio,  where 
she’ll  continue  her  studies.  “Rufus”  has 
been  a  member  of  the  Student  Council 
and  the  Pioneer  Staff,  and  outside  of 
school  she  is  active  in  Rainbow  and 
the  Pilgrim  Fellowship.  She  likes 
swimming,  roller-skating,  Macintosh 
apples,  and  Mr.  Dixon’s  history  class. 
Ruth  hates  rainy  days  and  “no  talking” 
regulations;  knowing  her,  we  can  see 
why. 


Richard  Higgins 

Who  doesn’t  recognize  “Pinky”,  the 
well-known  and  popular  R.  H.  S.  stu¬ 
dent?  “Pinky”  doesn’t  just  play  golf, 
it’s  a  part  of  him.  A  member  of  the 
team  now,  his  greatest  ambition  is 
to  be  a  professional  golfer.  His  form¬ 
ula  for  success  is  “to  pursue  what  you 
want  and  you’ll  finally  get  it.”  This 
may  explain  why  Park  Street  West  is 
his  only  hangout.  “Higgy”  on  the 
whole  is  an  outdoor  man,  detesting 
sleep  and  assemblies.  We  shall  miss 
him  this  summer  when  he  goes  West. 


Seventeen 


SENICCJ 


Donald  Hitchcock 

“Hitch”  is  a  good  natured  fellow  with 
a  versatile  smile  and  an  easy  manner, 
who,  though  he  has  been  with  us  only 
since  our  junior  year,  in  that  short 
time  has  become  one  of  the  top-rank¬ 
ing  students,  and  also  one  of  the  most 
popular.  “Hitch’s”  favorite  subjects 
are  biology  and  Sonja  Henie.  Besides 
taxiing  Barbara  or  the  Track  Team  to 
their  varied  destinations,  “Don”  has 
busied  himself  with  affairs  of  the  Pio¬ 
neer  and  Hi-Y.  If  you’re  looking  for 
him  this  summer,  he  can  usually  be 
found  at  27  Prescott  Street.  “Don” 
plans  either  to  enter  Tufts  next  year 
or  take  a  P  .  G. 

Ernest  Hubbard 

When  you  see  a  group  of  fellows 
walking  along  Woburn  Street  in  the 
afternoon,  quite  often  “Hubby”  is 
among  them,  trudging  his  way  over  to 
“shop”.  His  favorite  sports  are  ten¬ 
nis  and  baseball  and  he  always  is  play¬ 
ing  one  or  the  other.  Incidentally,  if 
“Hubby”  hadn’t  been  a  working  man 
and  had  gone  out  for  baseball,  he  prob¬ 
ably  would  have  been  a  regular  per¬ 
former  for  the  team.  He  says  he 
greatly  enjoys  classes  with  jovial 
“Pop”  Wheeler,  and  who  doesn’t? 

Lois  Ives 

This  is  one  of  our  most  popular  and 
active  girls.  “Lo’s”  been  a  member 
of  the  Senior  Executive  Board  and  also 
a  member  of  that  gay  quartet  who 
framed  the  Prophecy.  She  thinks  her 
disposition  is  rather  unpredictable,  but 
all  her  friends  know  better.  An  en¬ 
thusiastic  member  of  the  Riding  Club, 
she  straddles  a  horse  once  a  week  and 
the  next  day  straddles  nothing — along 
with  the  rest  of  the  club  members  !  The 
class  crowned  her  queen  at  the  Carni¬ 
val,  and  guess  who  was  king.  She  is 
the  very  capable  art  editor  of  Pioneer. 

Thomas  Jacob 

In  this  corner  we  have  “Tom’’>  a 
happy-go-lucky  student,  who  has  tried 
valiantly  to  heckle  many  a  teacher  of 
Reading  High.  His  favorite  sport  is 
“walking  on  a  foggy  night”  and  his 
formula  for  success  is  never  to  worry. 
Nobody  can  deny  that  he  has  followed 
this  formula  while  in  R.  H.  S.  He  en¬ 
joyed  most  here  the  extra  vacations  and 
the  current  jokes.  He  has  no  definite 
plans  for  the  summer,  but  expects  to 
attend  some  school  next  fall.  He’s  a 
considerably  well-read  lad  for  his  age, 
and  will  doubtless,  a  la  Samuel  John¬ 
son,  confound  his  examiners  there,  as 
he  has  his  dear  classmates  here,  with 
some  obscure  allusion  or  two. 


Dorothy  Jeanes 

“Dotty,"  or  “Chicken’’  to  her  inti¬ 
mates,  is  the  girl  who’s  always  ready 
with  a  bright  sunny  smile.  Don’t  be 
surprised  if  you  see  her  whizz  by  on 
her  bike  this  summer.  During  lunch 
periods  “Dotty”  was  a  familiar  sight 
over  in  the  corner,  struggling  with  her 
math.  She  got  1  jts  of  help  from  her 
pals,  anyway!  “Dotty’s”  ambition  is 
to  find  a  job  and  then  to  travel  up  into 
the  Canadian  Rockies,  with  her  “best 
friend’’.  His  name  wouldn’t  be  Har¬ 
old,  or  would  it? 


Barbara  Jenkins 

“Jenky”  is  inclined  to  be  very  well 
disposed  toward  the  world  in  general 
and  enjoys,  among  most  things,  bicy¬ 
cling  and  swimming.  In  past  summers 
“Punchy”  has  led  an  interesting  ex¬ 
istence  as  an  usherette  in  a  summer 
stock  company.  Among  her  hobbies 
are  coin  and  phonograph  record  col¬ 
lecting.  She  hopes  to  travel  in  the 
great,  wide-open  West  some  day  and 
to  enter  the  field  of  commercial  art. 
“Punchy’s”  ideal  is  our  new  and  very 
likeable  Miss  Reed,  and  we  don’t  ex¬ 
actly  blame  her. 


Beverly  Johnson 

The  engaging  smile  and  blond  radi¬ 
ance  of  “Bev”  have  often  been  a  help 
in  dispelling  the  gloom  of  the  familiar 
corridors  and  rooms  of  R.  H.  S.  She 
has  been  a  capable  member  of  our 
Field  Hockey  Team  for  two  years  and 
is  always  ready  to  help  in  any  of  our 
class  affairs.  She  is  pursuing  the  Ac¬ 
counting  Course  and  hopes  to  get  a 
job  next  year.  “Blondie’s”  favorite 
subject  is  art  and  her  pet  aversion  is 
having  a  certain  boy  arrive  late.  We’re 
all  with  you,  “Bev’’,  and  hope  you  get 
that  trip  to  Hawaii— with  the  same  cer¬ 
tain  someone  by  your  side  ! 


Ethel  Johnson 

Remember  that  girl  who  had  a 
friendly  smile  for  everyone— well,  here 
she  is  :  Ethel.  Bowling,  basketball,  and 
ice  skating  are  her  favorite  sports. 
Her  secret  love  is  fried  clams,  and  her 
pet  aversion  is  conceited  boys.  Ethel 
is  going  to  do  nothing  but  sleep  and 
relax  this  summer,  because  early  next 
fall  she  plans  to  be  a  working  girl. 
Anyone  who  makes  good  in  the  big  city 
may  run  into  Ethel  at  Grant’s  Tomb 
or  Radio  City,  because  at  her  earliest 
opportunity  she’ll  take  a  trip  to  New 
York  “to  see  the  sights”. 
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Malcolm  Johnston 

“Mac”  is  another  one  of  our  foot¬ 
ball  heroes,  and  also  a  lover  of 
winter  sports.  This  summer  he  in¬ 
tends  to  work,  after  which  he  will  at¬ 
tend  Northeastern  University,  because 
at  R.  H.  S.  he  has  majored  in  math, 
and  his  ambition  is  to  be  an  engineer. 
Mac’s  favorite  hangout  is  92  How¬ 
ard  Street.  Guess  why!  Several  scnool 
activities  that  he  has  taken  part  in 
are  the  Executive  Board,  the  Service 
Squad,  that  famous  “style”  show,  and 
Class  Elections.  His  formula  for  suc¬ 
cess  is  work,  and  he  is  one  of  the  few 
that  practice  what  they  preach. 

Barbara  Jones  0 

“Barbie”  is  a  busy  girl,  but  it  doesn’t 
get  her  down.  A  Capella  Choir  and 
Band  are  right  up  her  alley,  for  ulti¬ 
mately  she  wants  to  be  a  concert  pian¬ 
ist.  Outside  of  school  she’s  a  regu¬ 
lar  clubwoman — Rainbow,  Y.  P.  R.  U., 
and  Junior  Woman's  Club.  She  is  pur¬ 
suing  the  College  Course,  with  junior 
college  or  secretarial  school  in  im¬ 
mediate  prospect.  Sue  goes  for  classi¬ 
cal  records  (says  that  she  knows  what 
she  wants  and  nobody  is  going  to  per¬ 
suade  her  differently),  but  she  coniess- 
es  that  if  she  had  a  lot  of  money,  a 
goodly  share  of  it  would  be  taken  in 
at  movie  box-offices. 

Robert  Jones 

“Bob”  is  the  studious  lad  who  spends 
his  spare  time  preparing  to  become  a 
draftsman.  This  summer  he  intends 
to  take  a  good  REST  and  then  work, 
which  seems  to  us  an  unbeatable  plan. 
“Jonesie’s”  pet  peeve  is  homework,  and 
lie’s  not  alone,  all,  all  alone  with  that 
idea  either,  here  at  Reading  High  he 
has  found  that  his  most  enjoyable  for¬ 
ty-five  minute  interludes  were  spent 
in  Miss  Reeds  homeroom.  Here’s  to 
bigger  and  better  drafting,  Bob — and 
we  don’t  mean  the  army ! 

John  Kelly 

“Muggsy”,  “Wrinkle”,  "Crusher,”  and 
“John  L.” — yes,  these  are  a  few  of  the 
titles  to  which  he  answers.  He  has 
been  an  outstanding  member  of  Read¬ 
ing  High’s  football  and  baseball  teams. 
In  his  spare  moments,  confidentially, 
“Muggsy”  has  kept  in  training  by  in¬ 
dulging  in  terpsichorean  fandangoes, 
under  the  pretty  eye  of  a  sophomore 
expert!  He  found  his  favorite  food  in 
the  good  old  Italian  spaghetti  served 
at  Storti’s  house.  While  most  people 
are  in  bed,  he  is  a  man  in  that  band 
of  our  classmates  who  are  delivering 
papers  in  the  early  morning  hours. 
One  of  his  aims  is  to  attend  school  at 
the  Heights.  Good  luck,  John! 


Herbert  Kenney 

“Herb"  is  an  ardent  student  of  book¬ 
keeping,  which  is  his  favorite  subject, 
although  he  fairly  “shines”  in  English 
and  history  classes.  There  is  never  a 
dull  moment  when  a  debate  comes  in 
the  latter  if  “Herb"  is  right  there  in 
the  middle  of  it.  He  enjoys  sports,  but 
prefers  a  good  book.  His  ambition  is 
to  become  a  C.  P.  A.,  and  he  is  off  to 
a  good  start.  Next  year  he  plans  to 
enter  Northeastern,  where  he’ll  take 
the  C.  P.  A.  preparatory  course.  Re¬ 
member,  fellows,  when  your  income 
tax  reaches  five  digits,  call  on  “Herb” 
for  help. 

Edith  Kimball 

Cheerleading,  dancing,  Junior  Wo¬ 
man’s  Club,  orchids,  diamonds,  and 
“Bob’,j— all  play  a  big  part  in  “Edie’s” 
life.  “Edie’s”  was  the  honor  of  be¬ 
ing  chosen  Junior  girl  by  last  year’s 
graduating  class.  More  recently  she’s 
been  chairman  of  the  “Country  Fair” 
and  a  model  in  the  Fashion  Show.  She 
participates  in  many  sports,  but  she  dis¬ 
likes  kneesocks,  conceited  people,  home 
rooms,  and  new  rules.  Her  big  mom¬ 
ent  was  the  evening  of  September  23, 
1939,  when  Robert  W.  Hitchcock,  Esq., 
came  into  her  life.  She  is  now  in¬ 
terested  in  the  College  Course — later, 
undoubtedly,  the  matrimonial. 

Arthur  Knapp 

“Art”  is  one  of  those  rabid  hockey 
fans  who  would  rather  play  hockey 
than  eat  and  would  spend  his  last  dol¬ 
lar  on  a  hockey  stick.  He  has  been  an 
important  part  of  our  Baseball  Squad 
during  his  sojourn  at  High  School  and 
also  lists  football  and  swimming 
among  his  favorite  sports.  For  the 
past  three  years,  “Art’’  has  been  pur¬ 
suing  the  Fine  Arts  Course  and  after 
graduation  expects  to  go  to  Mass.  Art 
School.  His  most  thrilling  moment, 
“Art”  says,  was  one  New  Year’s  Eve. 
My,  My,  Cupid  (we  can  only  guess !) 
certainly  seems  to  work  overtime  New 
Year’s  Eve ! 

Phyllis  Lacey 

If  she’s  small  and  dark  with  a  smile 
on  her  face,  it’s  “Phyll”,  who  has  lent 
her  lovely  alto  to  the  A  Capella  Choir 
in  three  years  of  faithful  service,  and 
has  taken  an  active  part  in  all  tennis 
tournaments.  For  her  hobby  she  pre¬ 
fers  photography,  and  she  selects  walk¬ 
ing  and  dancing  as  the  ideal  “sports”. 
Next  year,  she’s  going  to  come  back  to 
R.  H.  S.  as  a  P.  G.  to  make  sure  no 
one  forgets  the  Class  of  ’41.  Let  this 
be  an  inspiration  to  all  inert  people. 
“Phyll’’  plans  to  learn  typing  and  short¬ 
hand  this  summer. 
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Robert  Loud 

Bank  presidents  and  army  generals 
had  better  watch  their  jobs,  for  "Bob” 
is  contemplating  either  a  career  in  bus¬ 
iness  or  one  in  the  army.  A  Civics 
and  Business  Course  student,  “Bob” 
found  that  lunchtime  was  the  most  at¬ 
tractive  spot  in  the  day  to  his  way 
of  thinking,  but,  just  possibly,  that’s 
because  a  certain  junior  girl  shared  the 
same  lunch  period — eh,  Bob'  At  pre¬ 
sent  “Bob”  is  employed  in  a  local  gro¬ 
cery  store,  but  plans  to  better  him¬ 
self  after  graduation. 


Horace  Lander 

“Mink”  is  one  of  our  busier  class¬ 
mates.  He  has  belonged  to  such  varied 
activities  as  Hi-Y,  the  Golf  Team,  and 
A  Capella  Choir.  “Sugar”,  one  of  the 
"Musty  Bears”,  says  his  favorite  sports 
are  golf,  swimming,  singing  "Mc- 
Xamara’s  Band”  at  the  football  games, 
and  jitterbugging.  This  summer  “How¬ 
ie”  will  be  assistant  pro,  no  less,  at 
Meadow  Brook,  and  he  plans  to  enter 
college  soon.  We’re  all  sure  to  see 
you  at  Meadow  Brook,  anyway,  “How- 


Elmer  Lincoln 

This  quiet  youth  of  the  calm  temper¬ 
ament  and  peaceful  mien  believes  in 
pursuing  the  even  tenor  of  his  ways 
without  any  flourishes  or  decorations. 
While  “Bull”  holds  that  silence  is  gol¬ 
den,  and  never  talks  unless  he  has 
something  very  important  to  say,  he  is 
not  lacking  words  in  important  places 
like  class  rooms,  when  called  upon  to 
recite.  Although  he  is  one  of  those 
rare  fellows  who  believe  that  success 
lies  in  strict  attention  to  one’s  business, 
he  has  never  suffered  unpopularity  from 
his  lack  of  gab.  Fellow  Hi-Y  members 
will  testify  to  that !  A  hard  and  effi¬ 
cient  worker,  “Bull”  will  make  the  road 
to  success  a  comparatively  easy  one 
wherever  he  may  be. 


Edwin  Logan 

"Pst,  Zeke,  send  up  a  big  one.” 
Many’s  the  senior  at  the  cafeteria  who 
has  whispered  that  and  got  what  he 
asked  for,  too!  “Eddie”  says  he’ll 
save  his  last  dollar.  (We  wonder.)  We 
know  lie’s  a  working  man,  and  like  all 
steady  workers,  “Zeke”  is  likely  to  be 
at  home  evenings.  Just  mention  fish¬ 
ing  or  hunting,  though,  and  he  is  off. 
(Confidentially,  lie  knows  where  the 
best  spots  are.)  He  rates  his  dispo¬ 
sition  as  only  “fair”.  It’s  no  go, 
"Logy”;  we’ll  dispute  that  always. 


Carolyn  Lumsden 

The  girl  beside  this  write-up  is  no 
doubt  about  the  most  active  person 
you’ve  ever  met.  She's  a  member  of 
the  Senior  Executive  Board,  the  Ten¬ 
nis  Team,  the  Riding  Club,  and  the 
Student  Forum.  As  literary  editor  of 
Pioneer,  she’s  co-chairman  of  write¬ 
ups  for  this  issue.  Carolyn  was  chosen 
our  representative  at  the  D.  A.  R.  con¬ 
ference  in  Boston — another  high  honor 
for  the  girl  who  walked  away  with  Class 
Honors.  Believe  it  or  not,  with  all  these 
activities  she  still  has  time  for  studying, 
keeping  good  natured,  and  “Mac”.  Next 
year  she’ll  be  absorbing  languages  at 
Smith  College  to  prepare  for  a  career 
as  a  Civil  Service  interpreter. 

Alma  Macdonald 

Some  call  her  “Shrimp”  and  some 
call  her  “Mac,”  but  most  people  think 
the  monicker  her  parents  gave  her  is 
just  as  appropriate.  Alma  is  that 
friendly  little  girl  who  makes  one  won¬ 
der  if  the  human  race  really  is  getting 
bigger.  In  her  spare  time  she  pro¬ 
duces  some  lovely  drawings ;  she  also 
enjoys  cooking  and  sewing  (make  a 
note  of  that,  boys.)  Alma  can  think  of 
nothing  R.  FI.  S.  has  had  to  offer 
which  pleased  her  more  than  assem¬ 
blies  during  class  time.  We  all  know 
that  feeling,  Alma. 

Evelyn  MacLeod 

“Evie’s”  favorite  hangout  is  R.  H.  S. 
(there’s  something  about  Room  7  be¬ 
fore  school),  but  outside  of  school, 
most  any  time  of  day,  you  will  find 
her  curled  up  listening  to  the  9:20 
Club.  “Ev”  is  a  member  of  A  Capella 
Choir  and  she  has  two  pastimes — one 
musical  and  the  other  domestic:  danc¬ 
ing  and  cooking.  She’s  already  found 
employment  and  should  be  well  on  her 
way  soon  to  her  goal — a  job  as  a  “su¬ 
per”  secretary.  “Ev”  wants  to  be  a 
friend  to  everyone  and  says  that  to  get 
along  in  this  world,  you  must  be  sure 
of  your  self.  We’ll  all  try,  “Mac”! 

Marjorie  MacLeod 

All  “Marge’s”  friends  like  her  jolly 
laugh  and  easy  disposition.  She  as¬ 
pires  to  be  an  air  hostess,  and  that  cer¬ 
tainly  is  setting  a  goal  in  the  clouds. 
But  then,  she’s  a  Rainbow  C:  I.  Be¬ 
fore  school  she’s  a  frequenter  of  Room 
7.  “Marge”  derives  her  greatest  thrill 
from  driving  a  car.  Besides  this,  she 
likes  debates,  baseball  and  hockey 
games.  Next  year,  she  starts  in  train¬ 
ing  to  become  a  nurse,  the  first  re¬ 
quirement  for  every  air  hostess.  Stick 
to  it,  “Marge”,  and  the  day  will  come 
when  you  can  look  down  on  the  rest 
of  us. 
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Frances  Madden 

One  of  our  valuable  sportswomen, 
“Frannie”  has  participated  in  field  hock¬ 
ey,  basketball,  and  tennis  and  capably 
held  down  the  position  of  manager  of 
the  Field  Hockey  Team.  “Fran’’  hopes 
to  get  a  good  clerical  position  in  the 
not  too  far  future,  thus  earning  enough 
money  to  indulge  in  oodles  and  oodles 
of  her  favorite  concoction,  hot  fudge 
sundaes.  Any  time  you’re  looking 
for  “Fran”,  she  can  usually  be  found 
dreamily  downing  her  favorite  dish  at 
McCann’s. 


Evelyn  Margeson 

Yes  sir,  it’s  “Evie”,  the  good-natured 
girl  who  is  everybody’s  pal.  She  has 
been  a  member  of  our  Basketball 
Squad,  and  a  very  valuable  member, 
too.  She  is  one  of  our  shorthand  and 
typing  enthusiasts,  and  hopes,  after 
having  a  long  vacation,  to  secure  a  po¬ 
sition  as  a  secretary.  “Evie’s”  hobbies 
are  swimming  and  writing  notes.  “Oz- 
zie’’  could  tell  us  what  she  puts  in  the 
latter;  it  must  be  something  new  and 
different  because  she  says  she  hates 
"to  listen  to  old  stories”.  Well,  “Evie”, 
we  hope  that  in  the  future  you  will  not 
hear  too  many  old  stories. 


George  Marini 

“Hinky”  is  a  quiet  lad  (around 
school),  but  those  who  really  know 
him  (male  and  female)  don’t  think  he’s 
too  bashful.  He  is  sure  to  be  found 
this  summer  at  the  good  old  Central 
Street  swimming  hole — lounging  in  the 
sun.  Or  if  you  seek  him  in  future  win¬ 
ter  months,  remember  that  an  ardent 
hockey  fan  is  “Hink”  and  he  can  be 
seen  playing  at  Eisenhaure’s  pond 
many  a  day  during  the  hockey  season. 
He  does  not  know  what  may  come  his 
way  after  R.  H.  S.,  but  he’ll  be  ready 
for  it,  anyway. 


Edward  Marshall 

Here’s  “Ed”,  the  bookkeeper.  He 
takes  a  “set”  home  on  Monday,  and 
that  very  night  he  runs  up  an  electric 
light  bill.  When  “Ed”  starts  some¬ 
thing,  he  can  be  depended  upon  to 
finish  it,  even  if  other  people  do  both¬ 
er  him.  If  you  want  a  fellow  on  whom 
you  can  rely  as  a  loyal  friend — wed, 
here  he  is.  “Ed’s”  name  will  be  fol¬ 
lowed  one  of  these  days  by  “C.  P.  A.’’ 
He  likes  to  drive  a  Chevrolet  and  work 
in  other  people’s  yards.  This  summer 
he’ll  put  a  few  finishing  touches  on  the 
family  camp — then  on  to  study  at  Bry¬ 
ant  and  Stratton. 


Elsie  Mason 

Having  gone  out  in  a  big  way  for 
hockey  and  basketball,  and  been  an 
enthusiastic  roller  skating  and  bowling 
fan,  “Elsie”  qualifies  as  one  of  our  best 
athletes.  As  if  that  weren’t  enough 
to  keep  one  busy,  “Else"  is  also  an 
active  member  of  Rainbow.  She  has 
enjoyed  most  the  jobs  she’s  held  at 
High  School,  and  homework  least.  “El¬ 
se”  has  followed  the  Secretarial  Course 
and  her  worthy  ambition  is  to  be  a  pri¬ 
vate  secretary  at  $150  a  week.  Don’t 
forget  us  when  we’re  looking  for  a  dime 
for  a  cup  of  coffee,  “Else.’’ 


Frances  McLaughlin 

“Frannie’s”  sweet  and  quiet,  but  she 
gets  things  done.  “Don’t  put  off  ’til 
tomorrow  what  you  can  do  today” 
is  her  formula  for  success.  She  is 
taking  the  College  Course  and  doing  all 
right  despite  the  fact  that  she  heart¬ 
ily  dislikes  homework.  “Frannie’’  is  a 
faithful  member  of  the  A  Capella  Choir 
and  has  been  an  enthusiastic  entrant 
in  tennis  tournaments.  This  summer 
she  will  relax  and  divide  her  time 
among  bicycle  rides,  tennis,  and  eat¬ 
ing  apples.  Then  R.  H.  S.  will  see 
her  here  another  year  for  a  P.  G. 
course. 


George  Melanson 

Among  your  trips  around  school  you 
must  have  seen  “Boze”  either  work¬ 
ing  on  his  bookkeeping  or  helping 
“Charlie”.  “Boze”  seems  quiet  until 
you  get  to  know  him.  He  has  most 
of  his  fun  in  Room  C  during  the  fourth 
period  for  the  unusual  reason  that  no 
one  bothers  him  there  while  he  works. 
“Boze’s”  favorite  hangout  is  good  old 
“Benny’s”.  We’ll  bet  that’s  where  he 
gets  half  of  his  jokes.  Office  work 
seems  to  be  his  delight  and  great  am¬ 
bition.  Can’t  you  see  his  name  on  an 
office  door  in  gold? 


Robert  Melendy 

Robert  Melendy  is  one  of  the  quiet 
members  of  our  class,  and  when  you 
consider  a  class  like  ours,  you  realize 
that  we  could  use  more  like  “Bob” 
sometimes,  fie  can  be  in  a  large  group 
of  fellows  and  not  be  noticed  for  a 
while,  but  when  he  does  say  some¬ 
thing  there  is  real  meaning  to  what  he 
says.  His  pet  peeve,  and  it’s  a  “na¬ 
tural”  for  him,  is  listening  to  two  wo¬ 
men  arguing.  He  has  enjoyed  gym 
classes  more  than  any  others  at  R.  H. 
S.,  and  his  favorite  sport  is  baseball. 
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Jeanette  Muse 

“Chick”  belies  her  nickname  in  that 
she  is  tall  and  stately.  It’s  not  sur¬ 
prising,  then,  that  she  skates  so  fast 
and  so  gracefully  on  the  ice !  In  the 
summer  when  the  ice  is  gone  “Mousey” 
enjoys  getting  right  into  the  water  and 
swimming!  At  all  times  of  the  year 
there  is  no  place  like  Maine  and  grand¬ 
mother’s  house  for  “Chick’’!  Perhaps 
that’s  where  she  takes  her  cute  snap¬ 
shots.  She  intends  to  go  on  to  school, 
and,  although  she  maintains  that  her 
Practical  Arts  Course  is  pursuing  her, 
we  think  she’s  got  it  fairly  well  under 
control. 

Doris  Nelson 

If  you  should  enter  someone’s  office 
someday  and  the  someone’s  secretary 
started  talking  to  you  so  fast  you 
couldn’t  keep  up  with  her,  it  would 
probably  be  “Doesn’t-know-her-own- 
telephone  number”  Nelson.  Doris 
joined  our  class  two  years  ago,  fresh 
from  Somerville-  which  she  still  revisits 
frequently.  The  climate  ’way  up  there 
in  North  Reading  must  have  proved  too 
severe  for  “Nelly”,  because  the  thing 
she’d  most  enjoy  doing  would  be  em¬ 
barking  on  a  trip  to  the  South.  She 
expects,  however,  to  join  the  job-seek¬ 
ers  this  summer. 

Priscilla  Nichols 

Here’s  “Pussy’’  of  the  light  hair  and 
slow  giggle.  Almost  any  afternoon  we 
can  find  her  with  “Pudgie”  or  “Beans” 
witicizing  and  feeding  nickels  to  a 
favorite  nickelodeon.  She  loves  steaks 
smothered  with  onions,  and  she  speaks 
of  her  own  disposition  as  “lousy,”  but 
we  don’t  agree  with  her  at  all  on  that. 
At  R.  H.  S.  she  has  taken  part  in  ten¬ 
nis,  horseback  riding,  and  bowling,  and 
this  year  she  has  been  a  member  of 
Student  Council.  “Porkie”  is  bound 
for  Westbrook  Junior  College  and  a 
pre-medical  course.  Her  most  thrilling 
moment,  “Going  through  the  operat¬ 
ing  room  before  it  was  cleaned  up.” 

Ellsworth  Noone 

“Ellsie”  is  one  of  a  large  army  of 
practical  jokers,  and  he  has  done  much 
to  lighten  up  the  dull  moments  of 
school  life.  His  chosen  profession, 
however,  is  one  that  is  neither  funny 
nor  easy.  He  wishes  to  become  a  cer¬ 
tified  public  accountant.  His  favorite 
sport  is  ice  skating  and  he  can  cut 
some  mean  capers  on  the  local  rinks, 
where  he  is  a  familiar  sight.  In  skat¬ 
ing  he’s  nearly  as  funny  as  he  is  when 
you  meet  him  on  the  street.  He  will 
make  an  excellent  accountant,  for  he 
has  done  very  well  with  his  bookkeep¬ 
ing. 


Leslie  Merrill 

Don't  forget  to  wave  when  you  drive 
past  the  North  Reading  town  hall  some 
day  and  glimpse  a  tall,  red-headed  fel¬ 
low  sitting  on  the  steps,  because  that 
will  be  “Red’’.  Although  “Red”  says 
that  he  has  derived  much  pleasure  from 
his  stay  at  R.  H.  S.  and  particularly 
from  the  practical  science  and  gym 
classes,  he  spends  most  of  his  noon 
hours  down  town.  His  grades  won  for 
him  a  position  among  the  upper  seventh 
of  the  Class  of  ’41,  and  he  says  that 
he’s  looking  forward  to  finding  a  real 
job,  even  though  for  the  past  few  sum¬ 
mers  he  seems  to  have  had  one,  “down 
on  the  farm”. 


Dorothie  Meuse 
Dorothie  has  enjoyed  “the  cute  boys 
with  whiffles”  more  than  any  other 
feature  attraction  at  R.  H.  S.  Activi¬ 
ties  in  which  she  has  been  an  enthu¬ 
siastic  participant  are  those  of  our 
Tennis  Squad  and  dramatic  classes.  Her 
highest  ambition  is  to  be  a  writer.  Bing 
Crosby  is  her  ideal — or  possibly  “Lar¬ 
ry” — and  her  pet  peeve  is  having  her 
version  of  her  first  name  misspelled. 
With  the  curiosity  that  all  good  writ¬ 
ers  have,  she  has  hopes  of  being  in¬ 
troduced  to  Hitler  and  spending  her 
time  in  Germany  as  his  guest,  trying 
to  discover  his  philosophy  of  life  and 
happiness. 


Robert  Meuse 

When  bigger  (or  perhaps  smaller) 
and  better  radios  are  made,  “Mousie” 
will  make  them !  He  relishes  experi¬ 
menting  with  radios  and  phonographs, 
and,  like  a  true  genius,  understands  fre¬ 
quency  modulation  and  the  like.  More¬ 
over,  he  sings  in  A  Capella  Choir  and 
plays  the  piano  in  an  inimitable  style. 
He  also  finds  delight  in  drawing,  par¬ 
ticularly  at  the  Recreation  Center  art 
classes.  His  ever-ready  sense  of  hu¬ 
mor  is  mild,  but  his  ambitions  are  not : 
“Catfish”  yearns  to  make  his  second 
million,  master  figure  skating,  and 
graduate  from  Massachusetts  Radio 
School  with  highest  honors. 


William  Morrissey 

"Bill”,  commonly  known  as  “Fang”, 
is  co-author  of  our  last  will  and  testa¬ 
ment  and,  incidentally,  a  great  man 
about  town.  At  most  dances  you'll  find 
him  playing  his  tenor  sax,  and  he  says 
that  his  ideal  is  “Tex”  Beneke.  Above 
everything  else,  however,  Bill  likes  fish¬ 
ing  and  dancing  with  a  certain  redhead. 
He  is  one  of  the  “Three  Musketeers”, 
who  made  a  hit  tune  out  of  McNamar¬ 
a’s  Band.  He  played  the  part  of 
“Greg’’  in  the  Senior  Play  and  has  been 
a  member  of  Hi-Y  for  three  years. 
This  summer  he  intends  to  work(?), 
after  which  he  will  go  to  college. 
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Donald  O’Brien 

For  three  years  the  Baseball  Team 
has  had  in  its  midst  this  very  capable 
hurler  known  to  the  boys  as  “Little 
Sir  Echo’’.  During  his  sophomore  year 
he  was  a  bit  erratic,  but  in  the  next 
season  he  won  his  share  of  the  glory 
and  ended  up  with  a  smooth  bit  of 
twirling  to  beat  championship  Belmont. 
Naturally  that  was  his  most  thrilling 
moment.  “Obie”  is  an  admirer  of 
Bobby  Bauer  and  knows  hockey  from 
A  to  Z.  He  says  he  wants  to  tour  the 
country  in  a  wheel  chair,  but  he  can 
probably  be  found  for  a  while  pumping 
gas,  “way  up  north’’,  or  acting  as  a 
store  clerk. 

Robert  Olsen 

“Bob”  Olsen  is  one  of  the  class  com¬ 
edians.  His  ad-libbed  remarks  have 
certainly  been  appreciated  by  his  tel- 
low  pupils,  if  not  always  by  his  teach¬ 
ers.  He  wants  to  be  a  salesman  after 
he  gets  out  of  college.  If  it  takes  a 
sense  of  humor,  a  wealth  of  anecdote, 
and  a  ready  answer  tor  anything  to 
sell  Fuller  Brushes,  he  ought  to  be  the 
star  of  his  company.  He  likes  to  roller 
skate,  but  complains  that  so  far  it  has 
proved  very  hard  on  parts  of  him. 
We’re  warning  you — if  you  see  Bob 
next  fall  you  probably  won’t  recognize 
him,  for  he  is  toying  with  the  tempta¬ 
tion  to  raise  a  beard. 

John  O’Malley 

“Joe”  is  well  known  for  his  broad 
smile  and  happy  outlook  on  life,  and, 
oddly  enough,  his  pet  peeve  is  serious 
people.  He  likes  to  tinker  with  radios 
and  is  anxious  to  obtain  a  good  old-age 
pension,  or,  failing  that,  to  become  a 
bank  president.  “Smilsey”  has  been 
doing  his  best  to  keep  up  with  the  Col¬ 
lege  Course  and  preferring  United 
States  history  homework  to  all  others. 
He  is  planning  to  work  this  summer 
and  is  undecided  as  to  whether  he  will 
attend  Boston  College  or  Northeastern 
next  fall. 

Edith  Oulton 

“Edie”  is  one  of  the  quieter  members 
of  our  class,  but  never  too  quiet  to 
greet  her  friends  with  a  cheery  smile 
and  pleasant  “Hello”.  She  is  a  stu¬ 
dent  in  the  Practical  Arts  Course,  and 
after  high  school  her  ambition  is  to 
secure  a  job !  Her  attraction  seems  to 
be  in  Lynn,  so  we  think  she’ll  consider 
first  all  ofifers  from  that  municipality. 
“Edie’s”  principal  dislike  is  conceited 
people,  whom  she  avoids  like  the 
plague ;  among  the  things  she  enjoys 
and  excels  in  are  swimming  and  ten¬ 
nis. 


Marjorie  Owen 

“Margie”  shines  especially  in  and  at 
many  sports.  She  skates  and  plays 
tennis  beautifully  and  likes  to  swim, 
play  soft-ball,  and  bowl.  She  loves  to 
be  a  spectator  at  hockey,  basketball, 
lootball,  and  baseball  games.  “Margie” 
works  after  scnool,  hopes  to  have  a 
summer  job,  and  plans  in  the  fall  to 
go  on  to  school  and  hold  a  position 
as  a  typist  in  her  spare  moments.  The 
latter  will  seem  more  like  play  than 
work  to  “Margie”,  lor  typing  is  her 
most  enjoyable  subject  and  she  has 
handled  many  Pioneer  manuscripts  ef¬ 
ficiently. 


Donna  Packer 

Small  in  stature,  but  big  in  heart 
and  broad  in  mind,  “Red”  is  that  good 
humored  gal  who  gets  along  with 
everyone,  whether  she's  managing  the 
food  booth  at  the  Country  Fair  or 
changing  partners  at  a  dance.  Her  fav¬ 
orite  pastime  is  dancing  and  you  can 
always  find  her  jitterbugging  at  lunch 
time  and  at  all  the  school  dances  with 
the  best  of  them.  Being  secretary  of 
Tri-Hi  and  an  active  member  of  the 
Executive  Board,  tne  Junior  Woman’s 
Club,  and  the  Tennis  't  eam,  she  should 
find  her  mind  pretty  well  occupied,  but 
her  thoughts  keep  drifting  back  to  a 
certain  winter  carnival  and  a  certain 
fellow  at  New  Hampton  Prep. 


Edwin  Palmer 

Another  member  of  the  “Three  Mus¬ 
keteers”  is  “Joe”,  and  his  home,  by  the 
way,  is  used  as  tueir  club  house.  “Joe” 
says  his  outstanding  hobby  is  hitch¬ 
hiking.  Things  that  he  has  liked  best 
at  R.  H.  S.  are  Hi-Y,  U.  S.  History 
classes,  and  school  dances.  This  sum¬ 
mer  he  intends  to  work  and  to  continue 
his  flying  lessons.  His  ambition  is  to 
get  a  private  pilot’s  license  as  soon  as 
possible.  He  is  loud  in  saying  that 
R.  H.  S.  is  the  best  high  school  that 
he  has  ever  attended.  Thanks  for  the 
good  word,  ‘‘Joe’’,  and  good  luck. 


Charlotte  Parker 

Here’s  a  girl  who  aspires  to  be  a 
dress  designer  or  get  married  (she 
says  she  can  cook),  so  which  will  it  be? 
Caution :  “Mel’s”  her  ideal.  “Maisie” 
likes  to  have  a  good  time,  and  we  rath¬ 
er  imagine  she  does,  too,  as  she  en¬ 
joys  “drawing,  swimming,  Italian  spa¬ 
ghetti,  and  bike  riding.”  She’s  spent 
most  of  her  time  at  R.  H.  S.  in  the  art 
classes.  “Scarlet’’  has  been  enrolled, 
however,  in  the  Secretarial  Course  and 
intends  to  work  this  summer. 
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Harriet  Parker 

In  the  near  future  you  may  walk 
into  some  dentist’s  office  and  see  an 
amiable  girl  in  a  white  uniform  who 
will  be  Harriet,  whose  ambition  is  to 
be  a  dental  assistant.  Harriet  would 
also  like  to  be  “as  smart  as  Mr.  Dix¬ 
on.’’  Who  could  go  wrong  on  that' 
“Peaches”  is  an  active  member  of  Rain¬ 
bow.  Her  favorite  pastime  is  definite¬ 
ly  sketching,  and  lately  she’s  been  to  a 
lot  of  assemblies  as  a  news  reporter 
for  Pioneer.  The  things  she’s  enjoyed 
least  at  High  School  are  “math  class 
and  some  boys” ! 


Hetty  Parks 

Betty’s  sunny  disposition  has  been 
put  to  good  use  in  her  duties  as  cir¬ 
culation  manager  of  the  business  staff 
of  Pioneer.  If  making  friends  and  in¬ 
fluencing  people  is  her  ambition,  she’s 
on  the  road  to  success.  She  gets  a 
kick  out  of  everything — especially  Mr. 
Spencer’s  version  of  Virgil.  She  never 
gets  bored,  but  you  can  make  her 
frown — just  by  using  certain  forms  of 
the  little  verb  "do”  incorrectly.  Next 
year  she’ll  take  a  P.  G.  course,  when 
she  has  hopes  of  finding  more  time  for 
tennis  and  skiing.  Betty  wants  to  be 
a  teacher  and  we  think  she’ll  make  an 
ideal  one. 


Ruth  Perley 

This  lass  has  a  good-natured  smile 
and  rhythm  in  her  toes.  They  call  her 
“Beans”  because  she  goes  with 
“Porky’’.  Some  day  we  know  she’ll 
make  a  fine  secretary,  for  that  is  her 
ambition  and  at  R.  H.  S.  she  has  been 
capably  pursuing  the  Secretarial 
Course.  Ruth  has  been  a  member  of 
A  Capella  Choir  and  Rainbow.  She 
likes  dancing,  shorthand,  hamburgers, 
swimming  and  the  opera — in  fact,  we 
don’t  know  of  anything  she  doesn’t 
like.  Next  fall  will  find  “Rudy”  en¬ 
rolled  at  a  secretarial  school,  but  in 
the  meantime,  this  summer  she’ll  be 
“having  a  wonderful  time”. 


Laverne  Peterson 

Laverne  is  one  of  the  quieter  mem¬ 
bers  of  the  class ;  one  can  see  her 
every  day  walking  over  to  the  Junior 
High  for  practical  arts,  which  is  one 
of  her  favorite  subjects.  Her  hobby 
is  gardening;  but  her  aim,  to  be  a 
nurse.  She  likes  studying  scientific 
specimens,  and  her  favorite  food  is 
clams — fried.  Her  formula  for  success 
is  ‘‘Strive  for  what  you  want  to  do  and 
be.’’  We  think  that  is  a  fine  way  of 
expressing  it.  Good  luck,  Laverne. 


Robert  Piercey 

“Dub”  has  what  might  be  called  the 
true  patriotic  feeling.  He  plans  to  join 
the  Navy,  but  there  is  a  method  be¬ 
hind  all  this:  “Dub”  wants  to  be  a  suc¬ 
cessful  marine  engineer  and  he  feels 
that  the  Navy  will  best  give  him  the 
necessary  training.  Our  track  and 
cross  country  teams  will  suffer  a  great 
loss  when  “Dub”  leaves,  since  he  has 
been  outstanding  in  both  of  these 
sports.  He  just  naturally  has  an  aver¬ 
sion  to  those  people  he  classifies  as 
“snobs”,  but  hastens  to  add  that  the 
most  enjoyable  feature  of  R.  H.  S.  is 
its  student  body. 

Stella  Pollitz 

A  perfect  illustration  of  that  rare 
combination,  beauty  and  brains,  is  Stel¬ 
la.  An  enthusiastic  student,  she  has 
rated  co-salutatorian  honors,  and  has 
been  an  outstanding  member  of  the 
Class  of  ’41.  For  the  first  two  years 
of  our  high  school  career  she  was  our 
class  president,  and  last  year,  secretary 
of  Student  Council.  But  that’s  not  all. 
She  has  still  had  time  for  basketball, 
committees,  outstanding  being  the 
Property  Committee  of  the  Senior  Play, 
and  the  Write-ups  Staff  of  Pioneer.  She 
is  enrolled  in  the  Classical  Course  and 
aspires  to  renown  as  a  writer.  After 
graduation  she’s  heading  way  out  west 
for  Stanford  University. 

Mary  Powell 

“Mare”  spends  most  of  her  time 
that  she  isn’t  spending  on  homework 
(?)  collecting  dogs — of  the  inanimate 
variety.  She  is  a  product  of  our  Sec¬ 
retarial  Course  and  plans  to  enter  busi¬ 
ness  school  after  graduation  to  prepare 
for  fulfillment  of  her  ambition — to  be 
a  secretary  to  a  president !  Nothing 
like  being  ambitious,  is  there? 
“Mare’s”  pet  peeve  is  being  teamed  up 
with  the  “Shadow.”  Now  we  wonder : 
where  did  anyone  ever  get  that  idea? 

Harris  Pratt 

Introducing  little  “Whackey” !  Come 
out  from  behind  that  bush.  Oh,  oh, 
that’s  no  bush  ;  it’s  a  whiffle.  Did  you 
ever  see  “Junie”  when  he  was  angry? 
Well,  there  you  are;  he‘s  just  a  plain, 
good  natured  fellow.  He  has  a  won¬ 
derful  personality  that  will  carry  him 
a  long  way.  Boy !  did  we  miss  him 
when  he  tried  to  take  a  vacation  in 
bed  before  it  came  time,  but  he  re¬ 
turned  to  graduate  with  the  rest  of  us, 
and  in  that  exclusive  “upper  seventh 
bracket  ”,  too.  His  favorite  subject  is 
bookkeeping,  and  he’ll  be  one  of  our 
future  C.  P.  A.’s.  He  has  been  one 
of  the  liveliest  members  of  our  class 
and  one  who  likes  school. 
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Dorothy  Racine 

Still  trying  to  find  out  who  drives 
that  Pontiac  ■  Well,  you  ought  to 
know  by  now  that  it’s  “.Dot’’.  Even 
while  she’s  driving  she  has  that  smile 
on  her  face.  She  loves  to  dance  also, 
and  she  patronizes  the  Crystal  Ball¬ 
room  quite  regularly.  “Dot”  is  plan¬ 
ning  to  study  hairdressing  at  Wilfred 
Academy,  so  this  summer  if  you  hear 
a  knock  at  your  door,  and,  upon  open¬ 
ing  it  you  find  an  attractive,  dark-hair¬ 
ed  lass  smiling  at  you,  it’ll  be  Dot, 
“working  her  way  to  Wilfred’s.” 

Richard  Robbins 

For  the  realization  of  his  ambition 
to  become  an  engineer,  “Rich”  has  been 
carefully  absorbing  the  Scientific 
Course  in  preparation  for  life  at  North¬ 
eastern  next  year.  He  has  been  active 
in  Band  and  Orchestra  wdth  his  tenor 
sax,  and  has  been  as  well,  a  Hi-Y 
member  and  an  honor  student.  His 
favorite  sports  are  skiing,  tennis,  swim¬ 
ming,  and  driving  his  father’s  car,  usu¬ 
ally  in  the  company  of  Paul.  In  ans¬ 
wer  to  our  query  as  to  his  most  thrill¬ 
ing  moment,  he  gave  that  familiar  re¬ 
frain,  “Last  New  Year’s  Eve!”  (Pos¬ 
sibly,  in  his  case  though,  we  can  say 
definitely  that  it  has  something  to  do 
with  red  hair.) 

Virginia  Roberts 

Chosen  official  Pioneer  typist  in 
September,  “Ginny”  was  the  fortunate 
one  elected  to  leave  our  ranks  early  to 
accept  a  position  as  stenographer  with 
the  Wood  and  Metal  Furniture  Co., 
thereby  embarking  on  the  road  to  ful¬ 
fillment  of  her  ambition:  to  become  a 
first-class  private  secretary.  “Gin”  con¬ 
fides  her  most  thrilling  moment  was 
going  to  be  interviewed  for  the  job. 
Anytime  you’re  looking  for  “Ginny” 
after  working  hours,  she  can  usually  be 
found  in  the  Shaw’s  living  room.  “Gin- 
ny’s”  pet  peeve  is  conceited  people,  and 
her  friendly  smile  rates  her  as  any¬ 
thing  but  conceited  herself.  For  being 
an  all-round  good  sport,  “Gin”  is  tops  ! 

Avis  Sargent 

If  ever  you  get  the  measles,  call  on 
Avis.  You’ll  be  O.  K.  in  no  time  be¬ 
cause  we  bet  she’ll  enforce  the  doctor’s 
rules  to  the  letter.  Nursing  is  her  pro¬ 
fession-to-be  after  she  joins  several 
of  us  in  a  P.  G.  course  next  year.  She 
enjoys  the  Comprehensive  Course  and, 
as  might  be  imagined,  has  particular¬ 
ly  liked  math,  occupations,  and  chemis¬ 
try.  Avis  has  been  a  faithful  member 
of  Chorus,  but  if  she  isn’t  in  school 
you’ll  find  her  at  home — which  she  lists 
as  her  favorite  hangout.  Whatever  she 
does,  our  bet’s  on  Avis,  for  she’ll  try, 
try  again. 


Rita  Schaffner 

This  comely  lass  is  one  of  North 
Reading's  gifts  to  the  shorthand  and 
typewriting  classes.  As  a  dancer  Rita 
is  tops  and  she  almost  admits  that  she 
would  rather  tap  dance  than  eat,  which 
is  a  rather  rash  statement  coming  from 
a  young  lady  with  a  healthy  appetite. 
Because  Rita  loves  to  swim,  she  is  go¬ 
ing  to  spend  this  summer  at  Lake  Shore 
Park  in  New  Hampshire.  Her  fore¬ 
most  ambition  is  to  be  a  success  in 
the  business  world,  and  toward  that 
end  she  is  contemplating  entering  a 
business  school  this  fall.  We  envy  the 
lucky  fellow  that  has  her  for  his  sten¬ 
ographer. 

Constance  Scharton 

“Connie’s”  first  and  foremost  ambi¬ 
tion  is  to  graduate.  After  that,  come 
what  rttay!  Plans  for  the  future  are 
rather  indefinite  as  yet,  but  “Connie” 
says  they  wiU  probably  include  more 
school.  If  she  gets  really  ambitious 
she  threatens  to  go  after  a  legal  car¬ 
eer,  which  has  always  appealed  to  her. 
During  her  three  years  at  R.  H.  S.  she 
has  participated  in  a  little  bit  of  every¬ 
thing,  and  at  different  intervals  has 
been  a  member  of  the  basketball  and 
tennis  teams.  “Connie’s”  favorite  per¬ 
iod  at  school  came  in  the  middle  of 
the  day  and  featured  lunch  and  plenty 
of  dancing. 

Lennox  Schoppelry 

Here  is  that  fellow  who  answers  to 
“Shop”,  “Sunshine”,  “Felix”,  “Slippery”, 
“Shrubbery”  or  “Lennie’’.  Just  take 
your  choice,  chums.  “Shop”,  while  grac¬ 
ing  the  halls  of  this  institution,  has 
been  in  the  Band  and  the  Rifle  Club. 
“Sunshine”  plans  to  become  a  veterin¬ 
arian  and  already  has  a  job  at  an  an- 
mal  hospital,  if  “Felix”  had  a  week  to 
do  as  he  pleased  he  would  take  a  hunt¬ 
ing  trip,  hunting  being  his  favorite 
sport.  If  his  absorption  in  the  animal 
world  increases  further,  he’ll  probably 
run  a  zoo  on  the  side.  “Slippery’s” 
ambition  is  to  be  happy  and  a  success. 

Leslie  Scott 

“Les’’  is  one  of  the  musical  mem¬ 
bers  of  the  Senior  Class.  He  has  lent 
his  talents  to  both  the  Band  and  Or¬ 
chestra.  He  is,  in  addition,  a  good  shot 
with  a  rifle,  and  ranks  as  a  star  per¬ 
former  for  the  Rifle  Club.  He  is  en¬ 
tering  Northeastern  University  next 
year,  and  says  that  he  will  be  content 
with  being  a  success.  If  he  is  as  con¬ 
scientious  and  hard  working  as  he  has 
been  in  high  school,  he  will  climb  far 
in  the  world  of  business.  “Les”  loves 
motor  boating,  so  if  you’re  looking  for 
him  this  summer,  try  the  sparkling 
lakes  of  New  Hampshire. 
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Betty  Shannon 

If  you  see  a  symmetrical  brunette 
bombshell  flash  by  with  a  sketch  book 
under  one  arm  and  a  fashion  maga¬ 
zine  under  the  other,  tnat  would  be 
none  other  than  our  "Butch.’' 
“Butch’s”  diet  consists  of  art  and 
more  art.  .Next  year  she  plans  to  go 
(of  all  places!)  to  art  scnooi,  wnere,  we 
are  sure,  she  will  be  a  great  success, 
for  this  little  ray  ol  sunshine,  with  her 
inexhaustible  energy,  her  pleasant 
smile,  and  her  genial  disposition  can 
really  splash  a  paint  brush  around. 

Eleanor  Shaw 

We  still  can’t  tell  the  Shaw  twins 
apart,  so  we  can  only  hope  that  the 
picture  opposite  is  “El’’.  If  so,  allow 
us  to  introduce  one  of  our  best  gig¬ 
glers  and  a  sports  enthusiast  who  is 
outstanding  in  basketball  and  field 
hockey.  "El’s”  ambition-  like  her 
twin’s,  is  to  be  a  secretary,  and  she 
is  usually  tied  with  her  sister  for  the 
weekly  “Queen  of  the  Keys”  honor. 
Her  favorite  subjects  are,  naturally, 
shorthand  and  typing.  If  you  are  ever 
trying  to  locate  “El”  just  find  “Buck’s” 
little  black  Ford  and  you  have  found 
her.  Her  pet  peeve  is  being  caught 
chewing  gum  and  then  having  to  lis¬ 
ten  to  the  inevitable  lecture. 

Evelyn  Shaw 

This  vivacious  young  lady  plans  to 
be  something  special  in  secretaries,  and 
with  a  record  like  hers,  plus  that  plea¬ 
sant  personality,  “Ev”  will  succeed. 
Her  nimble  flying  fingers  have  enabled 
her  to  hold  down  a  monopoly  on  the 
number  one  position  in  the  Stroke  Par¬ 
ade.  She  spends  a  good  deal  of  her 
time  typing  for  the  teachers  of  R.  H. 
S.,  and  is  even  summoned  to  other 
schools  for  this  purpose.  Naturally, 
"Pioneer”  grabbed  her  for  its  official 
typist.  Some  of  her  hobbies  besides 
typing,  are  swimming,  bowling  and  rol¬ 
ler  skating.  Here’s  luck  to  a  girl  with 
plenty  of  pep  and  ambition. 

John  Shaw 

Did  you  hear  someone  call  for  a 
sheriff?  Here’s  the  man  for  the  job: 
"Jackie”  Shaw,  better  known  as  “Bart 
Jessop”  of  the  “Through  the  Night’’ 
cast.  “Jack”  has  also  won  a  name  for 
himself  as  an  artist.  With  his  last  dol¬ 
lar  John  Shaw  III  (which  is  his  title  in 
full)  would  buy  twenty  “White  Tower” 
hamburgers,  and  that’s  watching  out  for 
any  stomach!  “Jackie”  wants  to  be¬ 
come  a  cartoonist  (of  late  he's  had  a 
chance  to  sharpen  that  wit  of  his  as 
one  of  the  quartet  working  on  our 
Prophecy),  but  we  still  think  lie  would 
make  a  fine  sheriff,  even  if  only  as  an 
avocation. 


David  Sheldon 

All  of  us  know  this  curly-haired  cap¬ 
tain  and  star  performer  of  our  Cross- 
Country  Team.  “Shotgun”  has  been  ac¬ 
tive  both  on  this  team  and  on  the  Rifle 
Team.  His  training  on  the  former 
helped  him  to  add  to  his  laurels  by 
winning  the  Reading  Legion’s  annual 
road  race  on  April  19.  His  ambition 
is  to  be  an  aeroplane  “grease  monkey”, 
and  if  he  had  a  week  to  do  as  he  want¬ 
ed  we  know  that  he’d  spend  it  learn¬ 
ing  to  fly.  He  has  been  pursuing  the 
Irregular  Course  and  he  plans  to  con¬ 
tinue  his  education  next  fall1,  after 
working  this  summer. 

Mary  Slack 

Mary  is  one  of  the  most  pleasant 
and  good-natured  members  of  our  class. 
We  all  know  her  ready  smile  and  laugh. 
She  plans  to  be  a  history  teacher,  and 
next  fall  will  find  her  at  some  teach¬ 
ers’  college.  Mary  admits  she  loves 
roses,  dogs,  reading,  cooking  and  fried 
clams.  Among  her  antipathies  are 
math  and  people  who  stall  for  time 
when  the  bell  is  due  to  ring.  Mary 
says  that  “after  spending  three  years 
in  a  certain  Latin  class  with  certain 
people”  her  disposition  is  “pretty  good”. 

Robert  Spellman 

“Spell”,  as  you  have,  no  doubt,  no¬ 
ticed,  has  a  definite  prelerence  for  jun¬ 
ior  girls.  (He  also  likes  lollypops,  we’ve 
heard,  but  don’t  tell  a  soul.)  Where- 
ever  you  find  “Spell”,  you’ll  probably 
find  “Muggsy”  and  “Bunny”,  too.  (You 
know,  “We  Three”.) Among  other  such 
things,  he  enjoys  watching  Lorraine 
Loughlin  dance- — as  who  doesn’t — and 
even  travels  miles  to  see  her  perform¬ 
ance.  For  this  loyal  support,  Lorraine 
rewards  him  and  "Muggsy”  by  watch¬ 
ing  them  cavort  on  the  gridiron.  Which 
reminds  us :  “Spell”  was  manager  of 
football,  played  hockey,  and  now  is  um¬ 
piring  baseball  games.  What  a  man  ! 

Marjorie  Spindler 

Marjorie  has  already  knocked  off 
one  rung  of  her  ladder  to  success  by 
holding  a  job  as  stenographer  at  the 
Wood  and  Metal  Furniture  Company 
before  graduation.  As  you’ve  probably 
guessed,  “Margie’s”  been  a  star  pupil 
in  the  Secretarial  Course  and  likes 
typing  better  than  anything  she’s  en¬ 
countered  so  far.  She  has  been  an  ac¬ 
tive  member  of  the  new  girls’  club,  Tri- 
Hi.  “Margie”  enjoys  going  to  the 
beach,  swimming,  and  fudge  sundaes, 
so  let's  hope  she  gets  a  little  vacation 
this  summer  to  indulge  in  all  three.  Her 
good  disposition  will  be  an  asset  to 
any  office. 
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Bette  Starwood 

Bette  follows  the  College  Course,  but 
majors  in  fun.  Her  outstanding  activi¬ 
ties  are  Rainbow,  Junior  Woman's 
Club,  skiing,  golf  and  tennis.  Keep¬ 
ing  her  man  is  the  only  job  she  will 
admit  holding  to  date.  Next  year  you 
may  address  her  at  Cushing  Academy, 
where  she  will  prepare  for  later  years 
in  college.  This  summer  as  usual  she 
will  be  at  Gloucester  having  a  good 
time.  Bette’s  most  thrilling  moment  so 
far  was  “one  night  on  a  ladder”  and, 
just  to  be  different  again,  she  lists  her 
most  boring  moment  as  New  Year’s 
live.  Her  formula  for  success  is  “Have 
a  good  time,  come  what  may”,  and  she 
seems  to  follow  this. 

Jean  Stan  wood 

Mr.  Kibbee’s  helper — that’s  Jeanie. 
And  she  punctuates  her  every  good 
deed  with  bits  of  conversation.  It’s  art 
and  Mr.  Kibbee  that  have  made  the 
school  hours  so  blight  for  Jean,  but 
singing  in  Chorus  and  helping  with  the 
properties  in  the  Senior  Play  must 
have  had  their  attractions,  too,  for 
Jean  took  time  to  do  both  well.  After 
school  hours  she  drives  her  nifty  beach- 
wagon,  goes  on  skiing  excursions,  cooks, 
and  rounds  out  her  program  by  attend¬ 
ing  Rainbow.  “Jeanie”  hopes  to  be  an 
occupational  therapist,  and  attending 
Westbrook  Junior  college  is  the  first 
stepping  stone  she’s  taking  to  realize 
that  ambition. 

Albert  Stephanian 

Whenever  you  see  a  white  shirt 
walking  down  the  street  and  there 
doesn’t  seem  to  be  anybody  in  it,  don’t 
run  the  other  way!  It's  only  “Shadow”. 
Football,  baseball,  and  basketball  are 
a  few  of  his  activities,  and  “Shadow” 
has  been  instrumental  in  completing 
many  of  those  long  end  passes  that 
spelled  a  victorious  season  for  R.  H.  S-, 
not  to  mention  his  kicking,  which  took 
the  team  out  of  tight  spots.  “Shad¬ 
ow’s”  ambition  is  still  to  beat  "Swifty” 
Titcomb  in  a  hundred  yard  dash.  May 
the  fastest  man  win!  Just  at  present, 
“Shadow”  plans  to  go  to  work,  but  he’d 
like  to  be  a  professional  athlete. 

Shirley  Stevens 

“Stevie”  has  the  knack  of  enlivening 
any  group  she  enters  !  Her  jolly  sense 
of  humor  is  catching.  Driving  the  fam¬ 
ily  car  never  tires  “Snipper”; 
moreover,  the  Riding  Club,  tennis,  golf, 
and  A  Capella  Choir  have  had  their 
snare  of  her  time.  Despite  all  her  gay 
ideas,  Shirley  can  be  serious  and  is 
going  on  to  school  somewhere  next 
year.  If  she  has  a  horse  and  a  car 
with  her,  we’re  sure  that  school  will 
immediately  be  transformed  into  a  par¬ 
adise. 


V 


Arthur  Stiles 

“Art”  is  that  stocky  fellow  who  loves 
to  shoot.  You  may  have  seen  him  (the 
top  of  his  head,  anyway)  behind  the 
wheel  of  a  Ford  or  a  green  Hudson. 
He  is  the  co-captain  of  the  Rifle  Team 
and  a  member  of  the  Sea  Scouts.  He 
has  been  hammering  his  way  through 
the  Practical  Arts  Course  and  intends 
to  take  a  P.  G.  before  going  to  the 
College  of  Forestry  at  Maine  Univer¬ 
sity.  “Art”  should  be  right  at  home 
there,  because  his  favorite  sports  are 
shooting,  hunting,  and  camping  and 
he  hopes  to  be  a  great  outdoorsman 
sometime  in  the  future.  Good  hunt¬ 
ing,  “Art” ! 

John  Storti 

You’ve  all  heard  the  phrase  "Did  you 
ever  see  a  dream  walking?”  Well, 
here’s  an  actual  walking  dream,  “Bun¬ 
ny”  Storti — see,  he  can  open  his  eyes — 
especially  when — here,  here,  we  must 
be  careful.  “Bunny”  is  an  unusual 
character,  but  a  lot  of  fun.  In  case 
you’d  like  to  see  this  eighth  wonder 
of  the  world,  “The  Walking  Dream”, 
try  picketing  in  front  of  Torre’s  a  brief 
while  or  just  looking  for  Kelly.  Johnny 
Cooney,  the  baseball  star,  is  “Bunny’s” 
ideal,  but  he  is  pursuing  the  Business 
Course  and  hopes  to  join  the  ranks  of 
the  working  men  next  year. 

Dorothy  Stratton 

At  2  :30  the  bell  rings  and  “Dot”  comes 
dashing  out  the  door.  That’s  the  best 
time  of  the  day,  hey  Dot?  Easily  one 
of  our  best  dressed  co-eds,  “Dot’’  just 
had  to  be  among  the  models  in  the 
Fashion  Show.  She  was  a  sophistica¬ 
ted  lady  in  the  Senior  Play  and  before 
that  one  of  our  jumping-bean  cheer 
leaders.  Her  wit  and  ability  to  put 
eight  parts  of  speech  in  their  places 
landed  her  among  the  authors  of  that 
censorable  composition,  the  Class  Pro¬ 
phecy.  She’s  making  a  scientific 
study  of  the  opposite  sex  and  she’s  out 
to  “catch  a  rich  husband  and  have  a 
good  time  doing  it”. 

Donald  Taylor 

“The  Professor”  is  always  busy  with 
something,  and  doing  an  excellent  job 
of  it,  too !  He’s  been  captain  of  the 
Service  Squad,  vice-president  of  Hi-Y, 
secretary  of  Debating  Club,  and  stage 
manager  of  "Through  the  Night”.  In 
addition  to  the  afore-mentioned  tasks, 
he  has  been  a  Student  Council  mem¬ 
ber  and  was  elected  this  year  to  the 
Pioneer  staff.  This  is  not  all — “Don”, 
number  four  on  the  Honor  Roll,  will 
deliver  one  of  the  Class  Honors  speech¬ 
es.  Next  year  “The  Professor”  may 
be  seen  strolling  along  the  corridors 
of  Tufts  College. 
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Dorothy  Taylor 

Miss  Kling  will  surely  miss  “Dot’’ 
next  year  in  her  shorthand  class,  but 
what  will  be  her  loss  will  be  some 
business  school’s  gain.  Unfortunately 
for  the  lads  in  Reading  High,  “Dot- 
tie’s”  interest  all  resides  in  Camp  Ed¬ 
wards — each  and  every  one.  If  there 
is  any  one  thing  she  dislikes,  it’s  to  be 
kept  waiting,  and  we  can  hardly  blame 
her.  “Dot”  has  found  all  the  many 
activities  at  R.  H.  S.  enjoyable ;  and 
as  an  active  participant  in  Tri-Hi  and 
Senior  Executive  Board  affairs,  she  has 
found  much  to  keep  her  busy. 


Woodbury  Titcomb 

Z-z-zing!  There  goes  “Woodie",  one 
of  the  fastest  men  on  the  R.  H.  S. 
Eootball  Team  and  its  co-captain  dur¬ 
ing  the  best  season  in  years.  “Wood- 
ie’s”  been  treasurer  of  both  Hi-Y  and 
Student  Council.  If  you  should  hap¬ 
pen  to  be  passing  through  the  assembly 
hall  and  a  big  blond  fellow  is  in  your 
way  with  a  smile  that  floors  you,  that’s 
“Woodie”  of  the  Service  Squad.  His 
ambition  is  to  be  a  successful  civil  en¬ 
gineer,  and  we  doubt  if  anything  will 
ever  stop  him  from  being  one.  “Swifty” 
is  planning  to  enter  college  in  Septem¬ 
ber,  and  we  want  to  wish  to  a  real 
sport  with  a  pleasant  smile  and  a  won¬ 
derful  personality  all  the  luck  in  the 
world. 


Marjorie  Tonks 

When  “Tonksie’’  moved  to  Reading 
last  fall,  R.  H.  S.  gained  a  wonderful 
personality.  “Marge”,  after  graduat¬ 
ing  from  Syracuse  University,  is  going 
to  become  a  history  teacher  (lucky  pu¬ 
pils!)  and,  judging  from  the  way  she 
recites  in  history  class,  she’ll  be  a  tip¬ 
top  pedagogue.  Marjorie  sings  in 
Choir,  plays  basketball  and  tennis,  and 
keeps  two  collections,  one  of  unusual 
match-covers  and  the  other  of  odd 
little  figures  of  people.  Her  chief  en¬ 
joyment  is  sleeping.  Maybe  that’s  why 
she  always  looks  so  superb ! 

Isabelle  Tower 

In  biology  and  chemistry  she’s  at  her 
happiest,  so  Isabel’s  choice  of  a  nurs¬ 
ing  profession  is  a  wise  one.  She 
ought  to  keep  her  patients  happy  with 
her  even  disposition.  “Izzy”  has  de¬ 
cided  to  make  dramatics  her  hobby  in¬ 
stead  of  her  destiny.  Let’s  hope  she 
doesn’t  forget  she  can  act,  though,  be¬ 
cause  she’s  given  some  very  polished 
performances  with  groups  outside  of 
school.  This  summer  will  find  her 
turning  her  back  on  Reading  to  visit 
Canada.  Happy  landing,  "Izzy”. 


Donald  Tuttle 

A  popular  member  of  Reading’s  great 
football  team,  naturally  “Tut”  places 
football  at  the  head  of  his  list  of  likes 
here,  with  U.  S.  History  and  the 
friends  he’s  made  as  close  seconds. 
“Tut”  has  served  R.  H.  S.  as  a  mem¬ 
ber  of  the  Service  Squad  and  of  Hi-Y. 
After  school,  when  not  busy  with  his 
stamp  collection,  he  can  usually  be 
found  clinging  to  the  rafters  at  Boston 
Garden  while  he  watches  a  hockey 
game.  “Tut’s’’  going  to  work  this  sum¬ 
mer,  but  he’ll  be  back  for  a  P.  G.  in 
the  fall. 


Annabel  Walker 

Anne  is  a  ray  of  sunshine  that  makes 
brighter  the  days  at  R.  H.  S.  She  is 
taking  the  Secretarial  Course  and  in¬ 
tends  to  go  to  a  business  college,  after 
she  rests  this  summer.  Getting  her 
driver’s  license  has  thrilled  her  most, 
because  that  can  lead  to  bigger  and 
better  doings.  Anne  goes  for  chewing 
gum  in  a  big  way,  so  R.  H.  S.  must 
be  on  her  blacklist  in  one  respect,  al¬ 
though  she  seems  happy  every  time  we 
see  her.  To  succeed,  Anne  says,  work 
hard — 'but  not  too  hard. 


James  Wallace 

“Wally”  played  guard  on  the  Foot¬ 
ball  Team,  but  is  even  better  known  for 
his  prominence  as  one  of  the  school’s 
top  nofch  jitterbugs.  His  broad  smile 
and  splendid  sense  of  humor  have  won 
for  him  many  friends.  “Wally’s”  fav¬ 
orite  pastimes  in  the  summer  are  camp¬ 
ing,  swimming,  and  caddying  at  dear 
old  Meadow  Brook.  With  his  person¬ 
ality  he  should  have  little  difficulty 
talking  himself  into  a  job  right  after 
graduation.  The  best  place  to  find 
"Jim”  at  this  time  of  year  is  Lake 
Quannapowitt,  where  he  has  a  kyak. 


Dorothy  Walsh 

Those  of  you  (if  any)  who  expect 
to  eat  in  hotel  dining  rooms  instead 
of  “White  Towers”  this  summer,  at 
some  resort  (especially  one  near  Nash¬ 
ua,  N.  H.,)  are  apt  to  see  a  chubby, 
familiar  face  on  the  waitress  who  asks 
for  your  order.  Look  again,  because 
it  will  probably  be  good-natured  “Dot¬ 
ty”.  She  is  one  of  our  future  secre¬ 
taries — unless  she  can  obtain  a  job  as 
piano  player  in  an  orchestra,  a  position 
which  is  her  real  ambition.  Sbe  has  a 
very  special  fondness  for  Crystal  Ball¬ 
room,  probably  because  that  is  where 
she  met  “Freddie” — from  Nashua. 
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Gordon  Watkins 

Make  way  for  a  future  addition  to 
the  U.  S.  N.,  for  “Gordy”  is  charting 
his  course  definitely  in  the  direction  of 
Navy’s  blue  and  gold.  Besides  being 
first-string  half-back  on  our  Football 
Squad,  “Gordy’’  was  a  first  class  model 
in  that  ’’exclusive”  fashion  show. 
“Shorty”  claims  his  most  eventful  and 
thrilling  moment  was  being  a  member 
of  the  best  football  team  Reading  has 
had  in  twelve  years.  Well,  he  certain¬ 
ly  did  his  best.  All  that  would  ever 
be  needed  to  make  “Shorty”  satisfied, 
he  says,  is  a  steak  dinner  and  Made¬ 
line  Carroll. 


William  Watson 

This  quiet  and  unassuming  young 
man  hails  from  the  southern  part  of 
town  and  is  a  member  of  the  clan  of 
Watsons,  several  of  whom  have  pre¬ 
ceded  him  through  this  wonderful  edi¬ 
fice  of  learning.  “Bill’’  has  been  study¬ 
ing  the  Comprehensive  Course  and 
plans  to  go  to  work  next  fall  after  a 
summer  of  rest.  He  likes  to  travel  and 
doesn’t  like  homework.  (Who  does?) 
“Bill’s”  ambition  is  to  be  a  success  and 
his  slogan  for  success  is  one  of  the 
best  we’ve  heard:  “Try”.  Keep  it  up, 
“Bill”! 


Charles  Webster 

“Ben”  is  one  of  those  ambitious  fel¬ 
lows  who  are  taking  exams  for  the 
General  Electric  Apprentice  School  this 
Spring.  After  this  he  will  travel  the 
long  road  toward  becoming  an  electri¬ 
cal  engineer  the  hard  way.  Along  this 
line  he  has  already  served  as  an  elec¬ 
trician’s  helper.  “Charlie’s”  favorite 
sports  are  skiing  and  bowling,  but  he 
likes  the  latter  much  more  than  ski¬ 
ing,  as  he  claims  it’s  much  easier  on  the 
clothes.  “Ben”  thinks  the  feminine  pul¬ 
chritude  in  R.  H.  S.  is  something  to 
rave  about. 


Helen  Wheeler 

Helen  tells  us  that  she  has  fairly 
lived  in  anticipation  of  lunch  and  home 
room  periods,  assemblies,  and  dances 
at  R.  H.  S.  Although  she  has  impress¬ 
ed  most  of  us  with  her  quifet  ways,  as 
a  dance  enthusiast  Helen  is  a  regular 
patron  of  the  nearby  Crystal  Ballroom 
and  in  addition  is  quite  an  accomplished 
pianist,  so  we  are  told.  Ambition  beck¬ 
ons  her,  however,  along  non-musical 
lines,  for  Helen  would  like  nothing  bet¬ 
ter  on  this  earth  than  to  be  an  office 
receptionist,  which  seems,  indeed,  a 
suitable  goal  for  her. 


Doris  White 

If  “Dot”  had  her  way  she  would 
sleep,  eat,  and  go  dancing  all  the  time ; 
“school’’  would  be  a  word  definitely  not 
used  in  her  vocabulary.  And  yet;  we 
know  she’s  had  fun  here.  She  is  the 
petite  flashy  brunette  who’s  always 
eager  to  enjoy  a  joke  at  the  other  fel¬ 
low’s  expense,  but  just  as  ready  to  see 
one  on  herself.  A  more  agreeable  and 
jovial  girl  cannot  be  found,  and  her 
keen  sense  of  humor  allows  no  one  to 
spend  a  dull  moment  with  her.  “Dot’s” 
ambition  is  two-fold :  to  be  a  good 
dancer  and  to  get  out  of  school.  Well, 
“Dot’’,  half  of  your  ambition  has  al¬ 
ready  been  accomplished. 

Donald  Whitford 

If  you  hear  a  roar  of  laughter  com¬ 
ing  from  any  part  of  R.  H.  S.,  you  can 
bet  your  old  moth-eaten  bathing  suit 
it’s  “Whit”  using  his  wit.  “Don”  serv¬ 
ed  on  the  Pioneer  business  staff  for  a 
while,  but  retired  at  the  beginning  of 
his  senior  year.  His  artistic  talents  are 
somewhat  limited,  yet  appreciated.  He 
can  usually  be  seen,  daubed  with  paint, 
lugging  a  piece  of  R.  H.  S.  statuary 
in  the  direction  of  the  attic  steps.  He’s 
ready  for  work  this  summer,  and  when 
he  saves  enough  money  he  is  going  to 
invest  it  in  the  cranberry  bog  business 
at  the  Cape.  Incidentally,  if  you  want 
a  really  thrilling  ride,  let  Don  do  the 
driving.  Wow! 

Ruth  Whitton 

This  blonde  damsel  strolls  around 
with  a  friendly  greeting  for  everyone. 
“Ruthie”  loves  to  dance,  especially  at 
the  Crystal  Ballroom.  Some  of  her  other 
hobbies  are  roller-skating  and  eating, 
which  accounts  for  her  enjoying  the 
lunch  period  more  than  any  other  at 
R.  H.  S.  She’s  a  Practical  Arts  stu¬ 
dent,  and  her  ambition  is  three-fold :  to 
be  a  salesgirl,  then  a  buyer,  and  last, 
but  not  least,  the  owner  of  a  gray  Ford 
of  her  own.  Why  one  of  your  own, 
Ruthie?  His  will  get  you  here,  there, 
and  everywhere. 

Thomas  Widell 

“Widdy”  or  “Tom”  (he  is  commonly 
called  either  by  the  fellows)  is  a  pretty 
well-known  figure  around  R.  H.  S..  He 
managed  the  Football  Team  for  two 
years  and  really  got  a  thrill  out  of 
dancing  at  the  various  school  dances. 
He  has  been  studying  business  and 
hopes  to  work  this  summer.  One 
of  the  noises  he’d  just  as  soon  never 
hear  again  is  the  well-known  Edgar 
Davis’s  laugh.  “Tom’’  spends  a  lot 
of  time  bowling,  dancing,  swimming, 
and  working  hard  as  one  of  the  Ecco 
Company’s  junior  executives. 
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Vernon  Williams 

Vernon  is  one  member  of  the  Debat¬ 
ing-  Club  who  can  talk  you  into  accept¬ 
ing  bis  side  of  the  story  any  time.  He 
was  voted  a  member  of  Hi-Y  as  soon 
as  be  moved  to  Reading  from  Everett. 
He  lias  worked  in  a  greenhouse  since 
last  summer,  and  it  is  maybe  because  of 
this  training  that  next  year  he  plans 
to  go  to  Vermont  State  Agricultural 
College.  After  graduation  he  hopes  to 
settle  down  somewhere  in  the  hills  of 
Vermont  to  life  as  a  dairy  farmer. 
Well,  if  he  chews  the  grass  as  be  chews 
gum  when  he’s  arguing  a  point,  the 
cows  will  have  very  poor  grazing! 


Warren  Winn 

A  good-natured  fellow  who  likes  to 
tell  jokes  is  this  “Windy”.  He  has 
been  a  member  of  the  Soccer  Team 
and  of  the  Sea  Scouts.  “Windy”  has 
been  absorbing  knowledge  from  the 
Scientific  Course,  and  his  ambition  for 
a  long  time  has  been  to  enter  the 
Coast  Guard  Academy,  graduate  from 
there,  and  enter  that  service.  His 
favorite  sports  are  hockey  and  sailing. 
His  experience  with  the  Sea  Scouts 
has  given  him  a  good  start  on  a  nauti¬ 
cal  career.  Good  luck,  “Windy”,  and 
may  the  seas  forever  be  calm. 


Eleanor  Zitzow 

“El’s”  ambition  is  to  travel  around 
the  world,  but  until  her  dream  comes 
true  she'll  be  satisfied  with  a  job  and 
a  steady  income.  That’s  where  her 
absorption  in  the  shorthand  and  typ¬ 
ing  of  the  Secretarial  Course  should 
come  in  handy.  Lunch  is  her  favorite 
period  in  the  day,  and  you’ll  see  her 
with  a  “coke”  every  time  you  find 
her  downtown.  “El”  has  enjoyed  the 
dramatics  class  and  her  portrayals  in 
that  little  coterie  have  been  many  and 
varied.  She’s  been  most  bored  during 
two  weeks  on  a  farm,  so  here’s  hoping 
for  bigger  and  better  vacations  for 
you,  “El”,  and  a  job  in  some  metro¬ 
polis. 

Mary  Zitzow 

Mary’s  big  ambition  is  to  be  a  suc¬ 
cess  at  everything  she  attempts,  and 
since  her  formula  is  to  “keep  trying”, 
we  feel  she  ought  to  get  there.  She 
likes  dreamy  music,  knitting,  English, 
swimming,  and  North  Reading.  That’s 
a  variety  of  subjects,  but  we  can  see 
what  she  means.  While  at  high  school, 
“Zizzy”  has  been  following  the  Secre¬ 
tarial  Coure,  and  has  worked  as  a 
clerk  and  as  a  typist  on  the  side.  She 
doesn’t  like  dry  jokes,  exams,  gum 
chewing,  or  waiting  to  graduate  !  This 
summer  she’s  going  to  work.  Rest  of 
luck,  Mary ! 


Louis  Babine 

“The  Owl”  of  the  Senior  Play,  Louis 
is  also  remembered  as  one  of  our  great 
little  runners  on  the  Cross  Country 
Team.  He  just  naturally  likes  to  trav¬ 
el  fast;  everyone  knows  that  his  fav¬ 
orite  topic  of  conversation  is  aviation 
and  his  flying  experiences — past  and 
future.  Tailspins  are  this  lad’s  idea 
of  fun.  “Louie”  has  sung  with  the  best 
of  them  in  the  A  Capella  Choir  and 
has  been  a  faithful  member  of  the 
Service  Squad.  Most  of  us  can’t  miss 
seeing  plenty  of  “Louie”  this  summer 
because  he’s  just  resigned  as  usher  at 
the  Melrose  Theater  to  become  a  cre¬ 
ator  of  ice  cream  goodies  at  Torre’s. 


Harry  Evans 

A  jack-of-all  trades,  “Horsie’’  has 
been  already  a  stone-mason,  truck 
farmer,  and  driver.  He’s  found  that 
the  girls  of  R.  H.  S.  are  its  most  di¬ 
verting  and  entertaining  feature.  He 
also  likes  to  hunt,  fish,  and  skate, 
finding  plenty  of  time  for  both  “up 
North”.  His  ambition  is  simply  to  suc¬ 
ceed,  and  his  formula  is  “hard  work”. 
It  would  appear  that  he  can’t  miss,  for 
work  is  one  thing  of  which  “Horsie” 
is  not  afraid.  We  are  furthermore 
willing  to  bet  that  that  grin  of  his  aids 
success  in  v-*her  lines. 


Edward  Fitzgerald 

“Sleepy’s”  even  disposition  is  some¬ 
thing  to  try  to  equal.  Working  days, 
at  home  nights,  and  playing  baseball 
Saturdays,  he  devotes  his  day  dreams 
to  looking  forward  to  school  next  fall. 
If  his  motto,  “Study  Hard”  means 
anything,  we  can  expect  to  see  him  go 
places.  He’s  already  a  match  for  any 
of  the  girls  in  shorthand  speed  and 
accuracy  tests,  and  one  of  his  jobs  is 
part-time  employment  in  the  Copley- 
Plaza  Hotel,  no  less  !  When  you  add 
to  these  facts  the  two  interesting  ones 
that  he  shows  marked  talent  as  a 
“thumber”  and  ranks  among  our  pipe 
smokers,  you  realize  that  he’s  a  fellow 
who’s  not  headed  for  obscurity. 

Maurice  Fitzgerald 

“Fitzy”  is  the  sunny  counterpart  of 
“Sleepy”.  To  be  sure,  he  regards  him¬ 
self  as  a  little  “nobody  do  nothin’  ”, 
but  we  know  differently.  What  would 
“Charlie”  do  without  him?  Work  oc¬ 
cupies  most  of  his  time,  but  studies 
are  squeezed  in  and  he  accomplishes 
his  homework  somehow.  This  sum¬ 
mer  when  not  playing  golf,  studying, 
or  resting  at  home,  he  is  bound  to 
be  working.  If  the  work  “Fitzy”  now 
does  for  “Charlie”  and  his  teachers  L 
any  indicator,  we  may  be  assured  he 
will  soon  be  a  success. 


Thirty 


HI-Y 

Opening  the  new  season,  Hi-Y  held  an  induction, 
at  which  time  seven  boys  were  admitted  to  the  club.  At 
this  induction  we  were  fortunate  to  have  Mr.  John  H. 
Lehman,  state  Hi-Y  secretary,  speak  to  us  on  the  sub¬ 
ject  of  the  past,  present,  and  future  benefits  of  Hi-Y. 
Among  the  interesting  speakers  to  follow  Mr.  Lehman 
during  the  year  were  two  members  of  the  R.  H.  S.  fac¬ 
ulty:  Mr.  Dixon,  who  spoke  to  us  twice  on  present-day 
affairs,  and  Mr.  Bronner,  who  gave  us  an  almost  illus¬ 
trated  talk  (the  motion  picture  machine  refused  to  co¬ 
operate)  which  proved  very  amusing.  Rev.  John  Drake, 
Glenn  Davis’  uncle,  attended  a  meeting  and  gave  a  very 
interesting  talk  on  the  geenral  theme  that  “the  grass  is 
always  greener  in  the  other  fellow’s  yard”. 

The  Hi-Y,  being  a  public  service  club,  has  aided 
the  town  in  three  drives.  At  Christmas  the  club  spon¬ 
sored  a  Christmas  box,  which  was  put  outside  of  the 
office  for  contributions  that  were  to  be  given  out  to  the 
less  fortunate  of  our  town.  The  club  also  sponsored  a 
Salvation  Army  Drive,  which  proved  to  be  successful. 
For  the  Reading  Committee  for  British  War  Relief  the 
club  helped  collect  door-to-door  contributions  for  the 
purchase  of  a  mobile  kitchen. 

Included  among  other  activities  of  the  season  were 
trips  to  the  University  Club  for  swims,  attendance  at  a 
joint  meeting  with  the  Hi-Y  of  Malden,  at  which  time 
movies  were  shown  of  the  World’s  Fair  and  of  good 
driving,  and  hearty  acceptance  of  the  invitation  to  at¬ 
tend  the  R.  H.  S.  Tri-Hi  induction.  Several  members 
attended  the  Mystic  Valley  Hi-Y  Conference  held  at 
Andover,  when  our  own  Joe  Anderson  was  chosen  presi¬ 


dent  of  the  council.  Glenn  Davis,  Vernon  Williams, 
Joseph  Anderson,  and  Donald  Taylor  attended  the  Older 
Boys’  Conference  held  in  New  York,  and  from  all  re¬ 
ports  one  of  these  worthy  gentlemen  met  his  Waterloo 
in  the  person  of  a  “short,  plump  red  head.”  The  most 
gala  activity  for  the  season  was  the  climax  of  the  year — 
the  Spring  Formal  at  Meadow  Brook  Golf  Club,  May 
23,  with  Bill  Partridge’s  orchestra  supplying  the  music. 

New  officers  were  chosen  too  late  for  publication 
in  “Pioneer”.  The  retiring  dignitaries  of  Hi-Y  for  1940- 
1941  are  Glenn  Davis,  president;  Donald  Taylor,  vice- 
president;  Paul  Connelly,  secretary;  Woodbury  Tit- 
comb,  treasurer. 

Paul  Connelly  ’41 


ASSEMBLIES 

Do  you  remember: 

that  way  back  on  December  2  the  Hi  Dime  presented  a 
group  of  motion  pictures:  “Crime  Does  Not  Pay”, 
“A  Criminal  is  Born”,  “Ski  Rhythm”,  “Ice  Carni¬ 
val”,  and  a  travelogue  of  South  America? 

that  on  Monday,  December  16,  Hi  Dime  presented  Mer¬ 
ton  Oberon,  who  spoke  on  aviation  and  used  the 
film  “Skyways  and  Byways”  as  illustration? 

that  January  3  was  the  day  when  we  saw  the  colored 
pictures  of  the  West,  entitled  “Seeing  America 
First",  for  which  Gilbert  Camp  ’40  supplied  inter¬ 
esting  comment? 

that  Monday  when  the  Hi  Dime  had  as  its  attraction 
“The  Scarlet  Pimpernel  ’,  with  which  the  capacity 
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audience  was  well  satisfied? 

that  day  when  the  Seniors  gathered  to  hear  Dr.  Grover 
in  the  first  of  a  series  of  vocational  programs,  an 
inspiring  talk  entitled  “This,  A  Dynamic  World  ? 

that  day  when  departing  Coach  Holgerson  was  presented 
with  a  wind-breaker  jacket  and  a  scarf  to  help  him 
withstand  the  sea  breezes  of  Rockporl? 

that  Monday  when  the  Sophomores  gathered  to  see  “The 
City  of  Little  Men”,  showing  actual  scenes  of  life 
at  Father  Flanagan's  famous  “Boys’  Town”,  and 
“Flemish  Folk”,  which  showed  life  in  Belgium  be¬ 
fore  the  reecnt  war? 

that  second  of  the  series  of  vocational  guidance  talks 
when  Mr.  Sussmann  interestingly  explained  the 
four  factors  most  necessary  for  successful  living? 

that  motion  picture  “Journalism  in  which  we  saw  a 
newspaper  at  work  and  to  which  our  guest,  Mr. 
Twombly  of  the  Chronicle,  added  many  interesting 
pointers? 

that  motion  picture  for  boys,  “Your  Life  Work”,  es¬ 
pecially  pertinent  to  those  interested  in  automotive 
industry? 

that  assembly  when  the  Malden  W.  P.  A.  Orchestra,  un¬ 
der  the  direction  of  Mr.  Theodore  Senty,  entertain¬ 
ed  us  with  very  fine  music  illustrating  three  forms 
of  musical  composition? 

that  bargain  day,  when  Hi-Dime  sponsored  a  variety 
show  of  both  educational  and  humorous  films: 
“Mobilized  for  Mercy”,  “A  Review  of  the  News  of 
1940”,  “Chinook’s  Children  ”,  “Old  Time  Movies”, 
and  “East  of  Bombay”? 

that  performance  of  Mr.  Hans  Helms,  who  played  the 
violin  without  a  violin  and  the  trumpet  without  a 
trumpet  (oh,  you  remember,  it  was  done,  “believe 
it  or  not”,  with  a  set  of  vocal  chords)  ? 

that  trip  we  took  around  Cape  Horn  and  to  the  Philip¬ 
pines  via  a  motion  picture,  in  accompaniment  to 
which  Mr.  Struss  gave  a  short  talk  on  the  advan¬ 
tages  of  a  career  in  the  Navy? 

that  assembly  for  Seniors  when  Mr.  Frank  Tanner  spoke 
to  our  definite  profit  on  the  subject  “Civic  Pride 
and  Responsibility”? 

that  on  February  10,  the  Hi-Dime  presented  “Carlyn, 
the  Magician  ”,  who  had  quite  a  few  tricks  “up  his 

sleeve  ”? 

that  assembly  on  the  subject  “Choosing  a  Career”,  with 
Mr.  Turber,  president  of  the  Chandler  Secretarial 
School,  as  our  speaker? 

that  assembly  in  commemoration  of  Lincoln’s  birthday, 
at  which  Shirley  Woodward,  Jean  Maguire  and 
Elizabeth  White  read  poems  and  the  chorus  sang 
appropriate  selections? 
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that  second  Lincoln  Day  assembly  when  the  American 
Folk  Singers,  directed  by  Mr.  Thomas  Johnson, 
sang  songs  representing  two  different  types  of 
American  music,  negro  spirituals  and  Stephen  Fos¬ 
ter  selections? 

that  Hi- Dime  day  when  we  heard  Frederick  Pamp,  a 
student  at  Harvard  and  an  eye-witness  of  recent 
Europe? 

that  exciting  motion  picture  “Wheels  Across  India", 
which  showed  the  Snake  Goddess  and  her  daring 
and  calm  handling  of  a  huge  cobra? 

that  day  when  Mr.  Beckmore  of  New  England  School  of 
Art  gave  a  splendid  talk  on  the  possibilities  oi 
art  as  a  vocation? 

that  on  March  12,  the  Chrysler  Corporation  presented 
a  film  entitled  “Years  of  Progress”,  which  featured 
achievements  of  all  the  famous  inventors  from 
Archimedes  to  Edison? 

that  assembly  for  girls  when  Dr.  Milton  D.  Proctor, 
president  of  Westbrook  Junior  College,  told  of  the 
different  kinds  of  education  and  the  number  of 
junior  colleges  here  in  America? 

that  Hi-Dime  presentation,  “Life  With  Father”,  inter¬ 
preted  by  Mr.  Hines  as  the  Day  family — mother, 
the  four  sons,  and  father? 

that  assembly  when  the  Seniors  gained  some  interesting 
pointers  from  the  “Job  Hunters”? 

that  picture  “Army  on  Wheels”,  another  film  presented 
by  Chrysler  Corporation,  to  which  we  owe  many 
thanks? 

that  on  March  20,  the  Sophomores  witnessed  a  debate 
on  the  Lend  Lease  Bill? 

that  picture  entitled  “Tracking  the  Sleeping  Death”,  of 
great  interest  to  those  aiming  toward  the  field  of 
medicine? 

that  assembly  when  Miss  Margaret  O'Keefe  of  the  staff 
of  the  Women's  Reformatory  at  Framingham  spoke 
to  our  girls? 

that  Mr.  Richard  Gummere  of  Harvard  spoke  to  the  boys 
on  “Who  Should  Go  to  College”  and  added  that 
Leading  High  boys  always  come  well  trained? 

that  Friday  when  Mr.  Campbell’s  dramatic  class  pre¬ 
sented  a  one-act  play,  “The  Ghost  of  Benjamin 
Sweet  ",  directed  by  Phyllis  Carey? 

that  on  the  same  day  Mr.  Milton  J.  Schlagenhauf  spoke 
to  boys  interested  in  Northeastern  University? 

that  Hi-Dime  variety  show  featuring  three  movies:  “kra- 
katoa ',  “March  of  Time”  and  a  Walt  Disney  “Silly 
Symphonic”  of  the  grasshopper  and  ant  fable? 

that  Sophomore  assembly  on  April  2  when  the  students 
enjoyed  the  picture  “This  Is  New  England”  and 
the  short  film  “Central  America”? 
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that  on  April  3  Mr.  Peck  brought  to  us  Miss  Pierce  of 
the  Lowell  State  Teacher’s  College  and  a  group  of 
singers  and  musicians  who  did  a  grand  job  oi  en¬ 
tertaining  us? 

that  Hi-Dime  film  “Conquests  of  the  Air”,  in  which  we 
saw  the  entire  history  of  aviation,  and  the  other 
movie,  “First  Century  of  Baseball  ,  which  pleased 
every  boy  in  the  audience? 

that  on  April  25th  there  were  two  movies,  ‘Let’s  Go 
Fishing”  (which  made  all  want  to)  and  “Why  Not 
Live”? 

that  Hi-Dime  next  presented  a  motion  picture  entitled 
“The  Last  Stronghold”,  dealing  with  world  events 
from  1914  to  1940? 

that  charming  program  when  Miss  Joan  Brown  and  Mr. 
John  Nott  of  the  Baptiste  School  of  Ballroom  Danc¬ 
ing  demonstrated  the  various  pointers  and  steps  of 
ballroom  dancing? 

that  on  Monday,  May  5,  Mr.  Curtis  of  Bates  College 
showed  a  film  entitled  “The  Mirror’’  and  added 
many  interesting  facts  about  his  college  and  its 
sports? 

that  on  May  8  the  Juniors  heard  Mr.  Smith  of  the  Bor- 
dentown  Military  School,  who  gave  a  very  interest¬ 
ing  lecture  on  citizenship? 

that  assembly  with  Miss  Hazel  Ganter  of  Wilfred  Aca¬ 
demy,  who  lectured  to  the  girls  on  beauty? 

that  last  Hi-Dime,  a  motion  picture  version  of  H.  G. 
Wells’  story  of  what  the  future  will  bring? 

that  our  own  Mr.  Dixon  has  provided  us  this  year  with 
the  most  wonderful  variety  of  programs  that  any 
high  school  students  could  ask  for? 

Harriett  Parker  ’42 


A  MUSICAL  MEMORANDA 

During  the  latter  part  of  the  school  year  everyone 
has  been  conscious  of  the  splendid  work  of  our  four 
musical  organizations,  A  Capella  Choir,  Band,  Chorus, 
and  Orchestra.  Our  talented  musical  director,  Mr. 
Samuel  A.  W.  Peck,  has  had  a  busy  and  profitable  year. 
The  orchestra  and  the  chorus,  the  latter  under  Miss 
Evelyn  Giles’  capable  direction,  have  entertained  us  at 
several  assemblies.  The  orchestra  furnished  the  music 
for  two  plays — the  Senior  Play  and  the  Teacher’s  Club 
Play.  A  resume  follows  of  the  activities  for  this  half 
year  of  our  two  most  active  musical  groups,  the  Choir 
and  the  Band. 

The  appearance  of  the  A  Capella  Choir  on  January 
28,  with  the  Reading  Civic  Symphony  Orchestra,  which 
is  also  conducted  by  Mr.  Peck,  was  well  received.  On 
April  11,  the  Choir  journeyed  to  Boston  to  broadcast 


over  station  WEEI  in  conjunction  with  the  Reading  High 
School  broadcast.  At  a  spring  assembly  the  Choir  gave 
an  Indian  Cantata  called  “The  Mound  Builders”,  which 
they  repeated  at  a  meeting  of  the  Rotary  Club  as  a  ges¬ 
ture  of  appreciation  for  the  money  lent  to  buy  new  choir 
robes. 

One  of  the  biggest  events  of  the  year  was  going  to 
Framingham  to  sing  at  the  Principals’  Convention.  Af¬ 
ter  the  A  Capella  program,  which  consisted  of  “Old 
Mother  Goose”,  “Sylvia”,  “Listen  to  the  Lambs  ",  “My 
Pledge  of  Allegiance  ”,  “Morning  ”,  “Requiem  ”,  and 
“God  is  a  Spirit”,  everyone  joined  in  and  sang  “God 
Bless  America”,  with  Evelyn  Comey  directing.  The 
latest  journey  of  the  group  was  to  Hingham  High  School, 
where  they  took  part  in  a  repetition  of  the  radio  broad¬ 
cast  which  won  R.  H.  S.  so  many  favorable  comments. 

The  Reading  High  School  Band,  of  which  we  are 
especially  proud,  has  appeared  more  often  than  usual 
during  this  second-half  year.  It  had  a  series  of  Friday 
concerts,  appearing  first  on  March  14  at  the  Junior 
High  School,  on  the  following  Friday,  March  21,  at 
the  Highland  School,  and  on  March  28  at  the  Pearl 
Street  School,  where  its  members  were  entertained  by 
their  audience  with  songs.  Even  though  our  High 
School  Band  has  had  only  after-school  time  for  prac¬ 
tice,  it  has  made  a  good  showing  by  its  performances  at 
public  gatherings.  It  is  rehearsing  now  for  participa¬ 
tion  in  the  Memorial  Day  Exercises  and  for  its  com¬ 
bined  appearance  with  the  Choir,  Chorus,  and  Orchestra 
at  the  Music  Festival  with  musical  organizations  from 
surrounding  towns,  on  May  22  and  23. 

Barbara  Jones,  ’41. 


EXCHANGES 

Here  we  are  again,  folks,  dazzled  by  the  gay  and 
attractive  jackets  of  our  many  exchanges  from  the  North, 
South,  East,  and  West.  Since  we  must  get  to  work  and 
make  some  dent  in  this  tempting  array  of  work,  we 
choose  to  eliminate  first  the  largest  assortment — our 
old  friends  from  Massachusetts. 

We  have  several  copies  of  “The  Spotlight.”  received 
at  various  intervals  during  the  season  all  the  way  from 
South  Hadley.  The  humorous  column  entitled  “The 
Cornfield”  fascinates  us  most  as  we  examine  “The  Spot¬ 
light’s”  pages  .  .  .  Burlington’s  “Keyhole”  has  a  poem 
entitled  “To  a  Dictator”,  which  speaks  for  itself  and 
which  we  applaud  .  .  .  “The  Focus”  from  Saugus  has  a 
very  good  literary  section,  hut  perhaps  a  little  more 
humor  here  and  there  might  help  .  .  .  Beverly  sent  us 
two  copies  of  “The  Aegis  ”,  from  which  we  quote  a  fav¬ 
orite  among  this  year’s  jokes: 
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Head  Clerk:  “I’m  very  sorry  to  hear  of  your  part¬ 
ner’s  death.  Would  you  like  me  to  take  his  place? 

Senior  Partner:  “Very  much,  if  you  can  get  the 
undertaker  to  arrange  it." 

We  have  four  copies  of  “The  Cub”  from  Ipswich, 
and  very  interesting  pages  of  class  notes  they  include  .  .  . 
From  Walpole’s  “Hill  Quill”,  we  quote  this  tidbit: 

“Julius  Caesar  didn’t  have  a  haircut  for  ten  years." 

“I  didn't  know  he  was  eccentric.  ’ 

“He  wasn’t;  he  was  bald!” 

“The  Voice”  from  Concord  is  a  monthly  newspaper  with 
many  interesting  articles  .  .  .  “School  Life",  a  magazine, 
and  “The  Imprint,”  a  semi-monthly  newspaper,  come 
from  our  ambitious  friends  at  Melrose  High  .  .  .  From 
the  seashore  comes  “The  Clipper”  of  Barnstable  High 
School  with  an  exceptionally  good  assortment  of  hu¬ 
mor  .  .  .  Monson  Academy  gives  us  “Monson  Spirit” 
and  a  clever  column  entitled  “Brick  Bats  .  .  .  Our 
roll  call  from  the  Bay  State  must  end  with  this  examina¬ 
tion  thought  which  “The  Spotlight”  of  Lexington  has 
captured  so  well: 

“Backward,  turn  backward, 

0  Time  in  your  flight, 

And  tell  me  just  one  thing 
I  studied  last  night!” 

We  now  visit  a  few  of  the  other  states  of  the  Union 
and  even  go  across  the  Atlantic!  Cleveland  Heights, 
Ohio,  has  sent  us  several  copies  of  “The  Black  and 
Gold”,  which  has  some  very  fine  snapshots  .  .  .  “The 
Purple  and  White”  from  the  state  of  Pennsylvania  has 
an  interesting  and  humorous  article  named  “Just  Dood¬ 
lin’’  and  also  an  excellent  picture  of  the  High  School 
Band  .  .  .  The  page  of  Rochester,  New  Hampshire’s  “The 
Red  and  White”  which  attracts  us  most  is  the  one  with 
those  wonderful  candid  camera  shots  .  .  .  Our  faithful 
friend  “The  Cryptian”  managed  to  arrive  to  us  from 
England,  and  we  are  glad  that  a  magazine  of  such  ex¬ 
cellent  calibre  will  continue  to  circulate  and  exchange 
in  spite  of  war  .  .  . 

Lo  and  behold,  we  have  more  newcomers!  We 
are  very  glad  to  hear  from  all  of  you  and  hope  to  ex¬ 
change  with  you  in  the  future.  “The  Vermont  Academy 
Life”  has  an  excellent  literary  section  ...  In  “The  Au¬ 
thentic”  from  Stoneham  we  found  an  excellent  snap¬ 
shot  of  the  cheerleaders  and  football  players  .  .  .  San¬ 
ford,  Maine,  gives  us  “The  Red  and  White”,  with  a 
highly  enjoyable  “Snoop  and  Scoop”  column  .  .  .  We 
are  very  pleased  to  hear  from  “The  Lyre”  from  our 
neighboring  country  of  Canada.  We  hope  to  hear  from 
you  again!  .  .  .  We  have  a  newspaper  from  Boston  Uni¬ 
versity  which  many  of  our  students  will  be  interested 
in  reading.  Let’s  hear  from  you  more  often!  .  .  .  We 
also  have  “The  Reflector’  from  Woburn  with  its  snap¬ 
shots  taken  during  classes  ...  A  very  fine  magazine 
comes  from  Braintree,  intriguingly  entitled  “The  Warn- 


patuck”.  The  “B.  H.  S.  Newscope”  proves  most  inter¬ 
esting!  .  .  .  F  rom  Milton  we  have  “The  Unquity  Echo 
and  some  very  excellent  snapshots  .  .  .  “1  he  Red  and 
Gray”  from  Fitchburg  is  an  excellent  magazine.  We 
especially  enjoyed  the  column  entitled  “Have  you 
heard?  .  .  . 

That’s  all  for  now.  We  thank  the  many  contribu¬ 
tors  to  this  column.  They  have  made  the  life  of  this 
exchange  editor  very  interesting.  “The  Pioneer"  will 
see  you  all  again  next  year! 

Barbara  Blaikie,  ’41. 


TRI-HI 

For  the  second  time  only,  Reading  High's  infant 
organization,  Tri-Hi,  reports  its  activities  for  the  “Pio¬ 
neer”.  In  spite  of  a  pretty  slim  budget,  Tri-Hi  has 
managed  several  interesting  meetings  since  the  start  of 
the  second  semester. 

On  January  16,  two  of  our  members,  “Winnie”  Po¬ 
land  and  “Bea”  Ruderman,  began  a  heated  debate  on 
a  seemingly  harmless  subject,  co-ed  colleges  vs.  wo¬ 
men’s  colleges,  which  started  simply  enough  by  each 
of  the  girls  reading  an  article  in  favor  of  her  point  of 
view.  Tri-Hi  is  still  divided  into  two  factions,  ready 
for  battle  at  less  than  the  drop  of  a  handkerchief. 

January  thirtieth  was  the  night  of  our  joint  enter¬ 
tainment  with  Hi-Y.  Mr.  Bronner,  you  certainly  held 
our  attention,  even  without  those  movies!  On  Febru¬ 
ary  5,  a  large  number  of  Tri-Hi  girls,  even  the  Seniors 
who  anticipated  the  Carnival  on  the  seventh,  braved  the 
icy  waters  of  the  Melrose  Y.  M.  C.  A.  pool  for  an  early 
“spring”  dip. 

During  March,  Tri-Hi  did  its  bit  for  the  British 
War  Relief  by  running  a  dance,  with  Bill  Partridge’s 
orchestra.  Despite  the  fact  that  conflicting  affairs  were 
held  on  the  same  evening,  our  dance  was  a  great  suc¬ 
cess.  As  far  as  charitable  wo  rk  goes,  the  club  also 
found  time  to  make  scrapbooks  for  the  veterans’  hospi¬ 
tal.  In  April,  came  easily  one  of  our  most  interesting 
soirees,  during  which  we  concentrated  on  ourselves. 
Mrs.  Loring  Reed  gave  us  a  most  interesting  talk  on 
cosmetics.  Is  twenty-one  always  your  luck  number, 
Alice? 

We  Tri-Hi  girls  compliment  Miss  Nichols  on  an¬ 
other  of  her  numerous  achievements.  R.  H.  S.  girls 
have  wanted  and  needed  such  a  group  for  a  long  time. 
This  year’s  members  and  the  officers — Virginia  Davis, 
president,  Elinor  Abbott,  vice-president,  Harriet  Shep- 
ardson,  treasurer,  Donna  Packer,  secretary,  and  Barbara 
Blaikie,  chaplain — hope  that  future  classes  will  appre¬ 
ciate  its  benefiting  influence.  May  all  of  Tri-Hi’s  fu¬ 
ture  members  take  pride  in  this  group,  keep  it  intact,  and 
progress  to  its  highest  goal. 

Donna  Packer,  ’41. 
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First  How 
Joseph  Anderson 
Donald  Dacey 
Vernon  Williams 
Donald  Taylor 
Mr.  Spencer 
Glenn  Davis 
John  Crook  er 
Paul  Connelly 
Stephen  Callan 
Russell  Coombs 


Second  Row 
Kenneth  Anderson 
llruce  Putnam 
Robert  Tucker 
William  Morrissey 
Alfred  Gianascol 
Richard  Robbins 
Rimer  Lincoln 
Henry  Jacques 
Lawrence  Shaw 
Harris  Pratt 


Third  Row 
Newton  Dickie 
Robert  Taylor 
Donald  Tuttle 
Howard  Bates 
Edwin  Palmer 
Alfred  Stephanian 


HI-Y 


First  Row 
Ann  Richmond 
Alice  Robinson 
Beatrice  Ruderman 
Florence  Duggan 
Dorothy  Taylor 
Sonia  Courossi 
-Mice  Larrabee 
Nancy  Pratt 
Jean  Maguire 
Constance  Shipp 


Second  Row 
Emily  Hanley 
Donna  Packer 
Winnifred  Poland 
Barbara  Blaikie 
Lucille  Gonnam 
Helen  Poland 
Phyllis  Barr 
Lucille  Watts 
Nancy  Perry 

Third  Row 
Lillian  Davies 
Ruth  Amback 
Barbara  Bird 
Katherine  Maling 
Harriet  Shepardson 
Elinor  Abbott 
Barbara  Bryant 
Gloria  Shane 
Virginia  Davis 
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PIONEER 

SENIOR  PLAY 

Proving  that  whatever  this  year's  senior  class  does 
they  do  it  in  a  big  way  was  the  fact  that  they  gave  two 
major  performances  of  their  play  "Through  the  Night’, 
and  employed  two  casts  to  do  so.  “Through  the  Night" 
deals  with  the  events  surrounding  the  projected  mar¬ 
riage  of  Sayre  Holbrook  and  Gregory  Stanton.  Dwight 
Holbrook,  father  of  Sayre,  confides  to  Calvin  Driscoll, 
his  trusted  friend  and  war  buddy,  that  some  valuable 
bonds  have  been  stolen  from  his  safe.  Soon  after  this 
statement,  Dwight  is  murdered.  The  blame  is  first  put 
on  “The  Owl”,  a  notorious  thief  who  was  expected  to 
attempt  to  rob  the  roomful  of  wedding  gifts.  Another 
suspect  is  Bunny,  mysterious  and  romantic  because  of 
his  adventurous  tales,  and  secretary  to  Mr.  Holbrook. 
Sayre,  Bunny,  and  Kay,  sister  of  Greg,  attempt  to  solve 
the  murder.  They  finally  succeed  after  a  series  of 
thrilling  escapades,  one  of  which  is  the  discovery  that 
“The  Owl”  is  one  of  the  other  characters  in  disguise. 
Just  one  of  the  complications  from  the  murder  is  Sayre’s 
broken  engagement  to  Greg.  Naturally  there’s  a  happy 
ending  with  the  discovery  that  Calvin  is  the  murderer. 
Sayre  and  Bunny  discover  each  other,  and  Kay  sets  forth 
on  another  man-hunt.  Mrs.  Keefe,  absent-minded  socie¬ 
ty  matron  and  Bart  Jessop,  local  sheriff,  lend  humor 
to  the  play,  while  mystery  is  supplied  by  Calvin,  Bun¬ 
ny,  and  “The  Owl”,  not  to  mention  the  murder  itself. 

With  afternoon  and  evening  rehearsals,  suppers  at 
the  Junior  High,  a  Saturday  night  performance  which 
featured  blackouts  in  lieu  of  a  curtain,  and  Bill  missing 
his  cue  because  he  couldn’t  get  into  his  tux,  so  that 
assorted  stage  hands  descended  upon  him,  dressed  him 
in  ten  seconds  flat,  and  pushed  him  on  the  stage — yes, 
it  was  exciting.  We  of  the  cast,  Barbara  Bryant,  Mary 
Delano  (who  couldn’t  emote  at  the  last  minute  because 
of  sickness),  Alfred  Doughty,  Herbert  Grimes,  Lewis 
Bosson,  Robert  Tucker,  Louis  Babine,  John  Shaw,  Rob¬ 
ert  Morrissey,  Dorothy  Stratton,  Virginia  Davis,  Bar¬ 
bara  Blaikie,  Lillian  Davies,  Sonia  Courossi,  and 
“Woody”  Titcomb,  appreciate  the  tireless  efforts  of  the 
technical  staff  and  the  valuable  assistance  in  produc¬ 
ing  the  play  of  Mr.  Kibbee,  scenery,  and  Mr.  Peck,  mu¬ 
sic.  The  efficient  technical  staff  was  comprised  of 
Phyllis  Garey,  student  director,  Donald  Taylor,  Con¬ 
stance  Scharlon,  Robert  Burrows,  Carolyn  Lumsden, 
Jean  Dow,  Lois  Ives,  Albert  Barmby,  Robert  Barrett, 
Helen  Farr,  Malcolm  Johnston,  Kenneth  Anderson,  Dor¬ 
othy  Taylor,  Florence  Duggan,  Phyllis  Cullington,  Ruth 
Hicks,  Todd  Crooker,  and  their  committees. 

Boundless  thanks  are  due  to  Mr.  Campbell  and  to 
Miss  Nichols.  No  doubt  more  than  once  they  would 
have  liked  to  abandon  the  whole  project,  but  they  con¬ 
tributed  much  of  their  time  to  make  a  success  of  die 
play,  and  we  appreciate  it  very  much.  After  a  few  re¬ 
hearsals  all  concerned  realized  that  our  able  coach  from 


the  West,  Mr.  Campbell,  had  many  tricks  up  his  sleeve 
that  were  worth-while  to  note.  Miss  Nichols  managed 
most  efficiently  the  committees  over  which  she  had 
charge. 

Kay  (alias  Virginia  Davis) 


DEBATING  SOCIETY 

The  Debating  Society,  which  was  organized  early 
in  the  present  school  year,  is  a  brand-new  group  at 
Reading  High.  Its  founder,  organizer,  chief  spirit,  and 
first  president  was  Robert  Burrows.  Donald  Taylor  was 
the  first  secretary.  Under  the  capable  direction  of  Mr. 
Russell  P.  Taylor  of  the  faculty,  it  has  staged  several 
debates. 

Early  in  December  a  timely  debate  with  the  sub¬ 
ject  “Resolved,  that  the  President  of  the  United  States 
should  be  elected  by  the  popular  vote  of  the  people" 
was  conducted  at  assembly  and  received  the  whole-heart¬ 
ed  approval  of  the  school.  On  January  20,  Glenn  Davis 
and  Robert  Burrows  debated  for  the  affirmative  side 
of  the  same  question  against  a  team  from  Stoneham  High 
School  at  a  joint  meeting  of  the  Reading  and  Stoneham 
Rotary  Clubs. 

As  the  club  progressed  through  the  year  several  pri¬ 
vate  club  debates  were  held,  within  the  narrow  confines 
of  the  conference  room,  and  they  gave  much  enjoyment 
to  the  members  as  well  as  bewilderment  to  students  in 
adjoining  rooms.  While  argument  was  going  on  in 
Congress  over  the  Lend-Lease  bill,  the  club  sponsored  a 
series  of  debates  in  individual  history  classes  on  the 
subject  “Resolved,  that  the  Lend  Lease  bill  should  be 
adopted.”  After  the  elimination  of  several  classes,  two 
independent  teams  of  history  pupils  debated  before  a 
sophomore  assembly  on  the  same  subject. 

Members  of  the  Debating  Club  feel  that  for  a  first 
year  venture  theirs  was  a  very  successful  one.  They  also 
hope  that  pupils  of  the  school  in  future  years  will  con¬ 
tinue  the  work  which  they  have  started. 

Vernon  Williams,  ’41. 


SOPHOMORE  SUMMARY 

'Way  back  in  September,  1940,  two  hundred  and 
forty-two  sophomores  invaded  the  territory  in  and  about 
Reading  High  School.  Richard  Dill  and  Richard 
Brown  were  elected  to  the  respective  offices  of  president 
and  vice-president.  Reports  that  Lucille  Watts  was  to 
write  up  the  class  activities  and  that  Helen  Poland  was 
to  he  in  charge  of  the  funds  and  their  management  were 
circulated  and  confirmed. 

In  October  the  invaders  made  their  first  attack,  un¬ 
der  the  guise  of  a  sports  dance.  The  committee  chair¬ 
men  were  as  follows:  Donald  Pease,  entertainment; 
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First  Row 
Barbara  Blaikie 
Sonia  Courossi 
Lewis  Bosson 
Lillian  Davies 
Alfred  Doughty 
Dorothy  Stratton 
William  Morrissey 
Virginia  Davis 


Second  Row 
John  Shaw 
Priscilla  Garcy 
Woodbury  Titcomb 
Coach  Campbell 
Robert  Tucker 
Barbara  Bryant 


SENIOR  PLAY  CAST 


First  Row 
Albert  Barmby 
Alfred  Doughty 
Kenneth  Anderson 
William  Dacey 
Mr.  Fitzgerald 
Donald  Taylor 
Todd  Crooker 
Bruce  Putnam 
John  Dagdigian 


Second  Row 
Glenn  Davis 
Francis  Doughty 
Robert  Tucker 
Woodbury  Titcomb 
Robert  Taylor 
Donald  Tuttle 
Malcolm  Johnston 
Albert  Stephanian 


SERVICE  SQUAD 
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Phyllis  Barr,  music;  Richard  Stevens,  tickets;  Donald 
Tucker,  decorations;  and  Jean  Maguire,  refreshments. 
The  net  profits  amounted  to  about  fifteen  dollars. 
(Later,  in  the  month  of  April,  class  pins  were  sold, 
with  the  result  that  a  crisp  five-dollar  note  in  profits 
was  added  to  the  treasury  sum!) 

As  this  is  being  written,  propaganda  concerning 
the  annual  Sophomore  Hop  is  seeping  through  the  cor¬ 
ridors  and  classrooms  of  Reading  High.  The  theme  is 
nautical,  and  each  room  is  conducting  some  phase  of 
the  dance.  “Sailor  Tom”  has  generously  donated  many 
authentic  and  valuable  pieces  of  scenery  for  the  affair, 
and,  according  to  the  posters,  for  the  first  time  in  his¬ 
tory,  R.  H.  S.  chaperons  will  don  oilskins! 

The  Sophomores  thank  their  teachers  for  guiding 
them  throughout  their  most  enjoyable  initial  year  at 
R.  H.  S.,  and  Miss  Simon  especially  for  her  patience 
and  enthusiasm  as  our  class  adviser.  The  best  of  luck 
to  the  departing  Seniors,  and  to  the  Juniors:  “See  you 
in  September! 

Jean  Maguire,  ’43. 


JUNIOR  DOINGS 

The  Juniors  will  look  back  on  this  year  as  having 
been  a  year  of  fun  and  activity  as  well  as  of  study, 
file  class  chose  as  officers  to  guide  its  destinies  Ralph 
Herrick,  president;  Nancy  White,  vice-president;  Jean 
Dodge,  secretary;  and  Russell  Coombs,  treasurer. 

The  big  social  event  of  the  R.  H.  S.  calendar,  Jun¬ 
ior  Prom,  had  an  eskimo  setting  under  the  management 
of  our  class.  The  hard-working  chairman  of  the  com¬ 
mittees  were  as  follows:  Kay  Maling,  decorations;  Rudy 
DeRosa,  refreshments;  Walter  Schofield,  tickets;  Nancy 
Holcomb,  publicity.  The  Prom  was  a  huge  success  and 
we  are  sure  that  everyone  had  a  good  time. 

Plans  for  the  Junior-Senior  Reception  are  going 
ahead  at  a  fast  pace  at  this  writing.  We  only  hope  that 
it  will  1  >e  as  successful  as  was  our  Prom.  Mr.  Halpin, 


class  adviser,  has  helped  us  immeasurably  here  with 
his  words  of  wisdom  and  experience,  as  he  has  with 
numerous  other  problems  and  difficulties  during  the 
past  year.  To  him  we  join  in  saying  a  grateful  “Thank 


you  I 


Jean  Dodge,  '42. 


STUDENT  COUNCIL 


Under  the  guidance  of  its  popular  faculty  adviser, 
Mr.  Spencer,  and  its  officers:  Glenn  Davis,  president, 
Lucille  Watts,  secretary,  and  “Woody"  Titcomb,  treas¬ 
urer,  the  Student  Council  can  point  to  a  fairly  active 
year.  It  has  been  unanimously  voted  that  the  council 
next  year  will  try  to  obtain  more  powers;  to  have 
charge  of  the  Service  Squad,  activities  run  by  pupils  in 
the  school,  and  bases  for  minor  punishment. 

The  biggest  event  in  the  history  of  the  R.  H.  S. 
Student  Council  came,  of  course,  when  the  convention 
of  Eastern  Division  of  Student  Councils  was  held  at  the 
R.  H.  S.  on  December  14.  At  the  annual  convention  our 
numerous  committees  really  took  over  and  saw  that 
everyone  had  an  enjoyable  time.  Each  delegate  and 
representative  registered  and  then  was  ushered  to  the 
assembly  hall,  where  speeches  by  President  Davis,  Mr. 
Sussmann,  and  Dr.  Grover  were  heard.  After  this, 
several  discussion  groups  were  formed,  and  at  inter¬ 
vals  these  exchanged  pupils.  The  banquet  held  at  the 
Baptist  Church  and  the  dancing  to  tunes  of  “Al"  Gian- 
ascol’s  Orchestra  were  concluding  highlights  of  a  suc¬ 
cessful  convention. 

The  Council  has  pondered  over  and  attempted  to 
solve  several  school  problems,  with  special  emphasis 
having  been  placed  on  those  of  gum  chewing  and  keep¬ 
ing  R.  H.  S.  clean.  At  its  suggestion,  and  under  its 
supervision,  new  records  were  purchased  for  the  lunch 
period  dances  by  charging  one  cent  admission  for  sev¬ 
eral  days.  Many  meetings  were  devoted  to  revising  and 
bringing  up-to-date  the  Sophomore  Handbook. 

Lucille  Watts,  ’43. 
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Selections  from  the 
Graduation  Speeches 


THE  WAY  IS  OPEN! 

We  are  standing  in  the  middle  of  a  road!  Looking 
ahead,  we  can  see  that  the  way  is  clear  and  boundless — 
that  is  the  future,  the  direction  in  which  we  are  travel¬ 
ling.  Looking  on  either  side  of  us,  we  may  see  humps 
that  have  been  scuffed  up,  making  the  road  difficult. 
Hut  no  matter  howr  difficult  the  immediate  road  is,  the 
load  directly  in  front  of  us  will  always  be  smooth — 
unless  we  make  it  rough.  Turning  around  and  looking 
in  hack  of  us,  we  can  see  how  others,  in  the  seemingly 
hopeless  circumstances  of  a  very  uneven  road,  have 
brought  about  great  changes  for  the  better. 

By  straining  our  eyes,  we  can  see  how  a  young 
Greek,  born  almost  four  hundred  years  before  the  birth 
of  Christ,  travelled  his  stretch  of  the  road.  He  resolved 
to  devote  himself  to  the  ennobling  of  Athens,  and,  to 
make  himself  a  fitting  speaker,  he  practiced  such  exer¬ 
cises  as  shouting  while  running  up  hill  and  haranguing 
the  pounding  surf  with  his  mouth  full  of  pebbles.  Thus, 
by  dint  of  hard  work,  did  this  man  Demosthenes  be¬ 
come  the  greatest  orator  of  ancient  Greece. 

Very  much  nearer  to  where  we  are  standing  there 
begins  another  path.  The  traverser  of  this  path  was 
frail  as  a  boy,  hut  he  had  the  ambition  to  become  as 
strong  and  enduring  as  the  backwoodsmen  of  Maine. 
He  became,  for  a  while,  a  ranchman,  a  deputy  sheriff, 
a  hunter,  a  soldier,  and  finally  the  president  of  the 
United  Slates  who  revitalized  our  country — Theodore 
Roosevelt.  As  he  travelled  upon  his  stretch  of  the  road, 
he  made  repairs. 

We,  too,  have  just  such  opportunities  of  becoming 
truly  great  individuals  and,  alter  becoming  great  our¬ 
selves,  of  doing  great  things  for  others.  There  are  no 
leins  holding  us  hack.  We  can  do  what  we  will  do, 
however  great  our  ambitions  are.  Sometimes  when  we 
ponder  our  present  situation,  we  rather  often  are  dis¬ 
couraged.  But  we  needn’t  be,  for  there  is  still  and  al¬ 
ways  the  future,  and  the  future  is  open,  ready  to  be 
molded  into  a  great  present.  The  future  is  a  challenge! 
Let’s  accept  it! 

Ruth  Hicks,  Valedictory 
“ARM A  VIRUMQUE  CANO” 

“Anna  virumque  cano”;  I  sing  of  arms  and  of  a 
man.  With  such  words  did  Virgil  begin  his  “Aeneid”; 
with  such  words  did  he  express  the  story  of  all  man¬ 
kind.  the  story  of  nations  and  peoples. 

1  sing  of  arms  and  of  a  man.  How  many  nations 
ha\e  risen  under  the  idea  expressed  in  those  words! 


Egypt,  Greece,  Rome,  and  Napoleon’s  France — each  of 
these  nations  gained  its  power  by  the  use  of  arms;  each 
believed  in  one-man  government.  That  has  been  the 
song  of  the  past:  I  sing  of  arms  and  of  a  man.  Today 
we  live  in  a  world  which  is  threatened  by  the  domina¬ 
tion  of  another  kingdom,  ruled  by  one  man.  The  rise 
of  this  nation  is  spoken  of  as  the  rise  of  a  “New  Order” 
—Anne  Lindbergh  has  called  it  the  “Wave  of  the 
Future’’.  But  is  this  new  order  any  different  from  the 
old  order  of  Caesar,  Alexander,  and  Napoleon?  It  is 
the  last  effort  of  the  old  order  to  hang  on  in  a  world  of 
changing  customs  and  ideas.  Hitler’s  “New  Order”  is 
not  the  “Wave  of  the  Future  ’.  It  is  the  wave  of  the 
past,  which  is  fast  disappearing  beyond  yesterday’s  hori¬ 
zon. 

And  what  is  the  real  new  order,  the  new  idea  which 
must  inevitably  replace  Virgil’s  song  of  the  past?  It  is 
the  song  of  democracy,  peace,  and  fellowship  of  man. 
Knowledge  and  thinking  are  the  weapons  of  this  order, 
and  it  will  he  of  every  man,  of  every  color,  race,  and 
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creed  that  future  generations  will  sing.  In  our  news¬ 
papers  every  day  we  can  see  stories  of  Nazi  conquest, 
and  beside  these  stories  are  evidences  of  the  rising  way, 
the  American  way — strikes  being  peaceably  settled,  Pan- 
American  conferences,  democratic  operation  of  govern¬ 
ment. 

The  song  of  the  past  has  been  “Anna  Yirumque 
Cano”,  I  sing  of  arms  and  of  a  man;  but  now  a  new 
motto  is  facing  us,  this  graduating  class:  “Where  there 
is  no  vision  the  people  fail.”  We  must  have  vision,  and 
the  voice  and  heart  to  sing  the  song  of  the  future — 
democracy  for  all,  peace  for  all — fellowship  for  all  man¬ 
kind. 

Stella  Pollitz,  Salutatory 


ARE  WE  A  LOST  GENERATION? 

Many  people,  disillusioned  by  the  present  world 
chaos,  would  have  us  believe  that  we  are  a  lost  genera¬ 
tion.  This  pessimistic  theory  may  well  be  fostered  by 
the  generation  to  which  our  parents  belong,  for  they 
indeed  may  feel  that  they  have  been  lost,  and  can  see  us 
in  a  parallel  situation.  But  we  are  still  another  group, 
born  in  the  aftermath  of  a  world  upheaval,  reared  in  the 
greatest  depression  of  all  time,  and  steeped  in  the  fal¬ 
lacies  of  war  and  its  consequences. 

In  1914,  the  youth  of  the  world  had  become  used 
to  security,  but  the  first  World  War  was  to  shatter  their 
ideals  and  their  dreams.  Yet  when  the  war  was  over, 
the  victims,  especially  in  the  United  States,  were  sure 
that  they  had  won  the  war  to  end  all  wars,  and  that  they 
had  made  the  world  “safe  for  democracy”;  that  they 
had  something  to  work  for;  that  they  had  something 
worth  handing  down  to  their  children.  To  this  genera¬ 
tion,  scarred  by  war,  but  still  optimistic,  we  were  born. 
But  we  started  school  in  the  fall  of  the  year  that  brought 
the  greatest  depression  the  world  has  ever  known.  We 
grew  up  with  a  sense  of  the  value  of  money.  We  have 
never  known  the  feeling  of  security  and  well-being  that 
our  fathers  and  mothers  had  known  when  they  were 
growing  up. 

As  we,  the  Class  of  1941,  graduate  from  high 
school,  the  whole  world  is  engaged  in  a  struggle  testing 
whether  a  nation  dedicated  to  the  standard  of  democracy 
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can  endure.  Now  we  stand  in  the  same  place  in  which 
our  parents  stood  twenty-five  years  ago.  And  yet  it  is 
not  quite  the  same  place  because  we  can  foresee  what 
will  happen  after  this  war  is  over — the  rebuilding  of 
the  nations  of  the  world;  the  placing  of  the  returned 
soldiers  in  suitable  occupations;  the  depressions;  the 
colossal  task  of  balancing  the  nation’s  budget;  the  strug¬ 
gle  for  existence  and  prosperity. 

We  live  in  that  great  darkness  which  just  precedes 
the  dawn  of  a  new  world.  No  task  will  seem  too  great, 


no  sacrifice  too  much  to  win  that  happiness  which  is 
our  birthright  and  which  has  been  so  far  denied  us.  Our 
generation  is  not  lost — we  have  greater  opportunities 
to  reclaim  the  world  than  any  generation  before  us.  We 
have  a  new  world  to  create  and  we  shall  create  it,  for 
we  know  what  it  is  all  about  and  we  have  the  tools  with 
which  to  work.  No,  we  are  not  lost;  we  have  a  challenge 
to  meet,  and  we  will  save  ourselves. 

Carolyn  Campbell,  Salutatory 


ARE  YOU  GOING  TO  COLLEGE? 

Are  you  going  to  college?  You  are?  Have  you 
really  considered  the  problems  which  you  must  eventual¬ 
ly  lace?  Two  possibilities  confront  you — the  easy  and 
the  hard  way.  Will  you  have  to  earn  at  least  part  ot 
your  expenses,  the  hard  way,  or  will  that  responsibility 
ne  lifted  from  your  shoulders?  The  majority  of  you 
will  undoubtedly  find  yourselves  in  the  former  cate¬ 
gory;  that  is,  you  will  of  necessity  have  to  travel  the 
more  difficult  path — you  will  be  working  your  way 
through  college.  It  is  to  you  that  I  am  now  speaking. 

If  you  are  a  good  student,  there  are  numerous 
scholarships  offered,  not  only  by  colleges  and  schools, 
but  also  by  independent  organizations.  There  are  var¬ 
ious  types  of  employment.  Some  students  take  care 
of  furnaces,  run  errands,  cut  grass,  and  even  tutor  on 
the  side. 

One  problem  that  most  of  you  will  face  is  that  of 
commuting.  If  you  have  a  car,  you  can  arrange  to  take 
a  few  passengers  to  and  from  school  with  you,  and  by 
charging  a  fare,  you  can  cut  transportation  costs  to  a 
minimum.  But  perhaps  you  are  planning  to  enter  an 
out-of-state  college.  In  that  case,  the  best  thing  for  you 
to  do  is  find  some  very  low-priced  room  in  the  college 
town  or,  for  that  matter,  a  room  in  a  co-operative  room¬ 
ing  and  boarding  house,  where  students  live  together, 
hire  a  housekeeper,  and  share  all  the  expenses. 

When  you  choose  a  college,  be  original.  Choose 
your  own  college,  and  establish  your  own  reputation, 
ue  sure  that  the  college  has  a  large  library,  faculty  mem¬ 
bers  who  have  at  least  their  master’s  degree,  an  extreme¬ 
ly  small  number  of  student  instructors,  and  modern  up- 
to-date  buildings  and  equipment. 

Immediately  after  registering  at  college,  you’ll  find 
that  a  completely  new  life  has  begun  for  you.  You  have 
puL  away  your  childish  notions  and  have  become  a  man. 
Each  year  should  find  you  a  better  master  of  yourself 
and  any  situation  which  might  arise.  You  are  the 
ones  who  must  necessarily  face  the  task  of  rebuilding 
this  world  from  its  present  chaotic  condition. 

Donald  Taylor,  Class  Honors. 


Forty 


OUR  HERITAGE 


Today,  as  perhaps  never  before,  we  appreciate  the 
heritage  handed  us  by  our  Colonial  forefathers.  To 
them,  we,  as  Americans,  are  indebted  for  establishing  the 
foundation  of  our  great  democracy.  We  remember  these 
early  Americans  as  great  statesmen,  soldiers,  and  pa¬ 
triots,  but  we  sometimes  fail  to  recognize  them  as  of 
the  common  people.  Their  lives  were  moulded  by  cus¬ 
toms  vastily  different  from  ours,  but  in  reality  these  cus¬ 
toms  are  the  very  deriviation  of  our  way  of  life. 

Many  eminent  authorities  on  hygiene  and  educa¬ 
tion  write  volumes  on  the  care  of  children.  The  eight¬ 
eenth  century  also  had  its  own  theories,  which  were  pub¬ 
lished  in  almanacs.  In  one  such  article  under  the  title 
“Easy  Rearing  of  Children”  the  anonymous  writer 
urges  that  as  soon  as  boys  can  walk  alone,  they  should 
go  without  hats  for  the  purpose  of  hardening  their 
scalps,  and  if  possible,  as  soon  as  they  have  any  hair 
they  should  sleep  without  nightcaps.  Many  old-fash¬ 
ioned  theories  seem  needless  and  silly,  but  similar 
problems  worry  mothers  of  today. 

We  can  sympathize  with  Doctor  Byles,  who  lived 
on  Tremont  St.  in  Boston,  and  who  complained  to  the 
authorities  about  the  sorry  condition  of  his  street,  to 
no  avail.  At  times  the  deep  mud  made  the  street  almost 
impassable.  One  day  Dr.  Byles  saw  two  selectmen  try¬ 
ing  to  extricate  their  chaise  from  the  mire.  He  ap¬ 
proached  them,  bowed,  and  said  politely,  “Well,  gent¬ 
lemen,  1  am  glad  to  see  you  are  stirring  in  this  matter 
at  last.” 

Governor  Winthrop,  according  to  the  rule  of  the 
day,  felt  very  strongly  against  any  great  amount  of 
learning  for  girls.  He  attributed  the  loss  of  reason  of 
the  wife  of  the  Hartford  governor  to  her  “meddling  in 
such  things  as  are  proper  for  men,  whose  minds  are 
stronger.”  We  have  learned  from  many  of  their  mis¬ 
taken  notions.  Many  doctors  in  colonial  days  who  were 
treating  a  patient  for  deafness  made  a  juice  of  garden 
daisy  roots  and  poured  drops  of  it  into  the  good  ear, 
having  turned  the  bad  ear  down. 

Many  other  problems  of  our  forefathers’  lives, 
having  been  modified  through  the  years,  extend  into 
our  lives  in  varying  degrees.  We  honestly  owe  them 
thanks  for  our  American  way  of  life. 

Carolyn  Lumsden,  Class  Honors. 


—  1941 

WHERE  THERE  IS  NO  VISION 
THE  PEOPLE  PERISH 

Europe  in  the  Dark  Ages  was  a  continent  beset  by 
disease,  swept  by  famine,  and  battered  by  the  elements. 
The  feudal  system  was  in  full  sway:  lords  exercised 
power  of  life  or  death  over  their  servants,"  and  the 
nobles  and  the  clerk  continually  fought  over  the  fruits 
of  the  labor  of  the  lower  class.  Few  had  vision  then, 
and  that  is  why  those  people  lived  under  the  yoke  of 
tyranny. 

Then  came  the  glowing  tales  of  the  New  World. 
Seeking  an  escape  from  oppression,  the  Pilgrims  came 
here  to  set  up  a  free  democratic  goverment — a  govern¬ 
ment  under  which  they  would  have  freedom  of  speech, 
of  press,  and  of  worship.'  They  built  our  nation  with 
vision.  From  the  coming  of  the  Pilgrim  to  the  passing 
of  the  pony  express,  vision  was  the  keynote  of  progress. 
When  the  arms  of  imperialism  tried  to  crush  us,  we  rose 
and  in  1776  threw  off  the  cloak  of  tyranny,  for  we  knew 
that  those  were  not  our  colors.  We  adopted  instead  the 
red  of  the  brave,  the  blue  of  the  just,  and  the  white  of 
the  pure.  Our  Flag  became  the  symbol  of  a  free,  united 
people,  and  the  banner  of  democracy. 

Today,  we  the  graduating  class  of  1941  realize  all 
this.  We  realize  that  we  possess  a  heritage  that  is  un¬ 
equalled,  unparalleled.  We  realize  when  we  see  the 
Flag  floating  over  our  schools  and  our  churches,  that 
we  have  something  here  that  no  other  people  have.  We 
realize  that  our  heritage  is  something  to  be  cherished  and 
protected,  if  need  be,  with  our  lives.  We  realize  that 
America  is  the  world’s  best  hope,  that  here  we  have  the 
best  opportunity  to  keep  and  enjoy  our  inalienable  rights 
— life,  liberty,  and  the  pursuit  of  happiness. 

We  know  that  our  forefathers  had  vision,  and  we 
know  that  we  must  have  the  same  vision  if  we  as  a  na¬ 
tion  are  to  maintain  our  position  in  the  world.  We 
pray  that  never  again  may  our  towns  have  to  raise  mon¬ 
uments  commemorating  our  part  in  any  war — unless  it 
be  a  war  on  social  misery  and  corruption,  a  war  on 
cancer  and  tuberculosis.  We  must  keep  the  wheels  of 
democratic  government  turning  and  hold  the  torchlight 
of  democracy  to  the  world  so  that  others  may  see  our 
good  works  and  realize  that  here  is  a  nation  which  is 
peaceful  and  contented,  a  nation  not  founded  on  the 
theory  that  might  makes  right,  but  rather  upon  the  fact 
that  it  is  the  meek  that  shall  inherit  the  kingdom  of 
God. 

Robert  Burrows,  Faculty  Honors. 
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SENIOR  BANQUET  SPEECHES 


CLASS  HISTORY 

Sophomore- Junior  Years,  1938-1940 

Three  years  ago  we  quaked  and  trembled  before 
the  venerable  brick  walls  of  this  mighty  institution  of 
higher  learning.  We  trembled  and  quaked  when  we 
entered  it;  what  lay  before  us,  no  one  knew.  Yea,  we 
quaked  and  trembled  during  that  first  week  until  the 
whole  building  must  have  shook,  but  nothing  fatal  hap¬ 
pened.  so  we  rolled  off  the  cliff  of  fear  and  into  the 
chasm  of  work  and  routine.  During  that  first  week 
we  found  Room  Two  on  the  third  floor,  and  the  office 
proved  to  be  in  the  gym,  but  we  did  learn  one  fact — 
namely  that  Miss  Simon  was  our  class  adviser.  Many, 
in  their  bewilderment,  made  good  use  of  her  friendly 
counsel,  and  to  their  advantage. 

In  December  our  political  fire-works  started,  cli¬ 
maxing  in  the  class  election  of  Sophomore  officers.  The 
victors  were  Stella  Pollitz,  president;  Robert  Eisen- 
haure,  vice-president;  Lillian  Davies,  secretary;  and 
Robert  Taylor,  treasurer.  These  four  proved  so  efficient 
and  satisfactory  that  a  “return  engagement”  was  de¬ 
manded  of  them,  and  they  served  us  during  both  our 
Sophomore  and  Junior  years.  The  election  smoke  had 
scarcely  cleared  when  we  got  our  first  real  taste  of  mid¬ 
year  exams.  “Cramming”  is  too  mild  a  term  for  what 
we  did  in  preparation;  we  literally  ate  those  texts.  May¬ 
be,  if  we  had  been  wise  we  wouldn’t  have  done  that, 
for  we  should  have  known  that  R.  H.  S.,  over-crowded 
and  long-suffering,  would  try  to  keep  us  for  only  three 
years,  anyway!  But  it  was  fun  to  stand  in  front  of  the 
Honor  Roll  (since  abolished)  to  see  if  we  had  beaten 
our  pals — generally,  we  hadn’t. 

Every  cloud  has  its  silver  lining,  and  our  reward 
for  burning  so  much  midnight  oil  was  to  he  our  Sopho¬ 
more  Hop  and,  of  course,  our  debut  into  the  social 
whirl  of  Reading  High.  The  toxin  from  these  midyears 
proved  too  much,  however,  and  when  we  held  the  dance, 
many  rechristened  it  the  “Sophomore  Flop.”  Just  the 
same,  our  decorations  were  good  and  so  were  the  re¬ 
freshments  (?).  We  thought  we’d  get  our  chance  to 
gloat  when  the  Seniors  decided  to  stage  a  Fair,  but 
much  to  our  feigned  dismay,  they  put  it  over  and,  of 
course,  we  patronized  it.  The  Junior  Prom  that  year 
was  the  first  really  good  dance  at  Reading  High  that 
we  poked  our  heads  into;  in  fact  that  was  our  idea  of 
an  excellent  dance.  The  Seniors  and  Juniors  grew  ver\ 
chummy  after  this  social  highlight  and  held  several 
private  ones  of  their  own.  June  arrived  and  none  too 
soon  for  us  either;  we  were  eager  for  adulthood  like 
theirs.  The  Seniors  graduated  early,  and  the  Juniors 


stepped  into  their  shoes,  and  at  last  we  were  Juniors  and 
feeling  very  proud  of  ourselves,  indeed. 

When  September  rolled  around,  we  started  in  on 
the  poor  Sophomores,  since  the  Seniors  were  slightly 
too  superior  to  pay  any  attention  to  the  rest  of  us.  t  his 
year  we  found  Mr.  Halpin  a  very  helpful  adviser,  but 
we  left  him  in  peace  until  later  in  the  year,  because  by 
now  we  felt  that  we  were  completely  familiar  wiili 
R.  H.  S.  The  first  half  of  our  year  as  Juniors  was  rou¬ 
tine  stuff,  but  when  we  returned  in  January,  the  oid 
Study  nail  was  gone!  Instead,  there  was  a  newly  reno¬ 
vated  room  that  we  could  scarcely  recognize,  with  table- 
desks  all  in  neat  rows.  The  place  had  gone  modern, 
stream-lined,  and  we  heartily  concurred  that  it  was 
about  time.  Classes  that  follow  ours  will  never  know 
what  untold  discomfort  we  endured  in  that  old  hall. 

The  highlight  of  the  1939-1940  season  next  in  sig¬ 
nificance  was  the  role  our  class  played  in  R.  H.  S.  sports. 
The  football  season  wasn’t  anything  to  brag  about  but 
we  found  some  top-notch  players  who  were  destined  for 
star  berths  in  the  victorious  following  year.  In  fact, 
more  than  half  of  that  squad  were  Juniors — “Spike” 
Davis,  “Jimmy”  Bain,  “Bunny”  Storti,  “Al”  Stephanian, 
“Muggsy”  Kelly,  and  “Mac”  Johnston,  “Woody”  Tit- 
comb,  “Don”  Dacey,  and  “Gordy”  Watkins.  And  we 
found  a  good  runner  for  the  track  team  in  our  Junior 
Class,  one  “Dave”  Sheldon.  Our  Junior  girls  did  equally 
as  well.  Starring  as  all-round  athletes  were  Jean  Dow, 
“Dot”  Arnett,  Barbara  Bryant,  Florence  Duggan,  Sonia 
Courossi,  Dorothy  Stratton,  and  Elsie  Mason. 

Then  came  that  day  in  early  April,  1940,  when 
during  the  sixth  period  we  smelled  smoke,  heard  the 
clanging  of  the  fire  bell,  and  filed  out,  bearing  our 
lunches  and  other  items  which  we  wanted  to  salvage. 
With  hoses  ready  for  the  flames,  our  dauntless  Reading 
firemen  marched  into  R.  H.  S.,  and,  having  done  their 
duty  by  one  paper  chute,  marched  right  out  again.  The 
building  received  a  thorough  fumigation  as  a  result  of 
the  experience,  but  we  missed  not  one  period. 

In  May,  the  dancing  season  arrived  again.  The 
Sophomores  held  theirs  and,  yes,  it  was  much  better 
than  ours  had  been.  We,  in  our  turn,  held  a  Junior 
Prom  that  turned  out  to  be  a  success.  Then  we  gave 
our  Junior-Senior  Reception.  Nobody  in  our  class  will 
ever  forget  the  huge,  glass-mirror  ball  or  the  “wishing 
well.” 

By  this  time  the  Seniors  were  ready  to  leave  and 
on  Class  Day,  as  we  stepped  into  their  places,  ours  at 
last  was  that  delicious  feeling  of  seniority.  Our  Service 
Squad  at  this  time  took  over  their  regular  duties  and 
some  were  razzed  beyond  all  tolerance,  but  they  saw 
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First  Row 
Jeanette  Reed 
Elva  Buckley 
Carmen  Simon 
Mary  Devaney 
Svea  Kling 
Helen  Stanwood 


Second  Row 
Barbara  Carpenter 
Alice  Hayden 
Elizabeth  Batchelder 
Alberta  Drury 
Helen  Zimmerman 


WOMEN  FACULTY  MEMBERS 


First  Row 
Frederick  Pope 
Luke  Halpin 
Rudolf  Sussmann 
Imrie  Dixon 
Joseph  Fitzgerald 
Robert  Campbell 


Second  Row 
Henry  Ingersoll 
Russell  Taylor 
Arthur  Radvilas 
Phillip  Althoff 
Arthur  Spencer 
Herman  Wheeler 
Robert  Bronner 


MEN  FACULTY  MEMBERS 
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their  duty  and  kept  up  until  school  closed.  At  last,  finals 
came  and  with  one  accord  we  closed  our  books  and 
went  on  a  vacation  from  which  we  were  to  return  as  the 
upper  classmen. 

Albert  Barmby 

Senior  Year,  1940-1941 

Well,  well,  at  long  last,  we  the  Sophomores  of  ’37 
were  found  eligible  by  the  powers  that  be  for  that  high¬ 
est  of  high  positions — that  of  Seniors  in  Reading  High 
School.  Realizing  that  this  would  be  our  last  chance 
to  prove  ourselves  in  this  venerable  institution,  we  start¬ 
ed  off,  full  speed,  under  the  guidance  of  our  over¬ 
worked,  but  willing  class  adviser,  Miss  Nichols,  and  with 
the  help  of  “Spike”  Davis,  “Bob”  Tucker,  “Lil”  Davies, 
and  “Bob”  Taylor,  our  capable  class  officers. 

In  sports  we  made  our  highest  mark  in  football, 
with  the  total  of  six  games  won,  two  tied,  and  only  two 
lost — the  best  season  for  R.  H.  S.  in  years.  Thus  out- 
broad-shouldered  gridiron  fighters  dispelled  completely 
the  gloom  of  early  predictors.  A  band  of  vivacious 
cheerleaders  is  an  asset  to  any  game,  and  ours  was  no 
exception  this  year.  Those  nifty  new  uniforms  weren’t 
all  that  caught  the  eye  as  one  contemplated  that  octette — 
the  girls  themselves  weren't  hard  to  look  at.  Remember 
how  cute  the  representatives  of  our  class  in  that  select 
coterie — “Duggan  ",  “Dot"’,  Sonia,  “Lil”,  and  “Edie" 
looked  all  dressed  up  that  early  fall  dance?  The  high¬ 
light  of  the  football  season  was  that  benefit  perform¬ 
ance  at  the  Reading  Theatre.  At  this  time,  the  football 
enthusiasts  of  the  town  and  school  were  able  to  com¬ 
pensate  those  boys  on  the  team,  whose  slogan  for  many 
a  month  had  been  “Early  to  bed  and  early  to  rise  makes 
a  man  healthy — and  a  good  football  player”.  Yes,  there 
was  many  a  Friday  night  when  a  large  number  of  the 
fair  sex  missed  the  company  of  their  usual  escorts  at 
the  local  dances.  ’T’will  ever  be  thus!  How  are  the 
sweaters,  boys? 

November,  1940,  was  a  month  well  worth  remem¬ 
bering,  for  it  was  during  this  time  that  the  roots  of  a 
girls’  club,  Tri-Hi,  became  firmly  implanted  at  R.  H. 
S.,  with  Miss  Nichols  as  its  competent  adviser.  Offi¬ 
cers  elected  from  our  class  were  the  enthusiastic  “Ginny” 
Davis  as  president,  Donna  Packer  as  secretary,  and  Bar¬ 
bara  Blaikie  as  chaplain. 

Round  about  Christmas  time,  many  of  us  were  busy 
keeping  up  with  all  of  the  formals.  First  came  the 
dance  sponsored  by  DeMolay,  then  our  own  Junior 
Prom,  and  finally  the  Junior  Woman’s  Club  affair — with 
all  our  jitterbugs  having  a  hard  time  dancing  true  to 
form  in  evening  gowns  and  tuxes. 

During  the  last  of  November  and  through  Decem¬ 
ber,  the  cast  for  “Through  the  Night”  diligently  re¬ 
hearsed  under  the  directorship  of  Mr.  Campbell.  And 
on  January  tenth  and  eleventh  our  class  play  was  pro¬ 


nounced  a  huge  success.  Those  of  us  who  were  lucky 
enough  to  be  there  on  both  the  tenth  and  the  eleventh 
will  no  doubt  hold  that,  of  the  two  performances,  the 
latter  was  more  hilarious,  because  of  the  curtain  which 
broke  at  the  end  of  Act  I.  Will  you  ever  forget  how  the 
members  of  the  props  committee  crept  across  the  stage 
during  those  partial  blackouts?  Ladders,  janitors,  and 
even  Mr.  Campbell  were  much  in  evidence  during  scene 
changes.  And  none  other  than  “Sheriff  Jessop”  we  be¬ 
lieve  was  the  cause  of  “Bunny’s"  hysterics! 

“Goffs  Falls,  here  we  come!  "  Ah,  who  can  forget 
Senior  Carnival?  What  in  the  world  happened  that  we 
should  have  been  so  lucky  as  to  have  good  weather  and 
no  postponement?  No  gray  hairs  were  added  to  Mr. 
Fitzgerald’s  head  by  the  Class  of  "41 !  Most  of  us  bit 
the  snow  that  day,  but  anyway  it  was  certainly  well 
worth  it,  and  that  meal  to  end  all  meals  more  than  com¬ 
pensated  for  any  discomforts  we  suffered. 

Following  the  Carnival,  came  the  Mid-Winter 
Frolic.  Boy,  or  boy,  did  we  high  schoolers  go  for  ihe 
Congo!  And  didn’t  the  team  look  dapper  in  their  cos¬ 
tumes?  Ha!  As  signs  of  spring  became  even  more  evi¬ 
dent,  Senior  Class  meetings  came  into  their  own.  The 
Senior  Fair,  held  to  obtain  money  for  our  class  gift, 
was  one  memorably  successful  event  concocted  therein, 
and  further  meetings  during  April  and  May  finally  set¬ 
tled  what  the  boys  would  wear  for  graduation.  We 
recollect  these  months  pleasurably,  also,  because  of  the 
Sophomore  Hop  and  the  Hi-Y  formal. 

Graduation  week  flew  by  at  much  too  great  a  speed, 
and  before  we  had  a  chance  to  adjust  ourselves  to  the 
idea,  we  were  thrown  out  into  the  cold,  cold,  world — at 
our  tender  age!  The  ironic  part  of  it  is  that  we  our¬ 
selves  were  the  cause  of  this  outrage  because  of  our 
passing  grades.  Oh,  to  be  sophomores  again  in  the 
fall  of  ’37!  Why,  if  we  tried  very  hard,  we  think  we 
could  even  get  used  to  rotary  traffic. 

Donna  Packer 


CLASS  WILL 

In  order  to  show  our  appreciation,  and  never  let  it 
be  said  that  we  neglected  our  duty,  we,  the  Class  of  1941, 
do  hereby  bequeath  certain  tokens  of  affection  to  some 
of  our  dear  classmates  and  a  few  of  our  beloved  teach¬ 
ers. 

1.  To  Todd  Crooker  we  leave  this  genuine  pig 
bank  in  order  that  he  may  start  saving  his  pennies  tow¬ 
ard  a  little  newer  model  car. 

2.  We  bequeath  this  beautiful  blue  all-worsted 
suit  to  Kenny  Anderson  so  that  it  never  can  be  said  that 
the  Class  of  1941  forsook  one  of  its  classmates  in  a  time 
of  need. 

3.  To  Jimmie  Bain  we  leave  these  specially-de¬ 
signed  air-cooled  shoes  for  his  j itterbugging. 
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4.  To  Herbie  Grimes  we  give  this  book  of  ten  easy 
lessons  on  “How  to  Play  the  Trombone  ',  with  only  one 
request,  that  he  study  it  faithfully. 

5.  To  the  Shaw  twins  we  bequeath  this  giant-sized 
package  of  their  favorite  chewing  gum  to  guard  against 
the  calamity  of  their  ever  being  out  of  it. 

6.  To  M  iss  Kling  we  leave  this  handsome  mantle- 
piece  to  he  used  as  a  table  after  her  strenuous  adventures 
on  Firefly. 

7.  To  Lillian  Davies  and  Virginia  Davis  we  pre¬ 
sent  this  box  of  slugs  in  order  that  their  pastime  of  play¬ 
ing  the  jute  boxes  will  not  prove  to  be  such  a  strain  on 
their  pocketbooks. 

8.  In  appreciation  for  a  wonderful  series  of  pro¬ 
grams,  to  Mr.  Dixon  we  leave  one  ten-cent  piece  for 
which  lie  will  have  to  make  no  plea  in  behalf  of  Hi- 
Dime. 

9.  To  Alex  Clapperton  we  leave  this  old  news¬ 
paper  to  fill  up  some  of  the  cracks  in  his  car,  thereby 
making  it  a  little  more  watertight  and,  incidentally,  a 
little  less  noisy. 

10.  To  Charlie  Berglund  we  solemnly  dedicate 
this  Pioneer  joke — to  see  if  something  won't  erase  just 
once  his  perpetual  grin. 

11.  To  Robert  Burrows  we  give  this  spot  of  bear 
grease  in  order  that  he  may  have  no  trouble  in  the  future 
in  keeping  that  pesky  bunch  of  hair  on  top  of  his  head 
down  during  his  heated  debates. 

12.  To  Miss  Drury  we  bequeath  this  ink  eradica- 
tor.  We  know  that  between  her  first  and  second  year 
bookkeeping  classes,  she  is  always  out  of  it. 

13.  To  “Spike”  Davis  we  bequeath  this  woolen 
muffler,  as  a  preventive  measure  against  pneumonia,  to 
he  used  on  his  nightly  excursions  in  the  beach  wagon. 

14.  Because  Boh  always  said  that  collecting  dues 
was  harder  than  pulling  teeth,  we  leave  these  dental 
forceps  to  our  class  treasurer,  Robert  Taylor,  to  make 
future  operations  less  painful. 

15.  To  one  of  our  more  fickle  playboys,  Lewie 
Bosson,  we  leave  this  beautiful  doll.  We  hope  that  she 
will  prove  satisfactory  and  Lewis  will  prove  faithful. 

16.  To  “Howie”  Lander  we  give  this  “Book  of 
Fashion”  which  explains  in  great  detail  how  the  well- 
dressed  young  man’s  clothes  are  “hanging”  this  season. 

17.  To  “Pussy”  Nichols  we  leave  just  this  one 
thought:  one-way  streets  usually  allow  vehicles  to  go 
only  one  way.  Another  time  you  might  not  find  such 
a  good-natured  cop  waiting  for  you. 

18.  In  order  that  Roger  Caron  may  be  a  genuine 
“Harvard  man  ,  we  wish  him  well  on  his  way  with  this 
beautiful,  specially-built,  sport  model  pipe  and  a  can 
of  Reading's  best  tobacco. 

19.  To  “Al"  Doughty,  in  order  that  he  may  never 
again  he  in  need  of  fuel  for  his  car,  we  leave  this  two- 
ton  truck-load  of  soft  coal. 


20.  To  Robert  Tucker  we  give  this  book  on  “How 
to  Speak  Spanish  in  Five  Easy  Lessons  or  “How  *o 
Lose  Friends  and  Nauseate  People  — to  help  him  when 
he  finally  goes  to  South  America. 

21.  To  Mr.  Fitzgerald,  we  leave  these  six  lessons 
with  Madame  La  Zonga  so  that  he  can  take  the  rough 
edges  off  his  conga. 

22.  To  Miss  Devaney,  we  present  this  rolling  pin, 
to  be  used  for  cooking  purposes  or  for  any  other  inci¬ 
dental  occasion  which  might  arise. 

23.  To  “Chet”  Gunn  we  bequeath  this  thrilling 
hook  of  spine-chilling,  blood-curdling,  mystery  stories 
in  order  that  he  further  educate  himself  in  his  favorite 
occupation,  the  writing  of  murder  thrillers. 

24.  To  Jackie  Shaw,  who  immortalized  the  words 
“leave  the  body  lay”  as  the  tobacco-chewing  sheriff  of 
the  Senior  Play,  we  leave  this  beautiful  tin  badge. 

25.  To  Miss  Nichols  we  award  this  gold-plated 
medal  for  heroism  because  of  the  way  she  kept  working 
to  make  our  Fair  a  success  even  when  she  was  practi¬ 
cally  out  on  her  feet — and  for  assuming  the  duties  of 
adviser  to  the  Class  of  ’41  in  the  first  place,  knowing 
us  all  as  she  does. 

26.  To  the  Class  of  1942,  we  leave  just  this  one 
hope,  that  you  will  prove  to  live  up  to  the  shining  ex¬ 
ample  set  by  this,  the  Class  of  1941. 

27.  To  the  entire  Class  of  1941,  and  to  all  the 
members  of  the  faculty,  we  give  our  sincere  best  wishes 
for  a  happy  and  successful  future. 

So  endeth  the  last  will  and  testament  of  the  Class 
of  1941.  We  hope  the  recipients  of  these  gifts  are  prop¬ 
erly  impressed  and  will  treat  them  with  the  respect  due 
them.  As  we  have  no  doubt  depleted  whatever  treasury 
we  ever  had  and  have  nothing  else  to  offer  we’ll  just 
say  “Goodbye,  now.” 

Barbara  Bryant 
William  Morrissey 


CLASS  PROPHECY 

After  vagabonding  around  the  world  for  ten  years 
or  more,  always  searching  for  fresh  inspiration  for  my 
syndicated  comic  strip,  1  had  at  length  run  completely 
out  of  inspiration.  It  was  then  that  I  decided  that  the 
time  had  come  to  return  to  Reading  and  take  a  look  at 
what  the  Class  of  41  had  done  to  the  old  home  town. 
And  so  it  was  that  one  bright  spring  morning,  with  high 
expectations,  I  boarded  the  north-bound  local  in  Boston 
(which,  by  the  way,  had  changed  considerably  for  the 
better  with  beautiful,  streamlined  buildings)  and  settled 
myself  comfortably  (if  such  a  thing  is  possible)  in  the 
car  seat. 

As  I  had  sauntered  through  the  good  old  North 
Station,  1  had  invested  in  one  purchase.  I  withdrew  it 
now  from  my  pocket —  it  was  a  copy  of  the  “Reading 
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Blah”.  Eagerly  I  settled  myself  to  a  perusal  of  its  pages. 
The  banner  headline,  two  inches  high,  with  the  by-line 
of  Editor  Carolyn  Campbell,  read,  “Police  Chief  Edgar 
Davis  Proclaims  Beading  Anti-Dog  Day.  Well,  right 
away  1  got  suspicious.  Was  dear  old  Reading  really 
going,  as  I  had  feared,  to  the  dogs?  Dismissing  such  a 
horrible  thought  from  my  mind,  I  went  on  to  the  next 
item  in  the  paper,  which  had  been  penned  by  scribe 
Esther  Doucette.  Lawyer  Glenn  Davis  was  defending 
officer  Alex  Dissel  against  a  charge  of  sabotage.  It 
seems  that  Dissel,  while  on  duty  one  night,  had 
switched  the  colored  lenses  in  the  traffic  signals.  The 
article  hinted  that  with  one  Davis  as  police  chief  and 
another  Davis  as  a  good  shyster,  there  won’t  be  any 
more  dismissals  from  the  police  force. 

The  headline  in  the  lower  left-hand  corner  bore 
this  fearful  title:  “Reading  Practically  Burned  to  the 
Ground.’’  The  account  related  that  while  fires  blazed 
away,  Fire  Chief  Donald  Whitford  was  out  with  the 
ladder  truck  practicing  his  aerial  acrobatic  act  for  the 
Doucette  Brothers’  Circus.  You  remember  the  Dou¬ 
cettes- — Edward,  Ernest,  and  Gerald?  In  letters  not 
quite  so  high,  but  no  less  a  significant  item,  was  the 
shocking  news  that  “Bosson’s  Beer  Barrel”,  the  largest 
and  most  prominent  business  establishment  on  Main 
Street,  having  been  continually  lit  up  by  neon  lights 
and  loyal  patrons,  was  “raided  last  night  by  officers 
Gerald  Colford,  Harris  Pratt,  Ellsworth  Noone,  and 
strong  man  Frank  Fisher.”  Those  taken  into  custody 
were  Lewis  Bosson,  proprietor;  Howie  Lander,  barten¬ 
der,  and,  at  the  time,  corked  more  than  the  bottles; 
Ginny  Davis  and  Sonia  Courossi,  beauteous  and  notor¬ 
ious  hostesses;  the  orchestra,  if,  I  mused,  they  dare 
call  it  that,  consisting  of  “Alfalfa  Bill”  Morrissey, 
“Hayseed”  Clarence  Fraughton,  and  “Mad-as-a-hatter” 
Kenny  Anderson. 

“Ah,  me,  how  those  words  bring  back  the  old  days,” 
1  mused,  and  then  turned  to  the  comic  page,  where  I 
read  my  favorite  comic  strip,  naturally  written  by  one 
John  Shaw.  I  had  just  noted  that  the  household  page 
was  edited  by  Muriel  Evans  and  Dot  Fleming  when, 
with  a  tremendous  screeching  and  grinding  of  metal 
and  hissing  of  steam,  the  train  stopped.  Home  at  last! 

Yes,  there  leaning  horizontally  against  the  side¬ 
walk  was  cab  driver  good  old  “Joe”  O’Malley.  As  I 
descended  from  the  train,  over  there,  in  his  shiny  new 
Model  T,  was  Hizzoner  Mayor  Charles  Eversharp  Berg- 
lund.  His  chauffeur,  Alex  Clapperton,  clicked  his  heels 
in  my  direction  and  waved  me  toward  the  car.  I  was 
cordially  invited  by  Hizzoner,  who  evidently  waited 
there  permanently  to  greet  tourists  with  that  famous, 
friendly  smile,  to  accompany  him  on  a  tour  of  the  town, 
and  so  it  was  that  after  thirty  minutes  of  tinkering  with 
the  two-cylinder  motor,  and  finally  discovering  the 
trouble  to  be  due  to  a  lack  of  gas,  which  we  replenished 


at  the  Piercey,  Brooks,  Marshall,  Hubbard,  and  Dagdi- 
gian  Brothers  Super  DeLuxe  Colossal  Service  Station 
(with  every  five  gallons  of  gas,  you  automatically  be¬ 
come  a  joint  partner) — yes,  after  that  we  finally  started 
— slowly  at  first. 

Gradually,  though,  the  old  chariot  worked  itself 
up  to  a  moderate  fifteen  mile  per  hour  pace.  We  putted 
up  Haven  Street,  and  right  away  my  attention  was  called 
to  a  flashy  window,  over  which  was  a  sign  which  read 
“Dotty  Arnette’s  Sport  Shop”.  In  no  less  flashy  letters 
at  the  bottom  of  the  sign  was  the  signature  of  that  promi¬ 
nent  artist  about  town,  Arthur  Knapp.  We  decided  to 
get  out  and  look  around  and,  responding  to  the  concen¬ 
trated  effort  of  dragging  our  feet  on  the  road,  the  car 
slid  lo  a  stop.  Employed  in  Dotty’s  shop  and  doing  a 
terrific  job  of  slinking  around  were  Dorothy  Cress  and 
Jeanette  Callan,  models.  The  efficient  artistic  and  sales 
staff  was  composed  of  Barbara  Blaikie,  Marguerite  Bro- 
phy,  Charlotte  Parker,  Alma  MacDonald,  and  Helen 
Gadbois.  Since  this  mob  scene  occupied  every  available 
chair,  we  decided  not  to  linger  here. 

Leaving  Miss  Arnett’s  lively  little  establishment, 
we  sallied  forth  into  the  sunlight  and  saw  a  snappy 
little  “number”  hanging  out  the  door  of  the  neighbor¬ 
ing  “Gertie’s  Beauty  Saloon”.  That  little  mispelling, 
Hizzoner  explained,  was  due  to  the  faulty  brush  of  one 
Lois  Ives.  We  know,  though,  that  you’re  wondering 
about  the  snappy  little  number.  Well,  she  was  none 
other  than  Gert  Dahlquist  herself.  Busily  rushing 
around  inside  the  shoppe  there  was  found  her  charm¬ 
ing  assistant,  Connie  Carder.  Having  been  attracted 
inside  by  the  possibilities  of  finding  some  of  our  old 
classmates,  we  were  far  from  disappointed.  Gert  pointed 
out  several  of  her  customers.  Outstanding  among  them 
was  Shirley  Bussell  under  a  dryer.  She,  Gert  informed 
me,  was  the  wife  of  the  prominent  Bobby  Van  Jones, 
who  made  his  millions  when  he  struck  oil  in  North 
Reading.  Over  in  the  corner  were  Thelma  Currell  and 
Dorothy  Meuse,  sifting  the  town  dirt,  of  which  there 
appeared  to  be  no  shortage. 

Since  we  were  in  the  vicinity  of  the  Thirty-third 
National  Bank  we  decided  to  see  who  was  running  it, 
and  to  our  surprise  the  big  bronze  doors  swung  back 
to  disclose  Don  Dacey  and  A1  Doughty  behind  execu¬ 
tive  desks.  Barbara  Bryant  and  Gene  Baker  were  their 
very  efficient  secretaries.  In  cages  were  Robert  Burrows 
and  Herb  Kenney,  auditing  the  books  and  finally  ad¬ 
mitting  that  the  place  was  going  bankrupt.  Pounding 
typewriters  in  the  office  of  the  bank  were  Mildred  Faulk¬ 
ner,  Mary  Flynn,  and  Evelyn  Margeson. 

As  we  rounded  the  familiar  corner  into  the  square 
we  almost  ran  down  Bob  Tucker,  who  was  sweeping 
the  streets  and  still  yelling  “You  can’t  keep  a  good  man 
down — I'll  get  to  South  America  yet.”  Mayor  Berg- 
lund  had  promised  me  a  surprise,  and  after  turning  the 
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First  Row 
Florence  Duggan 


Second  Row 
Lillian  Davies 
Nancy  White 
Dorothy  Stratton 
Sonia  Courossi 
Beverly  Buckler 
Alice  Robinson 
Edith  Kimball 
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First  Row 
Bette  Ellis 

Second  Row 
Natalie  CutclifTe 
Lillian  Lowell 
Jean  Cleary 


Third  Row 

Barbara  Nielson 
Gloria  Olsen 
Eunice  McCabe 
Adelle  Sargent 


BATON  SQUAD 
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wheel  fifty  feet  back,  Alex  piloted  us  around  the  corner 
into  Pleasant  Street.  As  if  it  were  being  staged  for 
our  benefit,  we  heard  the  sound  of  whining  sirens,  and 
a  fire  truck  tore  out  of  the  fire-station.  Tom  Widell 
was  holding  her  on  the  road,  while  Charlie  Webster  was 
madly  turning  the  rear  wheel  in  his  efforts  to  follow 
Tom.  Then  like  a  rocket  Arthur  Stiles  came  ripping 
along  the  asphalt  as  he  grabbed  for  the  last  rung  oi 
the  ladder,  his  hat  in  hand,  one  rubber  boot  on. 

After  this  commotion  had  subsided,  we  sped  along 
at  twenty-two  miles  per  hour  toward  Lake  Quanna- 
powitt.  Nearing  its  sparkling  waters,  we  heard  the 
tremendous  report  of  huge  super  lady-fingers,  which 
shook  off  our  left  and  only  surviving  fender.  Hizzoner 
informed  us  that  these  were  the  secret  maneuvers  of  the 
Reading  Navy.  As  we  expressed  surprise  at  this  start¬ 
ling  development,  we  circled  the  last  curve. 

“Thank  goodness  we're  here!"  I  sighed  to  myself 
while  busily  uncrossing  my  fingers.  Yes,  there  on  the 
shining  waters  lay  the  fleet  of  the  Reading  Department 
of  U.  S.  Defense:  six  rowboats  and  one  life-preserver. 
Standing  in  the  bow  of  the  flagship  was  Admiral  Sir 
Wilbur  Nelson  Cail,  flanked  by  his  stalwart  crew  of 
Fran  Doughty,  Robert  Loud,  and  John  Hamilton. 

We  got  out  to  inspect  the  base.  Near  our  elbow, 
working  feverishly  in  his  new  sailor-suit,  George  Bren¬ 
nan  was  diligently  scrubbing  the  pride  and  joy  of  the 
base — -the  life  preserver.  Behind  him,  on  the  lower 
deck  of  row  boat  No.  2,  stood  Richard  Robbins,  Leslie 
Scott,  and  George  Marini,  swabbing  the  decks.  Sure 
enough,  the  fleet  had  just  completed  maneuvers,  which 
had  consisted  of  changing  the  site  of  the  rowboats  from 
the  west  banks  of  the  lake  to  the  east  banks.  Rowing 
madly  to  keep  in  position  were  Ed  Logan  and  Maurice 
and  Ed  Fitzgerald,  and  I  spotted,  among  the  naval  mach¬ 
inists  standing  at  attention  in  the  bow,  Orlando  Ames, 
Leslie  Merrill,  and  Albert  Barmby.  Their  chief  job,  it 
appeared,  was  tighening  oar-locks  and  patching  worn- 
out  rowboats. 

At  the  shore  of  the  lake,  on  the  recently  drained 
swamp  land  (which  was  still  rather  damp),  was  situa¬ 
ted  the  new  airport.  Suspended  over  the  airdrome  in 
a  blimp  was  Ed  Ford,  observing  the  weather.  Just  land¬ 
ing  in  his  winged  bi-plane,  pedal  propelled,  was  ace 
pilot  Louis  Babine,  and  right  behind  him  loomed  his 
hell-divers,  Paul  Connelly,  Bob  Barrett,  Edwin  Palmer 
and,  still  a  speck  on  the  horizon,  Elmer  Lincoln. 

As  soon  as  the  squadron  had  landed,  our  gaze  was 
again  attracted  to  the  sky  by  the  sight  of  a  silver  streak 
of  metal.  The  new  airliner  came  soaring  down  from 
the  heavens  and  glided  to  an  abrupt  stop,  throwing  the 
passengers  and  crew  out  of  the  windows  and  through 
the  door.  Guess  who  they  were!  The  hostesses  1  recog¬ 
nized  as  Ethel  Greenyer,  Evelyn  MacCleod,  and  Mar¬ 
jorie  MacCleod.  Three  hostesses!  Yes,  the  depression 


is  over.  Pilot  Vernon  Williams  and  co-pilot  “Windy” 
Winn  were  dusting  themselves  off.  Among  notable  pas¬ 
sengers  I  spied  Edith  Kimball,  well-known  New  York 
model,  and  Don  Hitchcock,  South  American  playboy. 

Suddenly  there  was  heard  the  screech  of  brakes 
and  Stephen  Doucette  dismounted  from  a  large  black 
hearse,  wringing  his  hands  and  croaking  hoarsely, 
“Leave  the  bodies  lay.”  Leavin’  Stephen  to  his  grue¬ 
some  business  we  continued  our  tour  of  the  airport. 
Behind  the  hangars  we  noticed  Donald  Douglass,  Rob¬ 
ert  Eisenhaure  and  Harry  Evans,  all  intent  over  the 
problem  of  a  broken  rear  axle  on  a  baby  carriage. 
Standing  patiently  by,  a  twin  in  each  arm,  stood  Flossie 
Duggan. 

Having  decided  that  we’d  seen  everything  there, 
we  zoomed  back  to  Reading  Square.  Alex  parked  the 
car  on  the  common  and  got  out  to  listen  to  an  arm- 
waving  harangue  by  Mike  Hennessy.  Between  inter¬ 
ludes  of  advocating  sundry  “isms”,  Mike  was  doing  his 
best  to  sell  a  jiffy  can  opener  to  an  interested  circle  of 
neighborhood  women,  among  whom  were  Grace  Bailey, 
that  famous  advocate  of  home-cooked  food,  and  Avis 
Sargent,  the  noted  head  of  the  local  radio  studio’s 
cooking  school. 

We  elbowed  our  way  through  the  crowd  and  entered 
the  town  hall.  Hizzoner  took  me  around  and  introduced 
me  to  the  town  officials,  but  not  before  Robert  Melendy 
had  nearly  bowled  us  over  as  he  rushed  out  the  door 
with  a  net  in  his  hand.  I  don’t  know  yet  whether  his 
object  was  a  dog  or  a  wife.  The  town  attorney,  Con¬ 
nie  Scharton,  was  involved  in  a  big  case  of  the  town 
of  Reading  vs.  Alden  Heath — for  biting  all  the  tips  off 
Hizzoner’s  cigars.  Marjorie  Tonks  and  Mary  Slack 
were  arguing  bitterly  in  an  ante-room,  and  I  was  in¬ 
formed  that  they  were  rival  candidates  for  selectmen. 
Incidentally,  I  chanced  to  look  out  a  window  as  we 
started  upstairs  ,and  whom  did  I  see  over  in  the  ceme¬ 
tery  but  Tom  Jacob,  its  sole  surviving  trustee!  “Yes,” 
I  reflected,  “that  is  a  fitting  job  for  him,  as  the  poor 
lad  was  always  half  dead,  anyway,  from  overwork.” 

The  head  of  the  Bureau  of  Old  Age  Assistance  was 
found  to  be  William  Watson.  Behind  the  next  door  we 
discovered  the  Board  of  Private  Welfare — headed  by 
James  Wallace,  who  sat  with  secretaries  Marjorie  Spind- 
ler  and  Jean  Stan  wood  perched  on  his  knees.  The  town 
clerk  proved  to  be  none  other  than  that  well  known 
citizen  about  town,  “Chippy”  Burbine,  while  in  a  nice 
shiny  office  sal  the  Soldiers’  Relief  Agent,  Betty  Stan- 
wood. 

Loud  voices  at  the  end  of  the  corridor  drew  us  to 
a  meeting  of  the  Finance  Committee,  the  president  of 
which  was  yelling  for  order.  Newton  Dickie,  for  it  was 
he,  was  getting  no  attention  from  his  worthy  associates, 
Malcolm  Johnston  and  Robert  Taylor,  who  were  trying 
to  appropriate  a  goodly  sum  for  a  new  sidewalk,  the 
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First  Row 
Betty  Parks 
Ruth  Hicks 
Frances  Wheeler 
Evelyn  Shaw 
Claire  Johnson 
Carolyn  Campbell 
Carolyn  Lumsden 
Lillian  Davies 
Alice  Robinson 
Beatrice  Ruderman 
Winnifred  Poland 

Second  Row 
Barbara  Blaikie 
Lucille  Gonnam 
Barbara  Davis 
Ruth  Shumaker 
Elinor  Abbott 
Jean  Dow 
Lois  Ives 
Jean  Maguire 
Marjorie  Webster 
Elizabeth  White 
Miss  Devaney 

Third  Row 
Otis  Anderson 
Sherman  Stone 
Leslie  Scott 
Donald  Taylor 
Stanley  Stembridge 
Glenn  Davis 
Lewis  Bosson 
Donald  Pease 
Kenneth  Anderson 
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A  CAPELLA  CHOIR 


First  Row 
Bette  Ellis 
Phyllis  Lacey 
Frances  Redmond 
Elsie  Lindquist 
Winnifred  Poland 
Helen  Dahlquist 
Kathleen  Wright 
Evelyn  Comey 
Priscilla  Proctor 
Second  Row 
Nancy  Holcomb 
Mary  Bronk 
Eva  Bruce 
Beatrice  Ruderman 
Dorothy  Doherty 
Alice  Robinson 
Rita  LeFave 
Frances  Wheeler 
Shirley  Stevens 
Third  Row 
Barbara  Jones 
Esther  F rotten 
Frances  McLaughlin 
Gertrude  Dahlquist 
Marjorie  Tonks 
Janet  Dwight 
Barbara  Merritt 
Jean  Danforth 
Fourth  Row 
Harold  Holmes 
Seigfried  Pfeiffer 
Roland  Dewhurst 
Crawford  Reed 
Joseph  Anderson 
Warren  Martin 
Robert  Meuse 
Fifth  Row 
William  Morrissey 
John  Mentus 
Robert  Durney 
Gordon  Mills 
Mr.  Peck 
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catch  being  that  each  wanted  it  to  go  in  front  of  his 
own  house.  Shrill  feminine  voices  clashed  with  mascu¬ 
line  ones  in  the  next  room,  where  Priscilla  Nichols, 
Hetty  Parks,  and  Jeanette  Muse  were  holding  forth  as 
the  Board  of  Appeal.  Appealing  to  them,  as  if  it  would 
do  any  good,  were  George  Melanson  and  Donald  Tay¬ 
lor,  both  gentlemen  being  down  on  their  knees  demand¬ 
ing  that  more  money  be  appropriated  for  shovels  with 
built-in  seats  for  the  boys  on  the  W.  P.  A. 

I  was  beginning  to  worry  about  the  status  of  muni¬ 
cipal  affairs  when  Mayor  Charles  called  to  my  attention 
the  fine  record  of  the  school  physician,  Lennox  Schop- 
pelry,  graduate  of  an  accredited  dog  hospital,  and  of 
his  efficient  nurse,  Phyllis  Cullington,  who  have  never 
more  than  nine  out  of  ten  students  on  the  absence  list 
at  any  one  time.  And  so,  with  my  doubts  pacified,  we 
emerged  from  the  town  building  and  walked  across  the 
common  just  in  time  to  see  Roger  Caron  before  he  left 
on  a  two  year  trek  to  North  Reading  with  the  shout, 
“There’s  gold  in  them  thar  hills.’’  Poor  Roger,  he 
can't  forget  that  filling  he  lost  up  there!  Traveling  with 
him  for  company,  certainly  for  nothing  else,  was  Jimmie 
Bain,  the  mad  scientist,  returning  to  his  lair  to  experi¬ 
ment  on  a  new  cure  for  the  “mornin’  after”. 

Hizzoner  and  I  rejoined  Alex  and  putted  down  to 
the  Washington  Street  ball  park,  where  a  big  game  was 
in  progress,  featuring  as  pitchers  Kelly  vs.  O’Brien. 
Asleep  on  first  base  was  “Bunny”  Storti.  Heading  into 
the  dust  to  snag  a  grounder  was  Jack  Collins,  while 
“Blackie”  Stephanian  was  engaged  in  that  lowly  act  of 
stealing  bases,  one  of  which  could  be  seen  protruding 
from  his  back  pocket.  Bobby  Spellman  was  just  visible 
way  out  in  left  field — picking  daisies.  “Slugger”  Tit- 
comb  was  at  bat,  while  bat  boy  Gordie  Watkins  at¬ 
tempted  manfully  to  push  the  feminine  admirers  back  so 
Titcomb  could  find  room  to  swing!  Playing  backstop 
was,  1  noted,  that  dynamic  personality,  “Dodie”  Carder! 

We  whipped  over  to  the  tennis  courts.  Playing  at 
tennis  were  Jean  Dow  and  Richard  Higgins  vs.  Dot 
Stratton  and  Chet  Gunn- — all  professionals  now.  Our 
attention  was  called  from  them  only  by  the  excited  bab¬ 
bling  of  human  voices,  and  we  noticed  some  girls  in¬ 
dulging  in  a  so-called  game  of  field  hockey.  The  Read¬ 
ing  team,  we  learned,  is  the  champion  team  of  the  state 
because  of  the  stellar  playing  of  the  famous  Arsenault 
girls,  Eileen,  Anna,  and  Stella.  Edith  Oulten,  Doris 
Nelson,  and  Marjorie  Owen  had  also  become  players  of 
special  note. 

The  next  sound  to  attract  us  was  the  splashing  of 
water  in  the  pool.  There  was  Doris  Dunn,  that  famous 
personality  of  Cilly  Nose’s  Grand  Aquacade,  here  for 
the  day  to  instruct  Reading’s  younger  generation  in  the 
art  of  aquatic  manipulations.  That  streak  of  lightning 
that  went  slinking  by,  intercepting  (darn  it)  our  view 
of  Doris,  was  none  other  than  the  world  renowned  track 


star,  Dave  Sheldon,  winner  of  cup  after  cup  and  medal 
after  medal. 

By  now  the  sun  was  setting  on  the  distant  horizon, 
and  our  stomachs  reminded  us  that  it  was  dinner  time. 
The  mayor  kindly  invited  me  to  his  house,  and  after 
a  delicious  repast  we  decided  that  we  should  take  in  a 
movie  at  the  new  Reading  Palace  Theatre.  The  feature 
attraction  was  the  world  premiere  of  a  picture  entitled 
“Away  With  the  Breeze”,  starring  Herbert  Grimes  as 
Rat  Bustler  and  Barbara  Bird  as  Red  O’Hare,  the  ex¬ 
travaganza  having  been  conceived  as  well  as  directed  by 
William  Friedlander.  Gowns  had  been  created  by  Betty 
Shannon  and  Helen  Farr. 

An  added  attraction  on  the  program  was  a  vaude¬ 
ville  show  of  home  grown  talent.  As  the  curtain  parted 
again,  there  were  two  pianos — a  beautiful  baby  grand 
and  an  old  moth-box.  A  hush  fell  over  the  audience  as 
Robert  Meuse  crossed  to  the  grand  piano,  sat  down, 
rolled  up  his  sleeves,  raised  his  hands  above  the  keys, 
and  then  gave  out  with  a  sizzling,  original,  boogie-woo¬ 
gie  concoction.  Amid  thunderous  applause,  he  an¬ 
nounced  that  he  had  been  so  inspired  during  a  night¬ 
mare  caused  by  eating  too  much  cheese  and  apple  cider 
on  a  visit  to  Bosson’s  beer  parlor.  At  the  conclusion 
of  maestro  Meuse’s  composition,  Mary  Bronk  entered 
from  the  opposite  side,  seated  herself  at  the  old  moth- 
box,  and  played,  as  it  had  never  been  played  before, 
Rachmaninoff’s  symphony  in  G  minor. 

The  show  went  on,  and  vivacious  Phyllis  Lacey, 
the  yodelin’  cowgal,  gave  a  rendition  of  “Carry  Me 
Back  to  the  Old  Prairie”,  the  latest  cowboy  hit,  accom¬ 
panied  by  Barbara  Jones  at  the  piano.  Mary  Delano 
then  appeared  on  the  stage  and  gave  a  pantomime  that 
brought  the  house  right  down.  At  last  the  famous  Read¬ 
ing  Sockettes  came  out,  and  Mayor  Charles  awoke  with 
a  start  to  give  them  his  delighted  attention.  Among  the 
dancers  were  those  local  cuties,  Frances  Madden,  Mar¬ 
jorie  Batchelder,  and  Elsie  Mason. 

During  the  intermission,  as  they  do  in  the  better 
Boston  theatres,  Virginia  Roberts,  Norma  Doran,  Patri¬ 
cia  Donegan,  and  Rita  Schaffner  from  the  Sockettes  were 
passing  among  the  audience.  We  followed  them  out 
and  into  the  spacious  lounge,  which  had  been  designed 
by  Harriett  Parker,  and  here  I  read  on  a  poster  that 
none  other  than  Phyllis  Garey  was  responsible  for  all 
stage  settings. 

Back  we  raced  at  the  conclusion  of  intermission  and 
we  were  just  in  time  for  the  next  act,  a  quartet  consist¬ 
ing  of  Lil  Davies,  who  has  taken  the  spotlight  from 
Schiaparelli,  Jean  Danforth,  a  noted  club  woman,  Caro¬ 
lyn  Lumsden,  who  now  is  a  famous  concert  pianist,  and 
Shirley  Stevens,  who  had  arranged  a  little  number  to 
suit  their  varied  talents.  My,  my,  they  did  harmonize 
beautifully.  Then  the  spotlight  moved  to  the  end  of  the 
stage  and  out  tapped  the  dynamic  Shaw  twins,  stage, 
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First  Row 

Jacqueline  Campbell 
Elinor  Abbott 
William  Morrissey 
Paul  Connelly 
Clarence  Fraughton 
Alfred  Doughty 
Barbara  Jones 
Lawrence  Doucette 
Richard  GrifTin 
Crawford  Reed 
Lorraine  Laughlin 

Second  Row 
Russell  Gunn 
Beverly  Brooks 
Barry  Arnold 
Richard  Robbins 
Laura  Hamm 
Russell  Ralston 
Lawrence  Shaw 
Melvin  Lane 
Elbridge  Corliss 

Third  Row 
Russell  Carter 
George  Arnold 
Charles  Carroll 
Gordon  Mills 
Beverly  Pitman 
Helen  LeFave 
Walter  Rowell 
Richard  Condon 
Alan  Hodges 
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READING  HIGH  SCHOOL  BAND 


L  OOTBALL  TEAM 


First  Row 
John  Collins 
William  Dacey 
Glenn  Davis 
James  Bain 
John  Kdlly 
Joseph  Carder 
Woodbury  Titcomb 
John  Crooker 
Gordon  Watkins 
Alfred  Stephanian 
Rudolf  DeRosa 
Second  Row 
Coach  Holgerson 
Coach  Ingersoll 
Ralph  Frotten 
Robert  Anderson 
Malcolm  Johnston 
Thomas  Hubbard 
Bruce  Putnam 
John  Storti 
Harry  Taylor 
James  Wallace 
Joseph  Collins 
Third  Row 
Charles  Webster 
Donald  Sletterink 
Howard  Bates 
Bernard  Correlle 
George  Fennelly 
Michael  Stephanian 
Stephen  Callan 
Newton  Dickie 

Fourth  Row 
Leonard  Greene 
Donald  O’Brien 
Herbert  MacLeod 
Michael  Toomey 
Joseph  Anderson 
Edgar  Upton 
George  LeFave 
John  Carney 
John  Dagdigian 
Back  Row 
Managers 
Henry  Collins 
Edgar  Davis 
Richard  Marston 
Robert  Cail 


Fifty-one 


PIONEER 


screen,  and  radio  stars.  They  contented  themselves  with 
taking  several  bows,  the  terms  of  their  contract  not  hav¬ 
ing  been  sufficiently  flattering  to  their  great  reputations. 

The  house  lights  came  on  and  the  show  was  over. 
As  we  rose  to  leave,  we  noticed  some  of  the  personali¬ 
ties  of  the  day  in  the  audience.  Putting  on  her  ermine 
wrap  behind  us  was  the  famous  model  Marilyn  Edwards. 
With  her  was  the  postmaster  general  of  the  United 
States,  Maynard  Batchelder.  Out  in  the  lobby,  photo¬ 
graphers  Ruth  Whitton  and  Donald  Tuttle  of  the  Read¬ 
ing  “Blah"  had  their  hands  full  getting  all  the  famous 
faces.  We  stood  near  them  and  looked  for  more  familiar 
people. 

Among  the  first  to  be  snapped  was  the  famous  com¬ 
mercial  artist  who  does  all  the  illustrations  for  leading 
magazines,  Betty  Gullam.  Close  behind  her  came  Ruth 
Hicks  and  Stella  Pollitz,  two  noted  writers.  Beverly 
Johnson  and  Dorothy  Jeanes  were  caught  stealing  past 
the  camera  men  and  were  asked  how  such  two  famous 
radio  stars  could  go  unnoticed.  Ruth  Perley  and  Donna 
Packer  came  next  and  both  posed  willingly,  being 
familiar  with  the  quest  for  news  themselves  because 
they  are  both  famous  foreign  correspondents  who  have 
just  returned  together  from  Brazil. 

Leaving  the  theater  we  followed  the  crowd  to  the 
famous  “Greasy  Spoon”,  under  the  management  of  the 
Zitzow  sisters,  Mary  and  Eleanor.  Sitting  at  the  table 
next  to  us  was  that  famous  radio  comedian  Robert  Ol¬ 
sen,  accompanied  by  Dorothy  Taylor  and  Mildred  Ben¬ 
nett,  his  sponsors  who  manufacture  that  all  purpose 
cold-cream  which  can  be  used  to  lubricate  one’s  car  as 
well  as  to  produce  flaky  pastry  or,  if  one  really  insists, 
that  “skin  like  birch-bark”.  Annabel  Walker  was  the 
featured  blues  singer  for  the  evening,  and  Dorothy 
White  and  Helen  Wheeler  were  very  outstanding  as  a 
dance  team. 

We  had  to  dash  madly  from  the  cafe  and  down  to 
the  station,  where  I  just  grabbed  the  last  milk-train  to 
Boston.  Leaning  out  of  the  cab  was  engineer  Todd 
Grooker,  who  held  a  stop  watch  on  me  while  I  made  a 
pretty  speech  of  thanks  and  farewell  to  Hizzoner.  Then 
the  train  lurched,  pitched,  and  roared  out  of  the  station, 
on  time  because  Todd  was  in  the  habit  of  keeping  his 
dates.  As  I  waved  farewell  to  my  home  town  I  noticed 
some  of  my  admirers,  with  their  noses  fairly  glued  to 
the  car  window.  Among  them  were  Barbara  Clark, 
Laverne  Peterson,  Mary  Powell,  and  Isabelle  Tower, 
leaders  of  the  “Affiliated  Mothers’  Clubs  of  Massachu¬ 
setts”,  as  1  could  see  by  the  banners  across  their  chests. 
They  were  evidently  waiting  their  chance  to  cross  the 
tracks  toward  home  after  a  vital  business  meeting. 

1  settled  myself  in  the  car  seat  once  more  and 
watched  the  scenery  slip  by.  But  not  long  could  1  rest 
in  peace,  for  across  the  aisle  were  Dorothy  Racine, 
Dorothy  Walsh,  Frances  McLaughlin  and  Barbara  Jen¬ 


kins,  discussing  the  latest  fashions  of  Harper’s  Bazaar. 
They  were  evidently  career  girls  from  Boston,  who  had 
come  out  to  the  old  home  town  to  see  some  real  excite¬ 
ment  for  a  change,  even  as  1  had  myself.  Evelyn  For¬ 
tier  and  Esther  Frotten  were  just  ahead  of  me,  each 
holding  a  sleeping  child.  1  gathered  from  their  talk 
that  they  were  entering  the  little  darlings  in  a  state-wide 
“healthy-baby"  contest  the  next  morning  and  were  de¬ 
termined  to  get  their  applicants  in  first.  Ethel  Johnson, 
looking  very  glamorous,  was  the  only  other  passenger 
in  the  car.  I  learned  from  the  combined  comments  of 
the  ladies  across  the  aisle  and  in  front  of  me  that  she 
was  now  manager  of  her  own  beauty  salon  at  the  biggest 
hotel  in  Boston. 

As  I  rode  on  my  last  mile  into  Boston  on  my  last 
two  cents,  I  sat  back  and  meditated  on  my  day’s  ex¬ 
perience  in  the  old  home  town.  I  reflected  that  little  old 
neading  thrives  and  lives  as  neatly  and  serenely  as  any 
modern  town  in  this  promised  land  or  in  any  that  I  had 
met  in  my  travels,  and  that  I  had  been  sufficiently  in¬ 
spired  to  continue  my  comic  strip  at  breakneck  speed 
for  at  least  the  next  ten  years. 

John  Shaw 
Dorothy  Stratton 
Lois  Ives 

Kenneth  Anderson 


CLASS  ELECTIONS 


Girl 

Florence  Duggan 
Barbara  Bird 
Helen  Farr 
Edith  Kimball 
Jean  Dow 
Constance  Carder 
Florence  Duggan 
Ruth  Hicks 
Carolyn  Lumsden 
Hetty  Shannon 
netty  Shannon 
netty  Stanwood 
Ruth  Hicks 
Ruth  Hicks 

Beverly  Johnson 

Mary  Bronk 
Mary  Delano 
Pnyilis  Cullington 
Sonia  Courossi 
Dorothy  Stratton 
Shaw  Twins 
^arolyn  Lumsden 
Lois  Ives 
Ruth  Hicks 

Cont 


Title 

Most  Popular 
Best  Looking- 
Best  Dressed 
Cutest 

Best  Athlete 
Best  Dancer 
Most  Personality 
Most  Ambitious 
Most  Versatile 
Wittiest 
Class  Clown 
Teacher's  Bane 
Teachers's  Delight 
Most  Likely  to 
Succeed 
Most  Likely  to 
Wed  First 
Best  Natured 
Most  Serious 
Glass  Giggler 
Alost  Flirtatious 
Most  Sophisticated 
Gum  Chewer 
Class  Couple  No.  1 
Class  Couple  No.  2 
Most  Scholarly 
inued  on  page  seventy 


Boy 

Wiliam  Dacey 
Woodbury  Titcomb 
Donald  Hitchcock 
Robert  Tucker 
Albert  Stephanian 
James  Bain 
William  Dacey 
Robert  Burrows 
Glenn  Davis 
Alexander  Dissel 
Alexander  Dissel 
Alexander  Dissel 
Robert  Burrows 
Robe,  t  Burrows 

Richard  Higgins 

George  Brennan 
Robert  Burrows 
John  O’Malley 
Robert  Tucke. 
Donaid  Hitchcock 
Fiank  Fisher 
Malcolm  Johnston 
William  Dacey 
Robert  Burrows 
three 
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BASKETBALL 


The  Beading  High  Basketball  Team  surprised  its 
capable  coach,  Mr.  Althoff,  who  wasn’t  expecting  another 
championship  so  soon,  by  starting  the  season  off  very 
successfully  with  three  straight  wins  and  their  pictures 
over  a  write-up  in  the  Boston  Herald,  but  the  boys  jusi 
couldn’t  carry  through  in  the  pinches.  They  had  three 
opportunities  handed  them  to  take  over  the  undisputed 
lead  of  the  Middlesex  League,  but  failed  each  time. 

The  future  looked  bright  for  our  team  when  they 
rolled  over  Stoneham,  Winchester,  and  edged  out  a  pros¬ 
pective  first  place  team,  Lexington,  by  one  point.  Even 
after  losing  to  Melrose  (not  a  league  game)  and  Bel¬ 
mont  in  close  fought  games,  it  seemed  that  Reading  still 
had  a  chance,  because  the  team  pushed  down  Lexing¬ 
ton  and  had  a  field  day  against  Stoneham. 

A  large  gathering  of  tense  fans  attended  the  next 
game  on  the  card,  because  the  local  lads  went  to  Wake¬ 
field  and  if  they  won  that  game  they  could  be  on  top 
again,  Belmont  having  just  dropped  a  game  to  Winches¬ 
ter.  Instead  of  glory  it  was  all  a  sad  story,  though;  the 
Reading  team  lost  this  game.  To  add  to  their  woes, 
they  were  destined  to  lose  the  last  four  league  games, 
to  finish  in  fourth  place,  after  having  lost  their  third 
shot  at  first  place. 

The  lettermen  were  composed  of  an  inexperienced 
group  of  five  seniors  and  one  junior:  A.  Stephan ian, 
J.  Storti,  R.  Anderson,  J.  Bain,  G.  Davis,  and  W.  Cail. 
The  summary  for  the  season  follows: 


Reading  26 

Stoneham  22 

33 

Winchester  27 

22 

Lexington  21 

17 

Melrose  19 

14 

Belmont  19 

23 

Lexington  19 

44 

Stoneham  30 

14 

Winchester  37 

28 

Middlesex  School  25 

33 

Alumni  34 

24 

Belmont  34 

23 

Wakefield  37 

Glenn  Davis,  ’41. 


BASEBALL 

The  baseball  squad  opened  its  doors  to  the  1941 
season  with  a  new  coach,  Mr.  Arthur  Radvilas.  Mr. 
Radvilas  made  good  as  assistant  at  his  most  recent 
coaching  post  at  Stoughton  High,  where  in  his  younger 
days,  before  his  sports  career  at  Columbia  University, 
he  starred  as  a  three  letter  man.  A  large  squad  re¬ 
ported  for  practice,  but  it  soon  dwindled  down  as  of  yore 


to  the  ambitious  lads  of  the  first  and  second  teams. 
Among  this  group,  there  were  seven  veterans,  five  Sen¬ 
iors  and  two  Juniors.  Although  not  a  large  group,  it 
gave  the  team  a  small  back  bone  that  was  to  expand 
as  the  season  advanced  until  our  boys  were  the  cham¬ 
pions  of  the  League! 

The  pitching  staff  was  made  up  chiefly  of  young 
and  coming  material  in  Anderson,  Twomey  and  Col- 
ford,  with  the  main  stay  who  got  all  tough  assignments 
being  the  renowned  “Obie”  O’Brien.  Besides  being  a 
great  pitcher,  “Donny”  is  also  very  dangerous  in  the 
batter’s  box,  as  his  home  run  against  Lexington  proved. 
“Obie”  had  pitched  all  but  two  innings  out  of  a  possible 
forty-five  and  had  been  credited  with  four  wins  and  no 
losses,  as  this  magazine  went  to  press. 

At  the  far  side  of  the  plate  this  season  was  an  am¬ 
bitious  sophomore,  George  Fennelly.  George  is  really 
a  fighter  and  is  a  natural  in  every  sport.  He  works  hard 
and  is  always  going  up,  as  his  batter’s  average  now  is 
well  over  .500.  More  successful  games  are  looked  for 
with  “Fenn”  behind  the  plate.  “Jack”  Collins  has 
guarded  first  base  once  more  and  his  ability  is  outstand¬ 
ing.  “Jack”  is  a  great  sportsman  and  when  he  steps  to 
the  plate,  the  sunfielders  move  back  automatically. 
“Jack”  has  represented  Reading  High  well  by  his  slug¬ 
ging,  fielding,  and  great  love  of  the  sport.  “Woodie” 
Titcomb  was  moved  from  the  outfield  to  patrol  around 
the  keystone  sack,  where  he  teamed  w  ith  “Speed”  Steph- 
anian,  at  short,  to  make  up  a  fast  combination.  Both 
have  had  their  share  of  base  hits  and  “Blackie”  is  once 
more  in  the  batters  column  of  honor.  Incidentally, 
“Blackie”  has  speeded  up — he  now  rounds  the  bases 
in  a  quick  twenty  seconds  (two  seconds  faster  than  last 
year) . 
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At  third  base  a  young  Junior  was  assigned  the  job 
of  handling  the  first  ones  and  managed  very  well.  ‘"Har¬ 
ry"  Irons  has  plenty  of  fight  and  a  willingness  to  work, 
as  has  been  shown  by  his  nice  pickups  and  fast  throws. 
In  left  field  was  to  be  seen  our  one  and  only,  our  sleepy 
“Bunny”  Storti,  whose  dependable  fielding  and  accur¬ 
ate  throws  have  held  many  runners  to  a  minimum  of  ex¬ 
tra  bases.  “Bunny”  has  acquired  his  fame  mostly  as  a 
“hunter”  and  has  been  successful  many  times  in  plays 
and  sacrifice  hits.  Our  slugging  center  fielder  has  been 
Ralph  Frotten,  who  manages  perfect  fielding  and  many 
seemingly  impossible  catches.  Ralph  has  robbed,  really 
robbed,  many  opposing  teams  of  base  hits,  and  his  great¬ 
est  thrill  is  diving  for  a  fast  ball  to  put  neatly  in  his 
pocket  and  walk  home.  Our  sunfield  this  year  has  been 
occupied  by  many  varied  personalities,  in  the  forms  ot 
“Bob  Anderson,  “A1  Colford,  Gerald  Colford,  and 
“Wrinkle  Kelley.  Each  of  these  boys  has  what  it  takes 
and  is  battling  for  a  berth  with  true  competitive  spirit. 
“Wrinkle"  continues  to  perform  in  the  locker  rooms,  and 
he  is  an  expert  first  base  coach. 

Our  second  team  came  along  fast  and  had  only  one 
defeat  in  its  three  game  competition  with  the  first  team. 
Crooker  is  expected  for  big  things  with  his  strong  arm, 
along  with  other  rookies  such  as  Brown,  Beaumont, 
Shaw%  Stephanian,  Gallant,  and  “Joe”  Collins.  If  the 
boys  continue  to  co-operate  and  play  hard  during  the 
remaining  games  a  possible  championship  is  in  sight. 

Our  schedule  is  as  follows: 

Reading  at  Winchester  —  Lost,  4-1 
Reading  at  Lexington  —  Won,  16-9 
Reading  at  Belmont  —  Won,  6-1 
Stoneham  at  Reading  —  Won,  6-5 
Winchester  at  Reading  —  Won  11-7 
Reading  at  Maynard  —  Won,  14-10 
Belmont  at  Reading  —  Won  11-5 
Reading  at  Stoneham 
Maynard  at  Reading 

W.  C.  Titcomb,  ’41 


TENNIS 

Coach  AlthofFs  tennis  team  got  off  to  a  flying  start 
this  year  by  winning  its  first  two  matches  and  by  having 
the  largest  squad  in  recent  years:  Captain  Chet  Gunn, 
Steve  Callan,  Bob  Perry,  Bob  Sanson,  Joe  Pendergast, 
Sherman  Stone,  Andy  Moores,  Dick  Bowser,  Bob  Bing¬ 
ham,  Phil  Burbine,  Dick  Dill,  Dick  Stevens,  Don  Pease, 
Dave  Dow,  Bob  Cooper,  Dana  Alward,  Harley  Towle, 
and  Bob  Parker. 

The  first  match  was  played  on  May  6  at  the  local 
courts,  the  verdict  being  Reading  4,  Wakefield  1.  The 
second  match,  also  at  Birch  Meadow',  came  on  May 
9,  and  Reading  downed  Stoneham  4-1.  The  third  match, 
our  first  defeat,  was  played  at  Danvers  May  12,  on  grav¬ 


el  courts.  Although  our  boys  played  the  best  game  that 
they  could,  we  were  edged  out  by  the  score  of  Danvers 
3,  Reading  2.  A  list  of  the  remaining  matches,  scores 
of  which  you  may  fill  in  yourselves,  follows: 


Thursday,  May  15 
Tuesday,  May  20 
Thursday,  May  22 
Monday,  May  26 
First  week  in  June 


at  Stoneham 
at  Wakefield 
Vermont  Academy 
Danvers 

Belmont  Interscholaslics 
Our  team  this  year  probably  is  the  youngest  team 
in  the  league,  as  we  have  only  one  senior.  Although  our 
boys  are  more  inexperienced  than  other  schools,  we  ex¬ 
pect  to  finish  out  the  season  with  but  one  defeat  and 
are  waiting  to  play  Danvers  on  our  own  courts.  Keep 
your  eyes  on  next  year’s  squad! 

Chester  Gunn,  ’41. 


GOLF 

At  the  time  of  this  writing  the  golf  team  has  plave;' 
six  matches,  four  of  them  having  been  at  Meadow 
Brook.  The  first  match  was  played  at  Malden,  with 
Malden  emerging  victorious  by  a  slim  5-4  margin.  The 
next  match  did  little  to  cheer  the  team,  which  suffered 
its  worst  defeat,  9-0  against  Wakefield.  Then  came  a 
journey  to  Melrose,  which  resulted  only  in  a  8  1-2  to  1-2 
setback  on  a  wet  course.  The  boys  from  Stoneham  came 
over  to  Reading  then  and  brought  a  6  1-2  to  2  1-2  defeat. 
During  the  same  week  Saugus  arrived  at  the  local  links 
and  departed  with  an  8  1-2  to  1-2  victory.  But  R.  H. 
S.  next  played  Malden  in  a  return  match  which  result¬ 
ed,  in  victory,  the  final  score  being  6-3! 

This  year  our  golf  team  was  organized  under  the 
capable  leadership  of  a  new  faculty  coach,  Mr.  Robert 
Bronner.  Appreciation  is  certainly  due  him  for  his 
encouragement,  and  to  the  Meadow'  Brook  Green’s  Com¬ 
mittee  for  allowing  us  the  use  of  its  course.  And  this 
year  the  golf  team  has  enjoyed  the  unique  distinction 
of  having  two  girl  members,  “Ginny”  Davis  and  Bette 
Stanwood.  The  remainder  of  the  team  consists 
of  “Pinky”  Higgins,  Alden  Heath,  Bill  Lander,  and  Herb 
MacLeod,  with  Kenneth  Bushway  and  “Pete”  Benton  as 
trusty  subs. 

Alden  Heath,  ’41. 


RIDING  CLUB 

After  several  attempts  to  get  together  with  the  wea¬ 
therman,  the  Riding  Club,  reorganized  to  include  boys 
and  two  new  “coaches”,  embarked  upon  its  spring  car¬ 
eer  at  Pine  Banks  in  Melrose.  Coach  Ingersoll  had 
charge  of  the  boys,  who  included  Lennox  Schoppelry, 
Ken  Anderson,  Newton  Dickie,  Orlando  Ames,  Don 
Baisley,  Bob  Durney,  Robert  Bingham,  Lewis  Bosson. 
and  Howard  Bates,  anti  also  of  one  of  the  girl  s  groups, 
which  met  on  Thursday  afternoons  and  which,  for  ob- 
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First  Row 
William  Brennan 
Richard  Beaumont 
John  Hegarty 
Kenneth  Castine 
Robert  Beaumont 
Alfred  Colford 
Robert  Dagdigian 
Paul  Quinlan 
Michael  Stephanian 

Second  Row 
Ralph  Frotten 
John  Crooker 
Donald  O’Brien 
John  Storti 
John  Kelly 
Walter  Gallant 
Michael  Toomey 
Lawrence  Shaw 

Third  Row 
Richard  Webster 
Alfred  Stephanian 
Robert  Anderson 
Richard  Brown 
Harry  Irons 
Woodbury  Titcomb 
Gerald  Colford 
John  Collins 
George  Fennelly 
Coach  Radvilas 


BASEBALL  TEAM 


First  Row 
David  Littlefield 
Elmer  Lincoln 
Roland  Dewhurst 
Warren  Winn 
Robert  Perry 
Gerald  Colford 
Bolic  Schultz 

Second  Row 
Donald  Baisley 
Martin  Shapiro 
Gerald  Brooks 
Steven  Miller 

Third  Row 
Clifford  Toussaint 
Phillip  Burbine 
Michael  Hennessy 
Leonard  Rose 

Fourth  Row 
Charles  Cummings 
Henry  Jacques 
Harris  Pratt 
Robert  Bowser 
Walter  Schofield 

Fifth  Row 
Coach  Althoff 


SOCCER  TEAM 
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vious  reasons  had  a  large  enrollment.  The  first  session 
of  the  latter,  on  May  8,  saw  the  following  girls  in  at¬ 
tendance:  Ann  Schaeffer,  Barbara  Glover,  Dorothy  Beas¬ 
ley,  Nancy  White,  Pat  Gray,  Ann  Richmond,  Gloria 
Shane,  Eleanor  Williams,  Martha  Spaulding,  Beverly 
Buckler,  Joanne  Davis,  Jean  Gleason,  Ruth  Shumaker, 
Beverly  Pitman,  “Bea”  Ruderman,  Nancy  Holcomb,  and 
Alice  Robinson.  What  wiLh  Martha  Spaulding  procur¬ 
ing  a  horse  that  exactly  matched  her  reddish-gold  tress¬ 
es,  Gloria  Shane  doctoring  a  sprained  ankle  with  an 
odiferous  “hoss”  linament,  and  another  maiden  winding 
up  the  afternoon  wearing  her  sweater  in  a  most  unusual 
place — their  first  session  was  an  exciting  one,  we  hear. 

The  other  girls’  group  was  chaperoned  by  the  pop¬ 
ular  M  iss  Barbara  Carpenter  and  met  on  Friday  after¬ 
noons.  This  group  was  composed  mostly  of  senior  “vet¬ 
erans”  cavorting  around  Pine  Banks.  These  included 
Priscilla  Nichols,  Carolyn  Lumsden,  Barbara  Bryant, 
Jean  Dow,  Edie  Kimball,  Ginnie  Davis,  Shirley  Stev¬ 
ens,  Shirley  Bussell,  Dottie  Cress,  Lois  Ives,  Connie 
Scharton,  Bette  Shannon,  Lillian  Davies,  Jane  Veazie, 
and  Natalie  Gray.  Their  first  meeting  took  place  on 
May  9,  when  a  minor  catastrophe  initiated  them  into  the 
club:  Lois  Ives,  riding  a  steed  with  the  gentle  sounding 
title  of  “Moondust”,  fell  off  her  mount,  much  to  Miss 
Carpenter’s  consternation.  Lois  is  long  since  on  the 
road  to  recovery. 

Priscilla  Nichols,  ’41. 


RIFLE  CLUB 

The  R.  H.  S.  Rifle  Club  has  just  completed  a  very 
successful  season.  Mr.  Russell  Taylor,  the  director, 
arranged  some  very  fine  matches.  One  of  the  biggest 
reasons  for  the  club’s  success  has  been  “Mike”  Hig¬ 
gins,  the  coach,  who  is  a  fine  marksman  himself  and  who 
has  done  an  excellent  job  of  developing  inexperienced 
members  into  sharp-shooters.  “Mike”  has  also  let  the 
club  use  his  excellent  target  rifle,  which  is  responsible 
for  many  high  scores. 

Ihe  rifle  team  won  four  out  of  seven  matches. 
Among  the  team  members  who  have  shot  at  most  of 
the  matches,  Marcella  Hayes,  a  former  member  of  the 
Male  len  rifle  team,  has  the  highest  average;  Arthur 
Styl  es,  the  other  co-captain,  follows  close  behind  Marcel¬ 
la  with  steady  high  scores.  Phyllis  Springford,  who  has 
advanced  the  farthest  in  her  scoring  and  who  also  won 
the  medal  for  high  scorer  of  the  Reading  Team  at  the 
Beverly  Junior  Rifle  Event,  is  a  promising  feminine 
marksman.  Margaret  Charles  and  Frances  Wheeler  are 
among  the  others  in  the  ten  highest.  Jean  Gleason,  Ele¬ 
anor  Williams,  and  Marion  Langiell  are  other  girls  who 
are  improving  at  each  practice  session.  Of  the  boys, 
Arthur  Bancroft,  Leslie  Scott,  Berl  Howe,  David  Shel¬ 
don,  and  Glenn  Hodson  all  have  a  position  in  the  top 
ten. 


The  members  of  the  Rifle  Club  are  anxiously  wait¬ 
ing  the  completing  of  the  new  range  at  the  Pearl  St. 
School.  This  range  will  have  more  ports  than  the  range 
being  used  at  present  and  therefore  more  members  can 
shoot  at  the  same  time. 

Glenn  Hodson,  43. 


TENNIS 

Well,  at  last  Spring  was  really  here,  and  all  the 
girls  were  excited  when  finally  the  tennis  play-off  tour¬ 
nament  was  in  full  swing.  Because  Miss  Nichols  al¬ 
ways  gets  very  enthusiastic  response  to  her  announce¬ 
ment  of  try-outs  for  the  team  itself,  it  took  a  consider¬ 
able  period  of  time  to  narrow  the  huge  field  of  candi¬ 
dates  down  to  the  girls’  first  team:  Claire  Johnson  (first 
singles),  Marjorie  Webster  (second  singles),  Edith  Kim¬ 
ball  (third  singles),  Jean  Danforth  and  Stella  Pollitz, 
Lucille  Gonnam  and  Evelyn  Greenleaf,  and  Lillian  Dav¬ 
ies  and  Dorothy  Stratton  (doubles  combinations). 

The  weatherman  proved  unreasonable  and  play-offs 
took  so  long  that  we  are  unable  to  report  here  any  of 
the  matches.  The  team  had  high  hopes  as  the  “Pioneer” 
went  to  press  of  making  a  good  showing  this  year  at 
the  Belmont  Tournament.  If  all  you  tennis  enthusiasts 
expect  to  get  a  court  you'd  better  go  down  after  supper 
instead  of  during  the  afternoon  now,  because  we’re  afraid 
the  girls  will  have  a  monopoly  of  the  courts,  at  least 
on  the  days  when  the  boys  haven’t  got  there  first. 

Jean  Danforth,  41. 


BASKETBALL 

Miss  Nichols’  annual  call  for  basketball  players 
was  answered  enthusiastically  by  a  large  number  of 
girls.  Among  those  staying  the  entire  season  were  these 
Seniors:  Sonia  Courossi,  Dorothy  Arnett,  Jean  Dow, 
Esther  Frotten,  Florence  Duggan,  Edith  Kimball,  El¬ 
sie  Mason,  Gene  Baker,  and  Marjorie  Tonks.  Juniors 
destined  to  become  part  of  the  regular  squad  includ¬ 
ed  Alma  Towle,  Barbara  Merritt,  Claire  Johnson,  Elinor 
Abbott,  Frances  Wheeler,  Patricia  Lane,  Katherine  Mat¬ 
ing,  Barbara  Glover,  Beverly  Buckler,  Harriett  Camp, 
and  Jean  Dodge.  Sophomores  who  stood  faithfully  by 
throughout  the  season  were  Helen  Poland,  Helen  Dahl- 
quist,  Carolyn  Foster,  Patricia  Gray,  Lucille  Watts, 
Edith  Manter,  Phyllis  Barr,  Nancy  Perry,  Nancy  Pratt, 
Margaret  Ives,  Maybelle  Gaw,  Barbara  Normine,  Althea 
Crilley,  Betty  Hoffer,  and  Gertrude  Doucette. 

The  Seniors  had  a  very  good  season  this  year  in 
spite  of  numerous  bruises  and  limps  contracted  mid¬ 
season  at  their  carnival.  Reports  for  the  entire  season 
reveal  a  loss  of  only  one  game.  The  Juniors  came 
through  losing  only  two,  while  the  Sophomores  got 
in  some  good  practice,  anyway! 

Ihe  first  game  of  the  season  furnished  the  girls 
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Coach  Bronner 
Richard  Higgins 
William  Lander 
Virginia  Davis 
Kenneth  Bushway 
Alden  Heath 
Betty  Stanwood 
Lennox  Schoppelry 
Ralph  Gibson 


GOLF  TEAM 


BOYS’  TENNIS  TEAM 


First  Row 

Robert  Bingham 
Robert  Sansorn 
David  Dow 
Chester  Gunn 
Stephen  Callan 
Robert  Cooper 
1  )onald  Pease 
Sherman  Stone 


Second  Row 
Robert  Bowser 
Harley  Towle 
Richard  Dill 
Coach  Althoff 
Richard  Stevens 
Andrew  Moores 
Robert  Parker 
Joseph  Pendergrast 
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First  Row 
Carolyn  Campbell 
Priscilla  Nichols 
Marjorie  Webster 
Jean  Dodge 
Nancy  White 
Ruth  Hicks 
Phyllis  Barr 
Margaret  I  vers 
Helen  Poland 
Patricia  Gray 


SECOND  ROW 
Ethel  Greenyer 
Russell  Coombs 
John  Crooker 
Glenn  Davis 
Donald  Taylor 
Donald  Pease 
Robert  Sansom 
Lucille  Watts 


Third  Row 
Ralph  Herrick 
Woodbury  Titcomb 
Mr.  Spencer 
Richard  Stevens 
David  Dow 


STUDENT  COUNCIL 


with  an  encouraging  start,  because  Reading  won  all  three 
games  from  Lexington:  Seniors,  30-15;  Juniors  18-13; 
and  Sophomores,  22-13.  The  second  game  was  with 
Swampscott,  and  although  not  so  happy  an  occasion  for 
the  Sophomores,  who  lost  by  one  basket,  w'as  victor¬ 
ious  for  Seniors  and  Juniors.  The  score  of  the  evening 
for  the  Seniors  was  20-11;  Juniors,  21-11;  and  Sopho¬ 
mores,  11-13.  In  the  next  game  the  Seniors  won  from 
Melrose  21-17  to  make  up  for  the  beating  they  took  last 
year.  The  Juniors  and  Sophomores  didn’t  do  so  well, 
their  scores  being  Juniors,  15-46;  Sophomores,  0-28. 

Then  came  that  old  unbeatable  enemy,  Arlington. 
The  jinx  held  sway  again  and  Reading  lost  all  three 
games,  this  time  Seniors,  12-29;  Juniors,  15-20;  and 
Sophomores,  3-26.  Nevertheless  this  was  the  Senior’s 
first  and  last  defeat  of  the  season,  and  a  resolute  gang 
boarded  the  bus  for  the  next  game,  with  Swampscott. 
Ibis  proved  well  worth  seeing.  Senior  Carnival  injur¬ 


ies  had  taken  their  toll  and  because  the  Seniors  were 
short  a  few  players,  Barbara  Bryant  exchanged  her 
usual  position  for  that  of  forward.  Nobody  except 
those  who  saw  it  can  imagine  how  funny  that  game  was. 
I  he  Swampscott  team  did  a  lot  of  wondering.  Our 
Seniors  and  Juniors  won,  25-21,  and  42-27,  while  the 
Sophomores  were  again  defeated,  18  -  25.  The  last 
game  of  the  season  was  with  Wakefield,  whom  we 
succeeded  in  defeating,  so  that  the  season  for  Reading 
was  capped  victoriously  for  all  three  Reading  teams; 
Seniors,  34-14,  Juniors  35-6,  and  Sophomores  21-15. 

Everyone  wants  to  thank  Miss  Nichols  for  her 
patient  help  and  to  leave  her  our  best  wishes  for  con¬ 
tinued  success  with  her  teams.  We  hope  that  next  year 
she  will  have  a  squad  as  good  as  the  Seniors  were  this 
year. 

Elsie  Mason,  ’41. 
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First  Row 
John  Storti 
Robert  Anderson 
Janies  Main 
Glenn  Davis 
Albert  Stephanian 
Wilbur  Cail 
George  Marchctti 
I  )onald  T uckcr 


Second  Row 
Richard  Dill 
Walter  Schofield 
Stanley  Hrynowsky 
George  Doucette 
John  Griffin 
James  Robinson 
Ernest  Doucette 
Coach  Althoff 
Kenneth  Gray 


Third  Row 
Richard  Webster 
William  Lander 
William  Conron 
Michael  Twomey 
David  Dow 
Frank  Brennan 
George  Fennelly 
Edward  Fitzgerald 


BASKETBALL  TEAM 


First  Row 
Marion  Langiell 
Phyllis  Springford 
Frances  Wheeler 
Arthur  Stiles 
Coach  Higgins 
Marcella  Hayes 
Jean  Gleason 
Elinor  Williams 
Margaret  Charles 


Second  Row 
Arthur  Bancroft 
Lennox  Schoppelry 
Ralph  Gibson 
Coach  Taylor 
Bert  Howe 
David  Sheldon 
Paul  Scott 
Leslie  Scott 
Glenn  Hodson 


RIFLE  TEAM 
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CINEMA  QUIPS 


“Victory" 

“Too  Many  Girls’’ 
“Sailor’s  Lady  ’ 

“Go  West” 

“Gone  With  the  Wind” 
“Tobacco  Road” 

“This  Thine  Called  Love 


Ruth  Hicks 
Reading 
Bette  Stanwood 
Stella  Pollitz 
Mr.  Kibbee’s  Hair 
From  the  Boiler  Room 
Carolyn  and  Mac 


“Three  Cheers  for  the  Irish  O’Malley,  0  Brien,  Zitzow 
“Blonde  Inspiration”  "Edie”  Kimball 

“Come  Live  With  Me”  “Bev”  and  “Pinky” 

“Glamour  for  Sale”  Martha  Spaulding 

“Little  Men”  Messieurs  Ingersoll  and  Dacey 

“Escape  to  Glory”  Graduation 

“Ziegfield  Girl”  Lorraine  Loughlin 

“Stout-hearted  Men”  Football  Squad 

“The  Awful  Truth”  Report  Cards 

“She  Couldn’t  Say  No”  ???????? 

“The  Long  Voyage  Home”  North  Reading  Gang 

“Give  Us  Wings”  “Ed”  Palmer  and  “Lou”  Babine 
“The  Mad  Doctor”  “Ken”  Anderson 

“Arise,  my  Love”  Doughty’s  car 

“The  Letter”  Deficiencies 

“The  Very  Thought  of  You”  Homework 

“Fantasia”  Ellsworth  Noone 

“Dawn  Patrol”  “Farmer”  Dickie 

“The  Villain  Still  Pursued  Her”  H.  Bates  -  J.  Dwight 
“Behind  the  News”  Pioneer  Board 

“Down  Argentine  Way”  Miss  Ernst 

“Petticoat  Politics”  Tri-Hi 

“Tall,  Dark,  and  Handsome”  Mr.  Spencer 

“The  Road  Back”  P.  G’s. 

Virginia  Davis  ’41 


WISHFUL  THINKING,  OR  A  PAGE  FROM  A  DIARY 
IN  THE  YEAR  2000 

My  soundless  alarm  clock  had  to  hit  me  on  the  head 
and  give  me  a  good  shake  this  morning  to  awaken  me. 
I  pushed  the  third  button  on  the  wall  at  the  right  of 
my  bed;  the  windows  closed,  the  shades  went  up,  and 
my  room  began  to  get  warm.  My,  when  one  is  seventy- 
seven  years  old  and  not  so  “chipper”  as  of  yore,  such 
newfangled  ideas  certainly  help!  As  I  sat  up,  I  dis¬ 
covered  that  the  temperature  must  have  dropped,  for 
the  blanket  on  the  foot  of  my  bed  had  been  moved  up 
over  me  by  the  automatic  machine  that  I  had  installed 
last  week  for  that  purpose. 

After  1  had  dressed  and  my  electric  tooth  and  hair 
brushes  had  finished  their  matutinal  tasks,  I  pul  on  my 
in\  isible  eye  glasses,  stepped  onto  the  escalator,  and 
went  down  to  the  first  floor,  where  1  selected  a  pink  pill, 
two  green  ones,  and,  not  being  very  hungry,  only  half 


of  an  orange  one  for  my  breakfast. 

Suddenly,  my  telephone  chimes  began  to  play. 
Answering  their  summons,  I  saw  immediately  in  my 
television  receiver  that  it  was  none  other  than  my  co- 
chairman  of  our  Reading  School  Board.  She  said  that 
her  rocket  ship  was  out  of  uranium  so  that  we  should 
have  to  use  mine  or  walk  if  we  were  going  to  visit  our 
old  alma  mater,  Reading  High  School.  My  husband 
had  planned  to  fly  to  Paris  on  a  business  trip,  so  we 
decided  to  walk. 

As  I  opened  the  huge  front  door  of  my  dusty  rose 
plastic  house,  I  grabbed  the  air  mail  letter  from  the 
mail  order  house  containing  my  son  Algernon’s  home¬ 
work  for  that  day.  Jamming  it  angrily  into  the  far  re¬ 
cesses  of  my  purse,  I  joined  my  friend  at  the  gate,  and 
we  were  fortunate  enough  to  be  able  to  select  our  favor¬ 
ite  easy  chairs  on  the  moving  sidewalk.  We  chatted 
cosily  as,  side  by  side,  we  set  off  for  the  beautiful,  mod¬ 
ern,  glass  R.  H.  S.  On  the  way  to  school  we  saw  a  man 
sowing  some  of  that  new  self-cutting  grass  in  his  front 
yard,  a  poster  announcing  that  Roosevelt  will  definitely 
run  for  re-election,  a  scientist  experimenting  with  a 
gravity  controller  which  should  make  walking  on  air 
possible,  a  new  salon  advertising  enough  concentrated 
sleep  in  two  hours  to  last  for  three  weeks,  and  the  re¬ 
cently  painted  station  where  under-water  subways  leave 
every  thirty  minutes  for  Europe. 

We  arrived  at  R.  H.  S.  just  as  the  8:15  bell  was 
ringing,  and  were  invited  by  the  president  of  the  Student 
Council,  who  is  in  complete  charge,  to  spend  a  typical 
day  with  the  pupils.  We  each  selected  a  miniature  car, 
which  all  the  pupils  now  have  for  going  from  class  to 
class,  from  its  compartment,  and  drove  to  the  study  hall, 
leaving  it  with  an  honor  pupil  to  park  for  us.  Just  a; 
I  was  settling  myself  in  one  of  the  huge  easy  chairs, 
however,  1  was  summoned  to  the  office  and  told  that  a 
friend  from  Mars  was  calling  by  super-hydronic  tele¬ 
phone.  My  friend,  the  president  of  the  Woman’s  Club 
there,  invited  me  to  attend  an  autogyro  race  two  weeks 
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from  today  and  told  me  to  be  sure  to  come  on  a  strato¬ 
sphere  train.  Delighted  at  the  prospect,  1  accepted  her 
invitation. 

Coming  out  of  the  office  and  seeing  the  stockroom, 
I  remembered  that  I  wanted  to  buy  one  of  those  pencils 
that  Algernon  has— the  kind  that  write  as  you  think. 
My  purchase  in  hand,  I  climbed  again  into  the  little 
pul-put  and  whizzed  up  to  visit  an  English  class,  where 
1  was  met  by  a  group  of  students  who  informed  me 
that  for  the  first  time  in  history  the  R.  H.  S.  football 
team  had  gone  through  undefeated  for  the  season.  I 
sat  down  in  an  easy  chair,  turned  on  the  radio,  and 
placed  on  my  head  the  bowl-shaped  instrument  from 
which  the  day's  English  grammar  was  transmitted  to 
in)  brain.  The  robot  which  was  the  teacher  passed  out 
paper  for  the  assignment  and  dismissed  the  class. 

On  my  way  to  visit  an  Algebra  class,  1  was  caught 
speeding  by  the  traffic  officer,  who  came  rushing  after 
me  on  roller  skates,  and  this  being  a  serious  offence, 
even  though  I  was  a  guest,  I  was  assigned  to  Concen¬ 
tration  Camp  Number  Three.  For  lunch  I  was  allowed 
to  rejoin  my  friend,  and  together  we  swallowed  eight 
light  brown  pills,  four  navy  blue  ones,  and  two  yellow 
ones — delicious!  The  assembly  program  for  the  day 
was  a  radio  television  program  on  how  to  use  correctly 
that  gas  that  enables  one  to  stride  through  the  air  at  a 
very  swift  rate  of  speed. 

After  school  we  climbed  into  a  rocket  ship  taxi 
and  hopped  over  to  Birch  Meadow  Airport  and  from 
there  to  the  seaplane  base  at  Wakefield  Lake.  During 
the  afternoon  my  friend  and  I  were  hungry,  so  we  stop¬ 
ped  at  Torre’s  for  non-fattening  sodas  and  a  box  of  non¬ 
fattening  chocolates.  Deciding  to  walk  again,  we  left 
our  ship  at  Torre’s  landing  field.  As  the  escalated  side¬ 
walk  took  us  by  the  men’s  clothing  store,  I  remembered 
that  I  was  supposed  to  buy  a  visor  for  my  husband  that 
will  protect  his  nose  from  the  feathers  on  women’s  hats. 

My  friend  urged  me  to  take  out  my  little  dictaphone, 
which  had  the  list  of  articles  1  needed  to  buy,  to  see  if  I 
had  forgotten  anything  else.  I  had,  and  just  as  soon  as 
we  reached  the  clinic  for  replacement  parts  of  the  hu¬ 
man  anatomy,  I  went  in  to  purchase  a  finger  for  Alger¬ 
non,  who  had  cut  his  off  on  the  can  opener,  one  that 
lives  up  to  its  guarantee. 

At  1  ast  we  moved  homeward,  and  I  turned  on  the 
miniature  radio  on  my  wrist  and  we  listened  to  a  news 
broadcaster  telling  us  the  day’s  events  in  the  Fourth 
\\  orld  War.  1  onight,  after  I  had  eaten  my  supper,  1 
cabled  the  weather  control  office  to  request  that  it  rain 
during  the  night  in  our  neighborhood,  as  our  lawns 
need  it  badly.  And  here  1  am,  in  bed  once  more.  In 
another  second,  1  shall  put  in  the  third  button  on  the 
right,  the  shade  will  go  down,  the  window  will  open, 
and  1  11  drift  off  to  peaceful  slumber. 

Elizabeth  White  ’43 


THE  POST-GRADUATE  YEAR 
A  Trilogy — By  Those  Who  Know 

Lament  of  a  Forgotten  Race 
When  I  was  a  little  soph'more  child, 

I  envied  the  life  of  the  free  and  wild; 

To  my  own  I  could  not  be  reconciled — 

In  short,  I  longed  to  be  a  P.  G. 

Alas!  how  quickly  the  years  have  flown! 

Have  pity  on  me  as  I  groan, 

“Poor  innocent!  had  I  only  known 
The  misfortunes  that  were  awaiting  me!” 

It’s  odd  to  see  your  coat  go  out 
On  someone  else  and  hear  her  shout, 

“I  wonder  whose  coat  this  is;  no  doubt 
It  just  belongs  to  some  P.  G.” 

Your  books  in  the  corner  or  under  the  couch  .  .  .  ! 
Most  people  think  you’re  an  awful  grouch 
If  you  even  wail  so  much  as  “Ouch! 

Who  is  it  does  these  things  to  me?” 

I  am  fast  becoming  a  malcontent: 

When  I  think  of  the  way  my  life  is  spent, 

I  would  gladly  flee  to  the  Orient 
And  quietly  drown  in  the  China  Sea. 

Ruth  Shumaker  ’40 

Dirge 

Gaunt  P.  G.’s  stalk  with  spectral  stride. 

The  doomed  dead  who  still  abide 
In  halls  of  learning,  chill  and  wide. 

Wherefore? 

They  chant  their  hollow-voiced  lays; 

Forlorn — forlorn — the  ghost  class  strays; 

They  stalk — the  shades  of  vanished  days. 
Wherefore? 

Remorse  gnaws  those  who  linger  on, 

Who  did  not  heed  the  moan,  “Begone!  ”, 

Of  other  ghosts  who  stalked  so  wan. 

Wherefore? 


Ah,  these  sad  souls  might  once  have  fled— 
Have  burst  this  realm  of  living  dead. 

Yet  still  they  stalk  with  haunting  tread. 
Wherefore? 


Dorothy  Babcock 
Student’s  Enicma 
A  P.  G.  to  a  sophomore  asked, 

“What  makes  you  seem  so  sad? 

You  look  as  if  you’d  lost  your  friends, 

Or  would  you  were  a  grad.” 


’40 
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The  sophomore  answered  with  a  sneer, 

“You  kids  just  make  me  mad, 

Because  you  think  your  life  is  drear — 

1  wish  I  were  a  grad." 

The  graduate  to  this  replied, 

“Your  troubles  aren’t  so  bad. 

Our  cares  are  great,  our  work  is  hard, 

And  yet  you’d  be  a  grad? " 

‘77/  enter  college  in  three  years,” 

The  sophomore  then  replied. 

“And  that’s  exactly  what  I  said!” 

The  P.  G.  sighed.  “I  lied.” 

Dorothy  Bailey  "40 

SWING  OR  THE  CLASSICS? 

Although  there  is  a  terrible  war  raging  in  Europe 
today,  it  really  is  rather  insignificant  compared  to  the 
battle  being  waged  amongst  the  R.  H.  S.  students  over 
music — CLASSICAL  and  SWING.  The  poor  neutrals 
just  can’t  make  up  their  minds  which  they  prefer — pop¬ 
ular  pieces  or  the  classics.  Most  of  them  have  long  since 
come  to  the  sensible  conclusion  that  there  are  worth¬ 
while  merits  in  each. 

“There  is  a  time  and  a  place  for  everything.”  That 
saying  can  aptly  be  applied  to  music.  When  a  guy  or 
gal  feels  full  of  life  and  rarin’  to  go — bring  on  the 
swing!!  Everybody  loves  swing  music  because  there  is 
nothing  that  can  quite  match  it  for  dancing.  The  neu¬ 
tral  person  leans  toward  that  type  of  swing  which  is 
slow — not  too  slow — but  dreamy  like  “High  On  a  Windy 
Hill  or  “My  Sister  and  1”.  As  for  “boogie  woogie” 
music — well,  it’s  just  as  much  a  symphony — in  jazz,  as 
any  other  kind,  because  it  is  one  orchestra’s  arrange¬ 
ment  and  individual  interpretation  of  a  musical  selec¬ 
tion. 

As  for  the  classics,  where  should  we  be  without 
them?  The  neutral  soul  can  enjoy  relaxing  at  home  in 
the  evening  listening  to  Tschaikowsky’s  “Nut  Cracker 
Suite  or  “1  he  Moonlight  Sonata”  by  Beethoven.  They 
are  so  soothing  that  they  make  the  music  lover  forge, 
his  troubles.  Certainly  in  their  place,  the  classics  are 
tops  too,  although  Mr.  Neutral  would  not  want  a  steady 
diet  of  them,  either. 

It  is  impossible  w'hen  speaking  of  music  not  to 
mention  radios,  for  with  just  the  flick  of  our  fingers 
we  have  Shaw  and  Stokowsky,  Tucker  and  Toscanini,  not 
to  forget  Krupa  and  Koussevitsky  at  our  side.  How¬ 
ever,  it  is  such  musical  programs  as  “The  Pause  that 
Refreshes”  and  “The  Ford  Summer  Evening  Hour”  that 
are  favorite  musical  entertainments  with  everybody,  for 
the)  give  both  the  “Scrub  Me  Mama  with  the  Boogie 
Beat’  type  and  the  “Ave  Maria”  group  together.  These 


programs  are  trying  hard  to  make  “classical  music 
popular,  and  popular  music,  classical”,  and  we  should 
love  them  for  it! 

The  neutral  soul  is  sitting  on  that  fence  trying  to 
make  up  his  mind  which  way  to  fall,  but  he's  atraid 
it  is  useless,  for  he’s  getting  nowhere  fast.  Let’s  listen 
to  Bea  and  Alice  and  to  Winnie,  who  have  very  defi¬ 
nitely  made  up  their  minds  on  this  all  important  topic 
of  SWING  vs.  CLASSICS: 

The  Case  For  The  Classics! 

“Hey,  wait  a  minute,  Suzie  Hep-Cat  and  you,  too, 
Algie  Alligator,  I  want  to  talk  to  you.  I’m  getting  sick 
and  tired  of  hearing  you  and  your  buddies  always  pan¬ 
ning  the  CLASSICS.  You  all  think  that  anybody  who 
loves  this  kind  of  music  must  surely  be  an  “old  stick 
in  the  mud”  or  a  “corny  ancient”.  But  look  at  me! 
I’m  just  plain,  carrot-topped  Winnie  Poland — out  tor  a 
good  time  and  just  as  crazy  as  the  rest  of  you,  only  my 
gang  and  I  want  the  CLASSICS! 

You,  Miss  Hep-Cat  and  Mr.  Alligator,  haven’t  giv¬ 
en  the  CLASSICS  a  fair  chance.  Instead,  you  have  treat¬ 
ed  them  like  a  worn  out  teddy  bear  to  be  flung  aside 
with  the  phrase  “They’re  so  dead!”  or  perhaps  “I 
want  something  with  rhythm,  and  where  can  you  find 
rythm  in  that  symphony  bunk?”  Or  maybe  you  wax 
patriotic  and  say  “I  want  American  music,  the  music 
of  my  own  country,  not  the  handouts  of  Germany, 
France,  Italy,  or  England.” 

“That’s  just  it,”  I  hear  Suzie  Hep-Cat  say,  “I 
want  music  full  of  life  for  enjoyment,  and  I  can’t  .  .  .” 

But  you  can!  You  can  have  just  that  in  the  CLASS¬ 
ICS.  What  could  be  more  full  of  life  than  Strauss’s 
“Blue  Danube”??  And  if  you  think  Rimsky  Korsakoff’s 
“Flight  of  the  Bumble  Bee”  dead — well,  there  must  be 
something  wrong  with  you!  What  about  rhythm  in 
CLASSICAL  music?  It  abounds  with  it!  Whether  it  be 
the  lilting  tempo  of  Strauss  or  the  dignified  down-beats 
of  Dvorak,  you’ll  have  plenty  of  rhythm.  As  for  you 
patriotic  people  who  complain  about  CLASSICAL  mu¬ 
sic’s  coming  only  from  Europeans,  what  do  you  think 
Leems  Taylor  and  Roy  Harris  have  been  doing  for  the 
past  two  years?  Harris  and  Taylor,  along  with  Gershwin, 
Stephen  Foster,  MacDowell,  and  Victor  Herbert,  have 
given  America  a  musical  heritage  of  which  it  can  be 
proud. 

The  other  day,  Algie  Alligator,  I  heard  you  say  to 
Rollo,  the  Rug  Cutter,  “Look  what  SWING  has  done 
for  the  classics!  Why — what  would  have  become  of  the 
classics  if  it  hadn’t  been  for  SWING?” 

They,  the  CLASSICS,  would  have  been  where  they’ve 
always  been,  Algie,  rolling  on — oblivious  to  all  the 
passing,  insignificant  moods  of  music.  What  I’d  like 
to  ask  you  is — Where  would  swing  be  without  the  CLAS¬ 
SICS?  Practically  all  popular  music  has  had  its  begin¬ 
nings — perhaps  very  obscure  beginnings — but  begin¬ 
nings  in  the  works  of  the  music  masters.  For  the  more  out- 
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standing  high  ranking  “Hit  Parade  swing  hits  derived 
from  the  CLASSICS,  look  what  the  great  Russian  com¬ 
poser,  Tschaikowsky,  has  given  you  lovers  of  popular 
music:  “On  the  Isle  of  May  ",  “Our  Love  ,  and  “Moon 
Love”.  Ravel  delivered  to  you  “The  Lamp  is  Low  . 
Don't  forget  “My  Reverie”  by  Debussy,  a  piece  which 
brought  Larry  Clinton  royalties  of  $50,000.  And  how 
about  that  hit  “Amapola”,  which  is  a  tune  ages  old 
from  Mexico? 

“Yeah,  I  guess  what  you  say  is  true",  pipes  up 
Algie,  “  but  most  of  us  kids  of  the  twentieth  century 
aren’t  interested  in  the  classics.  They’re  meant  for 
ma  and  pa.” 

That’s  where  you’re  wrong  Alligator.  American 
youth  is  becoming  day  by  day  more  conscious  of  the 
CLASSICS.  Look  at  the  National  Youth  Administration 
orchestras  springing  across  the  U.  S.  A.  Note  such 
talented  American  artists  are  Selma  Kaye,  Rise  Stev¬ 
ens,  and  even  Deanna  Durbin  singing  their  way  into 
your  hearts,  and  such  pianists  as  Leonard  Shure  and 
Dalies  Frantz.  Classical  music  is  not  made  by  and 
played  for  the  aged  alone,  it  is  made  for  all  of  us, 
everyone. 

Now  don’t  get  me  wrong,  you  jitterbug  friends.  I 
didn’t  say  that  1  positively  but  absolutely  abhor  all 
branches  and  phases  of  swing  music,  ’cause  I  don’t.  I 
like  some  swing  and  it  can’t  be  beaten  for  dancing. 
However,  I  look  at  it  this  way.  You  all  like  nursery 
rhymes  once  in  a  while.  Surely  you  do!  Who  doesn’t 
get  a  kick  out  of  “Humpty  Dumpty  sat  on  a  wall, 
11  umply  Dumpty  had  a  great  fall”  or  “Hey  Diddle  Did¬ 
dle,  the  cat  and  the  fiddle,  the  cow  jumped  over  the 
moon  ’?  But  for  a  steady  diet  would  you  want  nursery 
ditties  continually?  As  for  me — no  thanks!  I  want 
something  I  can  sink  my  teeth  into — literature  with 
real  feeling  and  work  put  into  it.  Apply  this  to  mu¬ 
sic.  Certainly  I  like  swing,  once-in-a-while,  but  deliver 
me  from  a  steady  diet  of  it!  I’ll  take  symphony  any  time. 

I  can  see  by  this  time  that  all  you  hep-cats,  alliga¬ 
tors  and  rug  cutters  have  blood  in  your  eye  and  I  guess 
I  <1  belter  end  this  little  speel.  But  don’t  forget — give 
the  CLASSICS  a  chance!  Listen  to  the  symphony  con¬ 
certs  Sunday  afternoons  and  then  see  if  you  don’t  get 
to  like  CLASSICAL  music  better. 

Winifred  Poland,  ’42. 


This  Thing  Called  Swing 

Concealed  behind  the  locked  door  in  the  depths 
of  her  clothes  closet,  Susie  Q  sat  listening  to  her  cher¬ 
ished  records,  purchased  secretly  with  her  lunch  money. 
In  the  midst  of  a  mellow  trumpet  solo  by  Harry  James, 
the  spell  was  broken  by  a  pounding  on  the  bedroom 
door.  Quickly  she  snapped  off  the  “vie”  and  dashed  to 
the  door,  but  too  late — mother  had  heard  the  forbidden 
music.  “Susan  Q!  Listening  to  that  trash  again!”  Poor 


Susie!  She  is  one  of  those  unfortunate  girls  who  have 
mothers  who  mean  well,  but  who  just  don  l  understand 
SWING.  For  the  benefit  of  all  the  Mrs.  Q’s  let  us 
prove  that  the  popular  music  of  the  day  is  not  so 
“trashy”  as  they  so  readily  assume. 

Music  is  the  international  language.  Everyone 
agrees  to  this.  A  great  part  of  this  language  is  the 
really  American  music — -SWING.  It’s  as  fresh  and  ne\s 
as  the  country  which  gave  it  to  the  world.  The  true 
meaning  of  SWING  is  difficult  to  define  in  so  many 
words.  The  best  of  it  has  no  lyrics.  It  has  its  various 
moods  and  invites  as  many  interpretations  as  do  the 
classics — and  SWING  bands  put  in  just  as  many  ar¬ 
duous  practice  hours  as  do  symphony  orchestras.  One 
band  may  pour  forth  soft  and  soothing  tones,  while  an¬ 
other  may  inspire  such  “hepcats"  as  our  Lorraine 
Laughlin  and  Joe  Pendergrast  of  sixth  period  fame  to 
give  out  with  their  conglomeration  of  splits,  kicks,  and 
hops.  Like  the  classics,  SWING  has  it’s  three  B's: 
“boogie-woogie”,  “blues',  and  “barrelhouse”!  At  the 
mention  of  these  three,  some  of  our  lovers  of  classics 
throw  up  their  hands  in  despair,  for  they  still  are  not 
informed  as  to  the  beauty  of  SWING.  They  do  not 
stop  to  realize  that  Paul  Whiteman,  the  undisputed  King 
of  Jazz,  quieted  it  considerably  by  subduing  his  saxes 
and  muting  his  trumpets. 

SWING  can  be  divided  into  two  types:  sweet  and 
hot.  Each  has  its  individual  appeal.  Some  people 
take  to  the  danceable  and  lilting  melodies  of  Sammy 
Kaye,  Kay  Kyser,  and  Guy  Lombardo,  but  because  the 
majority  rules,  at  the  top  of  the  nation’s  popularity 
poles  are  bands  such  as  Benny  Goodman,  Glenn  Miller, 
the  Dorsey  brothers,  Artie  Shaw,  and  Will  Bradley.  To 
consider  a  musician’s  view  on  the  subject,  we  quote  Bill 
Morrissey,  talented  member  of  the  Senior  Class:  “If 
swing  hasn’t  rhythm,  then  you  can  beat  Toscanini  eight 
to  the  bar!  When  somebody  tries  to  tell  me  that  there 
is  more  rhythm  in  the  classics  than  in  “hep-stuff”,  my 
blood  begins  to  boil!  A  good  jive  is  judged  by  other 
musicians,  not  by  blow-hard  critics,  by  the  rock  of  its 
rhythm  section,  by  the  pump  and  bounce  of  its  sax 
section,  by  the  drive  of  its  brass  section.  What  are 
“rock”,  “pump”,  “drive”,  and  “bounce”?  They’re  the 
feeling  of  the  rhythm  that  is  additional  to  the  regular 
beat  of  the  drummer.  It  is  a  feeling  that  cannot  be  heard, 
but  can  be  felt. 

Paul  Whiteman,  who  is  recognized  by  all  musicians 
in  both  classical  and  popular  fields,  as  an  outstanding 
artist  and  authority  on  music,  has  this  to  say:  “Never 
before  in  history  has  any  art  possessed  such  a  large 
consuming  class  as  American  music  does  today.  The 
patrons  of  swing  are  mostly  of  high  school  and  college 
age.  Older  people  are  not,  because  it’s  impossible  to 
learn  a  foreign  language  like  swing  late  in  life.  To  the 
older  generation,  swing  sounds  like  noise  and  discord. 
They  insist  it’s  not  music,  just  the  way  any  person  of  the 
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Western  world  might  insist  that  Chinese,  spoken  co¬ 
herently  by  four  hundred  million  people,  is  a  gibberish. 
So  the  wagon  of  a  band  leader  is  hitched  to  millions 
of  devoted  and  faithful  little  jitterbugs,  who'll  plug  tor 
him  as  long  as  he  plays  fair  with  them. 

Today,  in  addition  to  say  four  thousand  dancers, 
there  are  a  thousand  “intellectual  jitterbugs  who  come 
for  the  sole  purpose  of  listening  and  watching.  The 
SWING  fan  is  probably  the  only  entertainment  seeker 
in  the  world  who  isn't  frightened  away  by  the  sign 
“Standing  Room  Only".  When  he  admires  a  band,  he 
organizes  Charlie  Barnet,  Woody  Herman,  or  Bob  Cros¬ 
by  fan  clubs  always  ready  to  rally  to  the  bandleader  s 
side  when  he  needs  them  most.  These  fan  clubs  vole 
solidly  behind  him  in  the  important  popularity  polls 
conducted  by  the  magazines  “Metronome”,  “Down 
Beat  ,  “Swing  ,  and  “Orchestra  World”.  No  other 
commercial  enterprise  in  the  world  can  boast  of  cus¬ 
tomers  who  lavish  their  money  on  a  product  and  then 
spend  precious  lime  and  enthusiasm  trying  to  put  that 
product  over  on  a  national  scale — just  for  the  fun  of  it. 

SWING  music  depends  for  its  freedom  on  the  prin¬ 
ciples  of  American  democracy.  SWING  music  was  not 
mentioned  in  the  Bill  of  Rights,  and  yet  it  is  implied 
just  as  surely  as  freedom  of  the  press.  Freedom  ot  the 
press  gives  journalists  the  right  to  editorialize  on  the 
news.  What  is  a  SWING  chorus?  It  is  a  musical  edi¬ 
torializing  on  somebody  else’s  melody.  America  has 
been  a  jam  session  ever  since  its  beginning.  The  town 
meeting  halls  were  places  where  everybody  came  to  blow 
his  own  horn,  and  Congress  is  a  forum  where  everybody 
comes  to  grind  his  own  ax. 

SWING,  believe  it  or  not,  is  not  taught  in  saloons 
and  dance  halls,  but  in  the  halls  of  our  country’s 
schools.  Give  a  boy  a  musical  instrument  and  what 
happens?  Is  he  content  to  play  last  century’s  music? 
Does  he  bow  before  piece  of  manuscript  and  worship 
it  because  its  author  is  dead?  Not  on  your  tintype.  Oui 
of  his  saxaphone  will  come  a  screech  of  rebellious  free¬ 
dom.  Its  his  privilege,  his  pleasure,  and  his  art  ».o 
make  “Sweet  Sue’  sound  like  “Avolon  on  Tuesday 
nights,  and  like  nothing  anybody  ever  heard  before  o.i 
Thursdays.  His  only  obligation  is  to  respect  the  laws 
of  harmony  and  submit  to  the  admonition  of  good  taste. 


The  fou  r  outstanding  magazines  on  swing:  “Met¬ 
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\\  orld  ,  came  into  being  because  lovers  of  this  music 
craved  news  about  bands  and  the  world  of  SWING.  In 
them,  fans  are  given  an  opportunity  to  express  tlie.r  own 
opinions  and  to  send  in  their  own  contributions.  The 
following  poem  illustrates  our  point: 


“When  people  of  the  classics  speak. 

My  chin  droops  low,  and  knees  gel  weak. 
1  think  of  operas  mad  and  wild, 

Of  concerts  drab  and  music  mild. 


So  in  regard  to  long-haired  mopes, 

I  w  ho  think  we  swing  fans  silly  dopes) 

1  d  dedicate  this  gentle  thing 

On  music  great  that's  now  called  swing. 

Dock  it  out  sweet,  and  get  on  the  beat. 

Ruffle  your  feet,  you’re  due  for  some  heat. 

Sihery  tones  and  soft,  golden  riffs, 

Echoes  of  rivers,  of  forests  and  cliffs, 

Milenberg  joyfuls  of  sparkling  swing— 

Golden  choruses  of  trombones  ring, 

Rich  deep  blues  in  velvety  tones, 

Mellow  of  bass  and  saxaphones, 

Sparkling  keyboard  ringing  clear — 

Lending  perfect  atmosphere. 

Happy  drumbeats  again  renewed 
In  “Little  Brown  Jug”  and  “In  the  Mood". 

“Begin  the  Beguine"  by  Artie  Shawr, 

“Slip  Horn  Jive”  without  a  flaw, 

“Farewell  Blues"  and  “Dolamite” 

“Whispering”  through  the  purple  night!” 

Beatrice  Ruderman,  ’42. 

Alice  Robinson,  ’42. 


THOSE  LITTLE  THINGS  WE  CAN’T  FORGET:  the 
struggle  to  look  intelligent  in  first  period  of  classes 
when  spiritually  we  were  back  home,  fast  asleep  .  .  . 
the  sudden  awakening  of  interest  when  “B.  B.  C.”  en¬ 
tered  a  room  .  .  .  the  color  scheme  of  Todd  Crooker's 
“green  hornet"  blivet  .  .  .  the  Senior  Snow  Carnival  .  .  . 
that  familiar  refrain,  “It’s  only  a  short  assignment” 
(about  two  hundred  pages  long)  .  .  .  the  study  hall, 
so  peaceful  and  quiet  .  .  .  Charlie’s  grin  .  .  .  the  “House 
of  Horrors”  at  the  Fair  .  .  .  the  curtain  that  stuck  at  a 
crucial  moment  in  “Through  the  Night,”  and  disclosed 
a  certain  dignified  gentleman  swinging  on  the  ropes  .  .  . 
the  rotary  traffic  system  and  its  ingenious  “circles”  .  .  . 
Mr.  Dixon’s  last  strand  of  hair  .  .  .  the  musical  sound 
of  the  2:30  bell  ...  Mr.  Sussmann’s  inexhaustible  store 
of  assembly  anecdotes  .  .  .  that  first  trip  “to  the  office” 
.  .  .  the  interesting  accessories  sported  daily  by  that 
ctatue  in  the  library  .  .  .  Hi-Dime  .  .  .  those  knock-down, 
drag-out  presidential  election  debates  in  history  .  .  . 
the  '  kboomps-a-daisy”  .  .  .  the  looks  on  the  girls’  faces 
at  dissecting  time  in  the  lab  .  .  .  Miss  Reed  and  Mr. 
Spencer  emoting  to  the  click  of  cameras  in  the  Teach¬ 
ers’  Club  play  .  .  .  the  agony  of  those  last  few'  days  be¬ 
fore  va  ations  .  .  .  “Pop”  Wheeler’s  keen  wit  .  .  .  “How¬ 
ie”  Bates  as  the  First  Witch  in  “Macbeth”  ...  the  jit¬ 
terbugs  at  those  lunch-room  dance  sessions  .  .  .  the 
band  rehearsals  .  .  .  the  Christmas  tree  in  the  entrance 
hall  .  .  .  Miss  Devaney’s  sense  of  humor  .  .  .  the  three 
little  soap  dispensers  that  never  worked  . .  .  Mr.  Pope’s 
expression  when  an  experiment  didn’t  work  ...  the  mur¬ 
als  which  art  students  paneled  around  Room  F  .  .  .  the 
sound  of  the  little  jack-knife  at  assemblies  .  .  .  Miss 
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Kling  and  “Firefly’  .  .  .  those  lunch  room  seats  that 
always  swung  the  wrong  way  .  .  .  Miss  Ziniinermann  s 
“Tommy”  .  .  .  those  A  Capella  Choir  “nightgowns’  .  .  . 
the  fashion  show  with  gridiron  heroes  as  models  .  .  .  the 
hook  reports  we  “swallowed"  in  two  hours  .  .  .  Mrs. 
Kingman’s  chocolate  cake  with  mocha  frosting  .  .  .  class 
meetings  .  .  .  “Woody”  Titcomb’s  “falling”  at  long  last 
.  .  .  Mr.  Fitzgerald’s  wisecracks  .  .  .  report  cards!  .  .  . 
the  “No  School"  signal  .  .  .  the  portrait  of  Grant  in 
Room  2  .  .  .  the  way  the  clock  hands  jumped  .  .  .  the 
wind  blowing  around  the  outside  wall  of  Room  A  .  .  . 
“The  Foxy  Five  and  the  1940  football  team  .  .  .  the 
April.  1940,  conflagration  .  .  .  8:00  to  8:15  .  .  .  those 
textbooks  which  were,  without  a  doubt,  good  in  their 
day  .  .  .  the  plaster  busts,  with  no  labels,  that  scowled 
at  us  from  corners  .  .  .  the  way  the  sophomores  got 
shorter  and  younger  every  year  ...  the  view  from  Room 
B  in  the  spring.  .  .  the  weight  of  all  history  books  .  .  . 
the  cripples  after  Senior  Carnival  .  .  .  “Friends,  Romans, 
Countrymen,  etc.”  .  .  .  Miss  Batchelder’s  off  repeated 
“4  his  is  a  study  hall,  not  a  beauty  parlor"  .  .  .  Part 
11,  Section  A:  “Pupils  will  stand  when  reciting”  .  .  . 
Miss  Nichols  at  the  piano  .  .  .  getting  stuck  behind  the 
lockers  in  futile  search  for  lost  books  .  .  .  the  friendly 
“one  big  happy  family"  atmosphere  of  R.  H.  S. 

Donald  Hitchcock,  ’41. 


SONG  SNATCHES 


“1  Got  Plenty  of  Nothin” 
“You  Walked  By” 

“Three  at  a  Table  for  Two’ 
“Oh,  Look  at  Me  Now” 
“Strawberry  Blonde” 
“Wearing  of  the  Green" 
“Fools  Rush  In" 


Class  Treasuries 
Miss  Carpenter 
Lunchroom 
“Woodie”  Titcomb 
Barbara  Bird 
Todd  Crooker’s  Car 
Sophomores 
“Flossie”  Duggan 
‘Joe”  Pendergast 
”  “Bev”  Buckler 
Detention 


“Glow  Worm” 

“You  Danced  with  Dynamite” 

“You  Must  Have  Been  a  Beautiful  Baby 
“Ain't  You  Ashamed!” 

“Never  Took  a  Lesson  in  my  Life” 

Jimmy  “Jumpin’  Jive”  Bain 
“Oh,  They’re  Making  Me  All  Over  in  the  Army" 

“Dodie”  Carder 

“We  Three”  Misses  Batchelder,  Zimmermann,  Hayden 


“Dark  Eyes 

“I  Get  a  Kick  Outa  Corn" 

“Blues  on  Parade” 

“Third  Finger,  Left  Hand" 

“Slap  Happy  Lassie" 

“High  on  a  Windy  Hill 
“It  All  Comes  Back  to  Me  Now’ 

“Chet”  Gunn — after  exams 
“1  Didn't  Know  What  Time  It  Was”  Office  Refrain 
“Wise  Old  Owl”  Mr.  Pope 


Sonia  Courossi 
“Al”  Gianascol 
Exams 
Miss  Devaney 
“Ginnie”  Davis 
R.  H.  S. 


“I  Dear  a  Rhapsody” 

“May  I  N  ever,  Never  Love  Again!” 

"Anchors  Aweigh 

“4ou  Don't  Play  a  Drum 

“I  Can’t  Get  ’Em  Up 

“Little  Girl” 

“Dancing  on  a  Dime” 

“I’m  Glad  for  Your  Sake” 


Mr.  Peck 
“Lewy”  Bosson 
Glenn's  Cadillac 
Orlando  Ames 
My  Marks 
Donna  Packer 
“Vic”  Dances 
Seniors  to  Teachers 


Alice  Robinson  ’42 


A  WEEKEND  AT  THE  BEACH 

Have  you  ever  stayed  at  one  of  those  beach  cot¬ 
tages  right  on  the  sand?  I  mean  the  type  that  is  sand¬ 
wiched  so  that  every  squeek  and  rattle  from  the  neigh¬ 
bors  becomes  your  worry.  I  recall  vividly  one  such 
weekend  that  left  me  rather  dazed;  recalling  it  here 
should  put  us  right  in  the  mood  for  summer  vaca¬ 
tion. 

When  I  arrived  at  the  station  that  Saturday  after¬ 
noon,  I  was  really  astonished  to  see  so  many  people 
alighting  from  the  train.  I  found  there  were  equally 
as  many  lumbering  station  wagons  and  old  cars  lined 
up  next  to  the  platform  as  there  were  limousines  and 
Packards.  Finally  I  found  my  hostess — in  one  of  the 
oldest  cars  in  the  lot.  She  was  garbed  in  a  scanty  bath¬ 
ing  suit,  with  her  hair  stringing  in  all  directions  from 
a  red,  peeling  face.  Although  she  was  more  than  cord¬ 
ial,  I  must  admit  that  I  was  a  trifle  disconcerted,  for  I 
had  just  read  in  a  current  glamour  magazine  that  first 
impressions  are  the  most  lasting.  Following  up  this 
idea,  1  had  worn  a  new  picture  hat  and  a  “GWTW” 
dress. 

The  ride  to  the  cottage  in  “Mehitable”,  as  the  car 
was  called,  took  a  great  deal  of  courage  on  my  part, 
for  my  picture  hat  and  billowing  skirts  found  great  diffi¬ 
culty  staying  in  the  car,  let  alone  on  me.  On  arriving  at 
the  cottage  1  began  to  wonder  how  such  a  large  rambling 
piece  of  architecture  could  have  been  built  on  such  a 
small  plot  of  ground.  The  minute  I  stepped  from  the 
car,  a  great,  shaggy  dog  came  bounding  toward  me 
with  his  teeth  bared.  Now,  I  really  love  dogs,  but  this 
one  was  too  much  for  me.  I  must  have  looked  a  trifle 
pale,  for  my  hostess  laughed  and  said  the  dog  had 
been  taught  to  “smile’  at  visitors. 

Not  to  be  a  poor  sport  or  anything,  it  just  happens 
that  I’m  allergic  to  two  things:  icy  water  and  seafood 
of  the  clam  and  lobster  families.  Of  course  the  first 
thing  I  was  persuaded  to  do  was  to  take  a  swim  in  posi¬ 
tively  the  iciest  water  I’ve  ever  felt.  I  tried  to  take 
this  punishment  gracefully,  but  when  I  heard  that  for 
supper  a  nice  clam  bake  on  the  sand  had  been  plan¬ 
ned.  I'll  admit  my  spirits  were  slightly  dampened.  A 
clam  bake  is  really  a  great  deal  of  fun,  but  at  50  degrees 
farenheit  and  for  someone  violently  allergic  to  clams, 
I’m  not  sure  it’s  quite  the  best  of  sports.  ' 
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In  the  morning,  I  awoke  to  a  very  pleasant  aroma. 
I  just  lay  there  for  several  moments  breathing  it  in. 
1  remembered  my  good  manners,  however,  and  dressed 
quickly.  Hurrying  downstairs,  I  hunted  high  and  low 
for  some  occupant  of  the  house.  It  was  then  that  l 
realized  that  the  delicious  breakfast  was  being  eaten  next 
door.  1  remained  disconsolately  near  the  window  for 
almost  an  hour  before  friend  hostess’  tousled  head  ap¬ 
peared.  Coke  and  doughnuts,  though  a  belated  and 
“different  ’  breakfast,  appeared  to  serve  the  purpose. 

This  activity  was  followed  by  intensive  beaching.  1 
have  always  wondered  why  people  wear  such  pained, 
determined  expressions  while  trying  to  acquire  a  sun 
tan.  We  lay  prostrate,  not  speaking  or  moving,  intent 
on  the  all  important  sun  tan.  This  went  on  until  noon 
time,  when  we  had  to  go  to  the  fish  market  to  get — lob¬ 
sters  for  dinner.  Now  this  really  was  a  blow  to  me. 
For  even  in  my  wildest  dreams  I  hadn't  imagined  that 
she’d  find  for  me  during  my  short  stay  the  only  two 
edibles  that  I  really  detest.  On  inquiring  around,  how¬ 
ever,  I  found  that  the  menu  problem  of  the  hostess  at 
the  beach  inevitably  narrows  down  to  exactly  those  two 
items. 


In  the  afternoon,  I  was  informed  that  we  were  to 
go  sight-seeing  for  my  benefit.  This  was  highly  agree¬ 
able  to  me,  for  I  had  had  visions  of  more  beaching.  Our 
first  stop  was  the  artist  colony.  This  consisted  of  about 
a  dozen  fishing  shacks,  which  were  badly  in  need  of 
eau  de  cologne  and  a  few  new  shingles.  I  have  since 
found  out  that  one  is  supposed  to  “ooh  and  aah"  over 
said  shacks.  Now  that  I  think  it  over,  I  must  have  look¬ 
ed  pretty  unresponsive  and,  worse  still,  unappreciative. 
The  next  stop  was  a  gift  shop  of  great  note,  where  the 
artists  bought  their  supplies  and  where  they  could  be 
seen  at  odd  hours.  It  was  rumored  that  there  was  one 
resembling  Orson  Welles  who  came  to  the  shop  each 
day  at  four  o’clock.  We  browsed  around  until  five, 
but  he  didn't  appear. 

My  hostess  was  tired  by  this  time,  and  discouraged 
that  I  had  missed  this  great  thrill.  I  was  tired  and  dis¬ 
couraged  from  waiting.  I  am  sure  my  departure  on  the 
evening  train  was  timely  for  all  concerned.  Although 
many  people  spend  the  entire  summer  in  this  fashion,  I 
am  sure  a  weekend  is  enough  for  us  timid  souls. 

Barbara  Davis,  ’42. 


Seventy 


John  Shaw:  “Help!  Help!  I’m  going  down  for  the 
third  time!” 

Tom  Jacob:  “If  you  don’t  find  it  this  time,  old 
chap,  I’ll  help  you  look  for  it!” 

Mr.  Dixon:  “Who  was  the  nation’s  greatest  in¬ 
ventor?” 

“Woody”:  “Edison.  He  thought  up  the  phono¬ 
graph  and  radio  so  that  people  would  sit  up  all  night 
and  use  hsi  electric  bulbs.” 

Miss  Hayden:  “What  is  the  difference  between 
results  and  consequences?” 

“Bunny”  Storti:  “Results  are  what  you  expect 
around  here  and  consequences  are  what  you  get.” 

program.” 

Mr.  Sussmann,  looking  annoyed  at  a  noisy  assembly 
hall,  did  nothing  to  quiet  the  students. 

Mr.  Spencer:  “Why  don’t  you  quiet  them?” 

Mr.  Sussmann:  “Because  I’ve  lost  my  little  jack¬ 
knife.” 

John  O’Malley:  “Let’s  cut  classes  and  go  to  a 
show.” 

Jimmy  Bain:  “Can't  do  it  old  man,  1  need  the 
sleep.” 

Woody  (as  building  burns)  :  “Jump  into  the 
blanket.” 

“Flo”  (from  second  story  window)  :  “No,  you 
might  drop  it  .  Put  it  on  the  ground  first.” 


Bates:  “Lend  me  five  bucks  and  I’ll  be  everlast¬ 
ingly  indebted  to  you.” 

Anderson:  “Yeah,  that’s  what  I’m  afraid  of.” 

Ed  Ford:  “Gee,  Al,  there’s  a  fly  in  my  throat.” 

Doughty:  “Well,  take  some  water  and  wash  it 
down.” 

Ed  Ford:  “Aw,  let  it  walk  down.” 

The  recruiting  officer  walked  into  the  barn  where 
“Farmer”  was  milking  a  cow  and  said,  “Why  aren’t 
you  at  the  front  young  man?” 

Dickie:  “Cause  there  ain’t  no  milk  at  that  end." 

Mr.  Pope  (sternly)  :  “When  the  room  settles  down 
I’ll  start  the  lecture.” 

Bob  Olsen:  “Why  don’t  you  go  home  and  sleep 
it  off?” 

Miss  Devaney:  “Who  wrote  the  poem  beginning, 
‘0,  to  be  in  England’?” 

Lander:  “Ah  ....  ah  ...  .  !!  Hitler!!” 

Miss  Zimmermann:  “What’s  the  formula  for  water, 
Ames?” 

Orlando:  “HIJKLMNO.” 

M  iss  Zimmermann:  “What’s  that?” 

Orlando  slowly  repeated  the  letters. 

Miss  Zimmermann:  “Whatever  are  you  driving  at? 
What  gave  you  that  idea?” 

Orlando:  “You  did;  you  said  yesterday  it  was 
H  to  0.” 

Continued  on  page  seventy-three 
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HUMOR  (Continued) 

lardy  Tom  Jacob:  “I  was  trying  to  get  into  my 
locker.” 

Mrs.  Tilton:  “Next  time  just  try  putting  your 
books  in.” 

Ann:  “If  you  dare  kiss  me  I'll  scream.” 

Bosson:  “Why?  There  isn’t  a  soul  within  miles.” 

Ann:  “I  know,  but  I  want  to  satisfy  my  con¬ 
science.” 

Lennox  Schoppelry:  “Get  ready  to  die.  I’m  going 
to  shoot  you.” 

Todd  Crooker:  “Why?” 

Lenny:  “I’ve  always  said  I’d  shoot  anyone  who 
looked  like  me.” 

Todd:  “Do  I  look  like  you?” 

Lenny:  “Yes.” 

Todd:  “Then  shoot.” 


"Pop  Wheeler  arrives  at  the  toll  bridge  in  his 
Model  T. 

Bridge  Tender:  “Fifty  cents.” 

“Pop”:  “Sold!” 

dheatre  Usher  Bahine:  “Orchestra  seats  are  85c, 
balcony  65c,  and  programs  are  a  penny.” 

Scotsman  Glenn  Davis:  “Very  good,  I’ll  sit  on  a 

Morrissey:  “Are  you  a  little  boy  or  a  little  girl?” 

Little  child:  “What  the  heck  else  would  I  he?” 

“Joe  Palmer:  “What  is  the  difference  between 
Don  Taylor  and  Lewie  Bosson?” 

Bill  Morrissey:  “Well,  to  put  it  briefly  .  .  .  some 
students  pursue  learning,  while  others  learn  pursuing.” 

Alfred  Doughty,  4L 
Todd  Crooker,  ’41 


Newt  Dickie:  “Your  suit  looks  a  little  rusty.” 

Anderson:  “Well,  the  salesman  told  my  grand¬ 
father  that  it  would  wear  like  iron.” 

Mailman:  “Does  this  package  belong  to  you?  The 
name  is  obliterated.” 

Donald  O’Brien:  “No,  that  isn’t  my  package.  My 
name  is  O’Brien.” 

Carolyn:  “I  give  my  kisses  to  a  select  few  only, 
Mac.” 

Mac:  “Then  put  on  some  lipstick.” 

Carolyn:  “Why?” 

Mac:  “I’m  a  collector  of  rare  prints.” 


CLASS  ELECTION  (Continued) 


Edith  Kimball 
Dorothy  Stratton 
Helen  Farr 
Virginia  Davis 
Mary  Delano 
Ruth  Hicks 
Florence  Duggan 
Barbara  Bryant 
Ruth  Hicks 
Lois  Ives 
Frances  McLaughl 
Lillian  Davies 


Heartbreaker 
Most  Vivacious 
Neatest 

Most  Cheerful 
Most  Dignified 
Most  Courteous 
Best  Sport 


Woodbury  Titcomb 
James  Bain 
Donald  Hitchcock 
Philip  Burbine 
Donald  Hitchcock 
Donald  Hitchcock 
Woodbury  Titcomb 
Class  Actress  (Actor)  John  Shaw 

Ideal  R.H.S.  Student  Robert  Burrows 
Class  Artist  John  Shaw 

inClass  Baby  (Age)  Robert  Dagdigian 
Class  Worker  Glenn  Davis 


Chet  Gunn: 
drinking  coffee.” 
Don  Tuttle: 


“Poor  Kenny !  He  went  blind  from 
“How  did  that  happen?” 


Lillian  Davies 
Mary  Bronk 
Phyllis  Cullington 
Betty  Stanwood 


Best  Leader  Glenn  Davis 

Most  Musically  Inclined  Robert  Meuse 
Chatterbox  George  Brennan 

Scatterbrain  Ellsworth  Noone 


Chet:  “He  left  his  spoon  in  his  cup.”  Beverly  Buckler  Junior  Girl  (Boy)  Michael 


BABY  PICTURES 

23 

24 

Thelma  Currell 

Grace  Bailey 

48 

49 

Evelyn  Shaw 

Ruth  Hicks 

73 

74 

Marjorie  MacLeod 
Carolyn  Campbell 

25 

Marjorie  Tonks 

50 

Betty  Gullam 

75 

Helen  Gadbois 

1 

Edith  Kimball 

26 

Mary  Delano 

51 

Francis  MacLaughlin 

76 

Robert  Barrett 

2 

Newton  Dickie 

27 

Doris  Nelson 

52 

Robert  Spellman 

77 

Richard  Robbins 

3 

l.ewis  Bosson 

28 

Thomas  Jacob 

53 

Lillian  Davies 

78 

Paul  Connelly 

4 

Donald  Douglas 

29 

Herbert  Kenney 

54 

Bette  Stanwood 

79 

Elsie  Mason 

5 

John  Shaw 

30 

Clarence  Frotten 

55 

Lennox  Schoppelry 

80 

Lois  Ives 

b 

John  Dagdigian 

31 

Ann  Walker 

56 

Joseph  Carder 

81 

Sonia  Courossi 

7 

Robert  T aylor 

32 

Gerald  Brooks 

57 

Carolyn  Lumsden 

82 

Betty  Shannon 

8 

Arthur  Knapp 

33 

Helen  Farr 

58 

Malcolm  Johnston 

83 

Phyllis  Garey 

9 

Robert  Eisenhaure 

34 

Dot  Stratton 

59 

Connie  Scharton 

84 

Jean  Stanwood 

10 

Robert  Olson 

35 

Ruth  Perley 

60 

Shirley  Stevens 

85 

Barbara  Bird 

11 

Robert  Dagdigian 

3b 

Betty  Parks 

61 

Phyllis  Lacey 

86 

Florence  Duggan 

12 

Avis  Sargent 

37 

Esther  Frotten 

62 

Barbara  Jenkins 

87 

VVoody  Titcomb 

13 

Jimmy  Bain 

38 

Dorothy  Meuse 

63 

Rita  SchaefFner 

88 

Virginia  Davis 

14 

Doris  White 

39 

Alma  MacDonald 

64 

Evelyn  MacLeod 

89 

Louis  Babine 

15 

Edward  Doucette 

40 

Jeanette  Callan 

65 

Mary  Bronk 

90 

David  Sheldon 

lb 

Patricia  Donegan 

41 

Richard  Higgins 

6b 

Donald  Taylor 

91 

Barbara  Blaikie 

17 

Mary  Flynn 

42 

Beverley  Johnson 

b7 

Dot  Taylor 

92 

Marjorie  Owens 

18 

Barbara  Bryant 

43 

Phil  Burbine 

68 

Jean  Dow 

93 

Jean  Danforth 

19 

Virginia  Roberts 

44 

John  Storti 

69 

Dorothy  Jeans 

94 

Gene  Baker 

20 

Charlotte  Parker 

45 

Don  1  )acey 

70 

Helen  Wheeler 

95 

Esther  Doucette 

21 

Ruth  Whitton 

4b 

Robert  Meuse 

71 

Phyllis  Cullington 

96 

Dorothy  Walsh 

22 

Edith  Oulton 

47 

Eleanor  Shaw 

72 

Priscilla  Nichols 

Stephanian 
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Piotteesi  HaoAteAA, 

MR.  LEON  G.  BENT 

MR.  DAVID  E.  HERSEE 

MR.  EDWARD  A.  BROPHY 

MR.  GILBERT  M.  LOTHROP 

MR.  LOUIS  DAVIS 

MR.  ORVILLE  S.  POLAND 

MR.  SAMUEL  H.  DAVIS 

MR.  FRANK  D.  TANNER 

MR.  WENDELL  P.  DAVIS 

MR.  PHILIP  WELCH 

DR.  ELDRIDGE  GROVER 

MR.  EDWARD  TEER 

^Ihe  (lecdlincf  GltAx^Ucie 

extends  heartiest  congratulations  to 

R.  H.  S.  1941 


H 


and  wishes  for  each  member  a 
successful  and  happy  future 

It  has  been  a  privilege  to  produce  this  yearbook,  and  we  wish 
to  thank  all  of  the  class  and  faculty  who  have  assisted  us  so 
cheerfully  in  its  production. 
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Wilfred  Graduates  Are 
In  Daily  Demand 


*  BEAUTY  CULTURE  * 

A  VOCATION  OF  DIGNITY 

Offers  young  men  and  women  a  life  of  Refinement,  Security  and  Prosperity  .  .  .  . 

Write  Today 

Our  entire  building  is  devoted  to  Day  and  Evening  Classes  conducted  by  Renowned 
Style  Creators.  Complete  systematized  courses.  Most  modern  equipment. 
MODERATE  TUITION  CONVENIENT  TERMS  FREE  PLACEMENT  BUREAU 
For  further  information  or  for  free  booklet  write  or  visit  our  Academy  without 

obligation. 

WILFRED  ACADEMY 


102  Bo\  Iston  St. 


of  llair  and  Beauty  Culture 
Boston 


KENmore  0880 


STROUD  SECRETARIAL  SCHOOL 

603  Main  Street,  Reading 

Day  Division 

*/ 

Intensive  secretarial  training  for  young  women  (high  school  graduates)  — 
Small  classes — Rapid,  individual  advancement — LOW  TUITION  payable 
monthly- — Placement  opportunities — Day  classes  start  September  2. 


s 
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Evening  Division 


Classes  in  shorthand  and  typewriting  for  beginners — Classes  in  rapid 
dictation  and  transcription  for  advanced  students — Two-hour  sessions 
Monday  and  Thursday — LOW  TUITION  payable  monthly — Placement 
opportunities — Evening  classes  begin  October  6. 

Director:  Barbara  L.  Frost,  B.  S.  Res.  Tel.  1455 


Welding  Instruct!  on 


EIGHTY  HOURS  OF  PRACTICAL  INSTRUCTION  FOR  $120.00 
BASED  ON  A  RATE  OF  $1.50  PER  HOUR. 

Thousands  of  good  welders  are  needed  for  the  defense  program. 

Why  not  play  wise  and  get  your  instruction  in  a  small  school  where  the 
instructor  who  has  had  12  years’  experience  in  this  field  will  take  a  definite  interest 
in  your  progress? 


Main  Street  Welding  School 


Tel.  Reading  1656 


267  Main  St.,  Reading 
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Reading  Diner 

c? 


Try  Our  3-decker  Sandwich 


The  Talk  of  the  Town 


Compliments  of 


Brook’s  Express 


Kernwood  Cleaners 

The  House  of  Quality 

CLEANING  -  PRESSING  -  REPAIRING 


DYEING 


54-56  Essex  St. 


FUR  STORAGE 


LAUNDRY 


Melrose  2281 


SCHOOL  SUPPLIES 
FOUNTAIN  PENS  and 
MECHANICAL  PENCILS 

M.  F.  Charles  &  Sons 


610  Main  St. 


Reading,  Mass. 


Fred  F.  Smith,  Inc. 

WHOLESALE  and  RETAIL  DEALER  in 
Lumber,  Plumbing,  and  Heating  Supplies,  Lime, 
Brick,  Cement,  and  Sewer  Pipe. 

Builder’s  Hardware  of  Every  Description. 

See  Our  Gift  Department 

25-37  Harnden  St.  Tel.  Rea.  0450 


Gill  and  Sam 


BARBERS 


58  Haven  St. 


Reading,  Mass. 


Compliments  of 


L.  G.  and  M.  C.  Hawes 


THE 


Electric  Home 

IS  THE 

Modern  Home 

THE 

Municipal  Light 
Department 

IS  HEADQUARTERS  FOR  THE  LATEST  AND  APPROVED 
ELECTRICAL  APPLIANCES 

KELVINATOR  AND  GENERAL  ELECTRIC  REFRIGERATORS 
UNIVERSAL  -  G.  E.  -  ESTATE  -  KELVINATOR  RANGES 
WATER  HEATERS  LAUNDRY  EQUIPMENT 

VACUUM  CLEANERS  CLOCKS  CASSEROLES 

TEL.  READING  1340 


You  will  take  increasing  pride  and  joy  with  your 
Balfour  ring  over  the  years. 

CLASS  JEWELRY  and  STATIONERY  PRODUCTS 

Jeweler  to  the  Senior  Class  of 
Reading  High  School 

L.  G.  BALFOUR  COMPANY 


Represented  by  S.  G.  Lee 


234  Boylston  St. 


Boston,  Mass. 


ALL  OUR  GRADUATES  from  READING 
ARE  EMPLOYED 

MALDEN  fcuiineU  SCHOOL 


6  Pleasant  Street,  Malden  0256 


Founded  1903 


Co-educational 

A  Class  “A”  Business  College 
preparing  young  men  and  women 
for  responsible  positions  in  busi¬ 
ness.  No  previous  commercial 
training  necessary. 


SUMMER  SCHOOL  BEGINS 
JUNE  30  and  JULY  7 


Free  Placement 
Service  to  Graduates 


FALL  TERM  BEGINS 
SEPTEMBER  2 


Send  for 

Day ,  Evening,  or  Summer  School  Catalog 


THE  FAY  SCHOOL 


A  Secretarial  School  for  Young  W omen 


52  Beacon  Street 


Boston,  Massachusetts 

TWO-YEAR  COURSE 
Academic  subjects  of  college 
grade  and  executive  secre¬ 
tarial  training:  Electives: 
Medical  Shorthand  and 
Court  Reporting. 

ONE-YEAR  COURSE 
Executive  secretarial  train¬ 
ing. 

SUMMER  COURSE 
Shorthand  and  Typewriting. 
Extra-curricular  activities. 
Cultural  and  social  ideals 
developed. 

For  catalogue  address: 

Irene  Fay,  Director 


Make-Up  Work 

and  intensive  review  in  all  High  School  Subjects 

Summer  Preparatory  School 
June  30  to  August  15 

Small  Classes  Morning  Hours  Co-Educational 

$30  one  subject — $50  two  subjects 

Experienced  High  School  Teachers 
SEND  FOR  CIRCULAR 


The  Fisher  School 


374  Broadway 


Somerset  1800 


Somerville 


THE 


lAJaAAest  Kay  rUa+vttite  StudUa 


Incorporated 


Official  Photographer 
for  the  Class  of  1941 


160  Boylston  Street 
Boston,  Mass. 


Haneoek  0743-4 


/Is  directors  of 

The  First  National  Bank  of  Reading 

we  extend  best  wishes  to  R.  H.  S. 

Andrew  Christensen 
Willard  A.  Currier 
James  W.  Fairchild 
Norman  W.  Haines 

Benjamin  M.  Hartshorn 
Martin  B.  Hartshorn 
Joseph  D.  Knight 

Herbert  W.  MacLeod 
Wendell  B.  Newell 
Edward  F.  Parker 

Ernest  D.  Richmond 
Harry  L.  Wicgin 

Parry  C.  Wiggin 
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The  Willis  Pharmacy,  Inc, 


Established  in  1855 


Service  and  Quality  Merchandise 


READ  &  WHITE 

MEN'S  and 
WOMEN'S 

FORMAL 

CLOTHES 

RENTER 

FUR  ALL  OCCASIONS 

QUALITY  ALWAYS 0 

111  SUMMER  STREET,  BOSTON,  MASS. 
VVOOLWORTH  BLDG.,  PROVIDENCE,  R.  I. 
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Never  Too  Early  . , .  Often  Too  Late 

Lots  of  young  folks  starting  the  first  job  at  a  modest  salary  say  to  them¬ 
selves,  “As  soon  as  I  get  a  raise.  I’ll  start  to  save  something”. 

Raises  come  along.  So  do  new  wants,  new  desires.  That  savings 
account  never  does  get  opened.  Suddenly  the  working  days  are  over  .  .  . 
with  no  “nest  egg”  laid  aside  for  a  comfortable  old  age.  Regardless  of  how  lit¬ 
tle  you  earn,  you  can  save  something.  Get  the  habit.  Start  N  O  W. 

Mechanics  Savings  Bank 

643  Main  Street,  Reading,  Mass. 


This  Co-operative  Bank 


is  an  important  local  institution  which  was  established  to  promote  thrift  and 
home  ownership  among  working  people.  To  this  end  we  offer  saving  plans 
to  fit  almost  any  budget  and  home  financing  plans  to  meet  a  wide  variety  of 
needs. 

Whatever  your  plans  for  the  future 
if  you  want  to  get  ahead,  it  will  pay 
you  to  find  out  about  our  service. 


Our  Pm 


•pose 


To  Promote  Systematic  Saving  and 
Economical  Home  Financing 

o 
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Reading  Co-operative  Bank 


643  Main  Street 


Reading,  Massachusetts. 


SUFFOLK  UNIVERSITY 

Thirty  (30)  College  scholarships  available  to  those  who  need  financial  aid  and  can  meet  our  scholas¬ 
tic  standard  in  competitive  examination  July  1,  1941.  Only  1941  graduates  of  New  England  high  schools 
are  eligible.  Applications  close  June  15th.  Send  for  information. 

SUFFOLK  COLLEGE  OF  LIBERAL  ARTS: 

5-yr.  day  or  evening  course  for  A.B.  degree.  Also  special  3-yr.  Pre-legal  course  meeting  requirements 
for  entrance  to  Suffolk  Law  School.  Associate  in  Arts  certificate  awarded  upon  satisfactory  com¬ 
pletion  of  60  s.h.  Entrance  requirement:  15  acceptable  units.  Cultural  and  pre- professional  pro¬ 
grams. 

SUFFOLK  COLLEGE  OF  JOURNALISM: 

5-yr.  day  or  evening  course  for  B.S.  in  J.  degree.  Practical  professional  course. 

SUFFOLK  COLLEGE  OF  BUSINESS  ADMINISTRATION: 

5-yr.  day  or  evening  course  for  B.S.  in  B.A.  degree.  Majors  in  accounting,  advertising  or  business 
management. 

SUFFOLK  LAW  SCHOOL 

4-yr.  day  or  evening  course  for  LLB.  degree.  Entrance  requirement :  60  s.h.  of  academic  work. 

SUFFOLK  GRADUATE  SCHOOL  OF  LAW: 

2-yr.  evening  course  for  LLM.  degree.  For  LL  B.  graduates  only. 

IMPORTANT:  High  School  graduates  not  eligible  to  enter  Suffolk  Law  School  or  Suffolk  Graduate 
School  of  Law  without  previous  academic  work. 

OPENING  DATE  IN  ALL  DEPARTMENTS  —  SEPT.  22,  1941 

Call,  write  or  phone  CAP.  0555  for  catalog 

SUFFOLK  UNIVERSITY  REGISTER 


Derne  Street 


Beacon  Hill 


Boston,  Mass. 


BURDETT 

COLLEGE 


e^e  THE  TRAINING  MEETS  THE 
NEEDS  OF  THE  TIME  for  the  immediate  demand 


Tor 


One-  and  two-year  courses.  Well- 
qualified  faculty.  Extra-curricula 
activities.  Day  and  Evening  classes. 
Previous  commercial  training  not  re¬ 
quired.  Courses  meet  the  needs  of 
business  and  government.  Calls  for 
graduates  exceed  the  supply.  Cata¬ 
logue  contains  full  information. 


the  future 


opp 


ortuniti 


15  6  STUART-’ 


BUSINESS  TRAINING  SINCE  1879 

BORDETT  COLLEGE 

Telephone  HANcock  6300 
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THE  PIONEER 


Qnadluxrfiost  Numoe/i 


READING  HIGH  SCHOOL 


HEADING,  MASSACHUSETTS 


19  4  3 


*  *  The  Class  of  1913  sincerely 
dedicates  this  issue  of  the  Pioneer 
to  the  alumni  and  faculty  members 
of  Reading  High  School  who  are 


now  in  the  service  of  our  country. 


A  PRAYER 

Dear  God,  I  pledge  my  allegiance 
To  a  flag  of  the  brave  and  the  free, 

May  the  red,  while,  and  blue  of  its  glory 
Ever  wave  in  the  skies  over  me. 

Oh,  Father,  keep  this  mighty  nation 
Under  Thy  guidance  we  pray; 

May  Thy  presence  ever  be  with  us 
Until  the  Victory  Day. 

Keep  us  from  evil,  we  ask  Thee, 

Point  out  the  right  from  the  wrong. 

We’ll  follow  wherever  You  lead  us 
Singing  Your  great  battle  song. 

Onward,  you  Christians,  forever, 

The  way  of  the  Lord  shall  prevail, 

He’ll  bless  us  and  keep  us  in  glory 
For  the  promise  of  Christ  shall  not  fail. 


And  die  Star-Spangled  Banner  in  Triumph  Shall  Wave 


THIS  IS  THE  ARMY 

Amireault,  Harold 
Anderson,  Joseph 
Anderson,  Robert 
Ars'enault,  David 
Arsenault,  Ernest 
Arsenault,  James 
Avery,  Richard 
Raker,  Earle  F. 

Bailey,  Bruce  P. 

Barrett,  Edward  J. 

Batten,  Edward  W. 

Beaudoin,  Francis 
Beaudoin,  John 
Beecher,  Frank  R 
Benjamin,  Walter  P. 

Bennett,  Austin  E.  Jr. 
Bingham,  Robert 
Black,  Chesley  L. 

Black,  George 
Black,  Walter  J. 

Bolton,  Ernest  T. 

Bowers,  John  S. 

Bredbury,  Gerald  F.  (D.D.S.) 
Bredbury,  Malcolm  S- 
Brennan,  Virginia  (WAAC) 
Brenton,  Irwin 
Brown,  Everett  W.  Jr. 
Burbank,  Nelson 
Burnham,  Franklin 

Cail,  Max  E. 

Callahan,  Joseph  G. 

Callan,  Arthur  B.  Jr. 

Callan,  Steve 
Campbell,  William  F.  Jr. 
Carleton,  James  H. 

Carney,  John  P. 

Carter,  Herbert  Jr. 

Carter,  James 
Castine,  George 
Castine,  Kenneth 
Cate,  Frank  C.  Jr. 

Childs,  Richard  D. 

Clancey,  Edward  C. 
Clapperton,  Alexander 
Cook,  Chester  A.  Jr. 

Coombs,  Kenneth  M. 
Coombs,  Robert  B. 

Coombs,  Russell 
Crosby,  Elizabeth  (R.N.) 
Crowell,  Roscoe 
Colford,  Gerald 
Cox,  Eugene  R. 

Cutcliffe,  Kenneth 

Dacey,  Charles  R. 

Dacey,  Frederick  F. 

Dacey,  William  D. 

Davis,  Charles  P. 

Davis,  Harold  F.  Sr. 

Davis,  William  M. 

Day,  Frederick 
Delong,  Earle  E. 

Devaney,  John  E. 

Dinsmore,  Albert  L. 

Dobbins,  John  H. 

Dobbins,  Lester  A. 

Dobbins,  Norman 
Doucette,  Francis  P. 
Doucette.  Walter 
Doughty.  Charles  F. 

Downs,  Richard  H. 

Downs,  Steward  H. 

Drew,  Lawrence 
Dugan,  Richard  F. 

Dulong,  Fred  J. 

Dulong,  James  A. 

Dunn,  George  R. 

Emery,  Lawrence  W. 

Enos,  Lawrence  A. 


IN  MEMORIAM 

Bird,  Russell 
Cobb,  Richard 
De  Merritt,  Robert  E. 
Ingersoll,  Henry 
Kimball,  Parker 
Parry,  Charles  E. 


Englund,  Thurston  A. 

Evans,  Ralph  E. 

Ford,  Edward  L. 

Foye,  Robert  H. 

Gallagher,  James  T. 
Gascoigne,  Richard  S. 

Gibson,  Barbara  (R.N.) 
Gilman,  Carl  E. 

Gilman,  George  L. 

Glaeser,  J.  George 
Goldsmith,  Arthur  A. 

Gorey,  James  A. 

Gormlie,  George  F. 

Graupner,  Frank  C. 

Gray,  Arthur  M. 

Gray,  Edson 
Gray,  Frank  R.  Jr. 

Greenleaf,  John  S. 

Griffen,  James  J. 

Griswold,  Mildred  N.  (R.  N.) 
Gunn,  Chester  P. 

Hall,  Karl  E. 

Harris,  Charles  B. 

Harris,  George  W. 

Hatch,  Roland  L. 

Heselton,  Robert  C. 

Hills,  Wesley  O. 

Hinds,  Thomas  P. 

Hobart,  Earl  W. 

Holcomb,  Irving 
Holmes,  John  F. 

Hopkins,  Robert  F. 

Horton,  Bryce 
Hoyt,  Carroll  P. 

Hubbard,  Donald  J. 

Hubbard,  Ernest 
Hubbard,  Herman 
Hurd,  Norman  R. 

Ingalls,  Frank  G. 

Ingalls,  Frederick  A. 

Jewett,  Phillips  L.  Jr. 

Jones,  Robert  D. 

Jordan,  Paul  E. 

Kendall,  Leslie 
Kenny,  Fred  C.  Jr. 

King,  Raymond  L. 

Kittredge,  G.  Leslie  Jr. 
Knight,  James  E. 

Knudson,  Richard  B. 

Lacey,  Thomas  A. 

Laetsch,  Charles  F.  Jr. 
Laetsch,  Elwin  H. 

Laetsch,  Harold 
LaFave,  George  S. 

Landry,  Frank  E. 

Langdon,  Arthur  E. 

Lawler,  James  R. 

Lawson,  Theodore  W.  Jr. 
Legg,  Robert  L. 

Leonard,  John  E. 

Lester,  Sherman 
Lewis,  Walter  F. 

Coring,  John  A.  Jr. 

Lougee,  Robert  W. 

Lovejoy,  Ralph  C. 


Low,  Stanley  H. 

MacDonald,  John  A. 

MacDougall,  Charles  A. 

Madden,  Ross  F. 

Mansell,  Donald  S. 

Mansfield,  Raymond  O. 

Marchetti,  Frank  F. 

Marshall,  Herman  L. 

Mason,  Ralph  J.  Jr. 

McSheehy,  George  M. 

Melendy,  Harold  A. 

Melendy,  Ralph  E. 

Merrill,  Richard  E. 

Merritt,  Henry  C. 

Muise,  Roswell  J. 

McQuestion,  Gilbert  S. 

Nelton,  Harley  C. 

Nelson,  Edwin  M. 

Nichols,  Harry  N. 

Nichols,  Paul  N. 

Nichols,  Raymond  A. 

Nichols,  Robert  F. 

Noone,  Raymond  D. 

Norton,  Frank  W. 

Norton  Irene  (Army  Nurse  Corps) 
Nyman,  Joseph  C. 

O’Brien,  John  E. 

O’Brien,  Lawrence  M. 

O’Donnell,  William  M. 

Olson,  Charles  J. 

Parker,  Philip  G. 

Perkins,  Dana  R. 

Pine,  Roger  W.  Jr. 

Pomeroy,  Ralph  K. 

Pratt,  Robert  W. 

Ratchford,  Thomas  H. 

Ray,  Esther  F.  (WAAC) 

Rees,  Arthur  F.  (Jap  Prisoner) 
Rees,  Charles  T. 

Rees,  George  G. 

Rees,  William  H. 

Richardson,  Charles  L.  Jr. 
Richman,  Edith  V.  (R.  N.) 
Richman,  John  G. 

Ricker,  George  C. 

Riseman,  Louis 
Roberts,  George  L.  Jr. 

Robinson,  Clark  S.  Jr. 

Roxbee,  Ralph  E. 

Russell,  Calvin 

Scott,  Daniel  J. 

Selfridge,  Edward  M. 

Shaw,  Lawrence  C. 

Sherrod,  Roy  J. 

Small,  Philips  A. 

Spavin,  Edward  M.  Jr. 

Springford,  Elbridge  H. 
Stephanian,  Albert 
Stephanian,  Michael 
Stevens,  Roger  W. 

Stickland.  Walter  W. 

Stock,  Herbert  A. 

Strout,  Walter  E.  Jr. 

Sullivan,  Robert  B. 

Surette,  Harlan  F. 

Sussmann,  Philip  B. 

Sweetser,  Allan  A. 

Taylor,  Stewart  F. 

Tebeau,  Frank  S. 

Tebeau,  George  L. 

Tedeman,  George  W. 

Thieme,  Homer  A. 

Tooley,  Henry  J. 

Towle,  Harley  E.  Jr. 

True,  George  C. 

True,  Richard  A. 

Turner,  Kenneth  R. 

Watson,  George  H. 

Watson,  Robert  J. 

Weadick,  Richard  A. 


O’er  the  Land  of  the  Free  and  the  Home  of  the  Brave! 


Weafer,  John  J. 

Webster,  Edgar 
White,  Douglass 
White,  Elmer  F. 

White,  Lawrence  J. 

White,  Norman 
White  Robert 
White,  Russell  J. 

White,  Wilfred  H. 
Whitford,  Russell  E. 
Whitten,  James  F.  Jr. 
Wilay,  Douglass 
Williamson,  Alexander 
Winn,  Lawrence  W. 

Vail,  Joseph 
Zitzow,  Harold 

“ANCHORS  AWEIGH” 

Aglio,  Francis 
Ames,  Orlando  E.  Jr. 
Anderson,  Albert  C.  Jr. 
Archer,  Fred  V.  B. 

Barrett,  Christopher 
Barstow.  Merton  C.  Jr. 
Batchelder,  Emerson  R. 
Bates,  Howard 
Batten,  George  W. 
Beaudry,  Edward 
Bowers,  William  A. 

Boyd,  Allen  W. 

Boyers,  Stanley  R. 
Bradley,  Edward  P. 
Brennan,  Francis  G. 
Brennan,  George  E. 
Brogan,  Irvin  C. 

Brown,  James  D. 

Brown,  Kenneth 
Burgland,  Ruth  (R.  N.) 
Burhoe,  Donald  I. 

Cail,  James  B.  Jr. 

Carder,  Joseph 
Carney,  Bartholemew  J.  Jr. 
Carroll,  Charles 
Carter,  Donald  C. 

Carter,  Junius  N. 

Cate,  Lawrence  A. 
Chisholm,  Lloyd 
Clark,  Edward  A. 

Classen,  Thomas 
Colby,  Carroll  N. 

Collins,  Edward 
Collins,  Joseph 
Collins,  Walter  R. 

Comley,  James  J. 

Connely,  Helen  (WAVE) 
Conron,  William 
Cook,  A  Douglass 
Crooker,  Richard  H. 
Crosby,  Robert 
Cullington,  Robert  F. 
Cummings,  Gerald  E. 

Davis,  Charles  R. 

Davis,  Franklin  S. 

Davis,  Phillip  W. 

Davis,  Roger  L. 

Dewey,  Donald  L. 

Dewsnap,  William  H.  Jr. 
Doucette,  Arthur  F. 
Doucette,  Melvin  N. 
Doucette,  Stephen  1. 
Douglass,  Donald  L. 

Dow,  Everett  R. 

Eisenhaure,  John 
Ellison,  Chester  A. 

Ellison,  Stanley  E. 
Emerson,  Louis  E. 

Farr,  Arthur  E. 


FORMER  R.H.S.  FACULTY 
MEMBERS  IN  SERVICE 

Althoff,  Philip  W. 
Bronner,  Robert 
Derby,  Donald 
Griffin,  Arthur  M. 
Kibbe,  L.  Reginald  A. 
Radvilas,  Arthur  E. 
Spencer,  Arthur  L- 
Taylor,  Russell  P. 


Fife,  D.  Truesdale 
Folsom,  Charles  E. 

Foster,  Arthur 
Fraughton,  Clarence  A. 
Frielander,  William  E. 
Frotten,  Ralph 
Gay,  Clarence  G. 

Glover,  Kenneth  B. 

Gordon,  William  L. 
Greene,  Leonard  C. 

Guild,  Benjamin 
Guild,  Daniel 
Harris,  Myrtle  (R.  N.  ) 
Hegarty,  John 
Herrick,  Ralph 
Higgins,  Clarence  B.  Jr. 
Higgins,  Miles  C.  Jr. 

Hill,  Stephen  C. 

Hitchcock,  Robert 
Hodson,  R.  Douglass 
Howard,  James  H. 

Irons,  Harry  R. 

Johnson,  Robert  H. 

Keene,  Edward  B.  Jr. 
Keene,  Richard  B. 
Larrabee,  Robert  N. 

Lloyd,  George  W. 

Lloyd,  Norman  M. 

Long,  G.  Burton 
Lougee,  Robert  G. 

Lovejoy,  Ralph  W. 
Lydstone,  William  T.  Jr. 
Mack,  John  A. 

MacLeod,  M.  Ross 
Marchetti,  George 
Mason,  Robert  G. 

Masters,  Parke  W. 
Mclntire,  Edward 
Mclntire,  Herbert  E. 
Meikle  C.  Palmer 
Miller,  Richard  G. 
Mitchell,  Donald  C. 

Moses,  Marjorie  (WAVE) 
Muise,  John 
Nichols,  Bernard  G. 
Nickerson,  Robert 
Parker,  Phillip  K. 

Pease,  Virginia  (WAVE) 
Perry,  Robert 
Perry,  Walter 
Pierce,  Richard  H. 

Poland,  Orville  F. 

Richman,  lacob 
Rose,  Anthony  J. 

St.  Hilaire,  David  Jr. 


Scott,  Paul 
Sletterinck,  Donald  G. 
Stiles,  Arthur  F.  Jr. 

Struss,  Thornton 
Sullivan,  John  W. 
Thornton,  Francis 
Thornton,  William 
Touissant,  Clifford 
Touissant,  Wilfred 
Turner,  Thomas  J. 

Van  Horne,  Earl  H. 

Young,  Richard  K. 

Ward,  Wilfred 
Watkins,  Gordon 
Weadick,  George  F. 
Webster,  Charles  L. 
Webster,  Charles  L. 
Weeks,  Francis  H. 

Weale,  Kenneth  M. 

White,  Richard 
White,  Thomas  J. 
Williams,  Douglass 
Williams,  Roland  K. 
Xavier,.  Harold  F. 

“SEMPER  PARATUS” 

Brown,  Ronald  W.  Jr. 
Burhoe,  Donald  I. 

Carder,  Walter 
Crooker,  Todd  D. 
Henderson,  Robert  F. 
Holmes,  Harold 
Hubbard,  Herman  L. 
Landry,  Henry  P. 

Lawler,  Richard  R. 
Marshall,  Edward  S. 
Maxwell,  Albert  C. 
Mussels,  Roger  C. 

Putnam,  John  A. 

Putnam,  Robert  E. 
Ralston,  Russell 
Sias,  Howard  M. 

Tine,  Anthony 
Wescott,  Donald  C. 
Whelpley,  George  E. 
Zwicker,  Leland  J. 

“SEMPER  FIDELUS” 

Anderson,  Jesse 
Baisley,  Donald 
Carter,  Ralph 
Collins,  John  P. 

Crooker,  John  H. 

Day,  John 
De  Rosa,  Rudolph 
Henderson,  Richard  W. 
Holden,  Carl  E. 

Hole,  William  Jr. 

Jacob,  Thomas  L. 

Kelley,  James 
Merrill,  Joseph 
Moulton,  Arthur  D.  Jr. 
Nichols,  Donald  M. 
Nichols,  Roger 
Phillips,  Henry  A. 
Schofield,  Walter 
Stevens,  Richard 
Taylor,  Robert  B. 

Webster,  Richard 
Webster,  Richard  B. 
White,  Donald  W. 

“MERCHANT  MARINE” 

Ryan,  Wesley 
Stark,  Walter 


Speeches 


THE  TORCH  ORATION 

The  torch  which  I  hold  in  my  hand  was  given  to 
me  by  the  President  of  the  class  of  1942.  Here  at  Read¬ 
ing  High  School  it  is  traditional  for  the  graduating  Pres¬ 
ident  of  the  Senior  Class  to  pass  the  torch  on  to  the  in¬ 
coming  President. 

This  torch  personifies  the  spirit  of  freedom  and 
knowledge  which  we  Americans  hold  most  dear. 

With  our  personal  lives  being  affected  more  and 
more  every  day  by  this  present  conflict,  we  are  doublv 
conscious  of  the  sacred  meaning  of  the  words  “freedom 
and  knowledge." 

I  think  that  the  class  of  1943  has  indeed  done  its 
part  in  carrying  on  the  traditions  embodied  in  this  torch. 
We  have  approximately  20  boys  in  the  service  of  their 
country  and  many  more  will  soon  follow.  These  patriotic 
young  men  are  showing  their  devotion  to  their  country 
and  loved  ones  by  personally  meeting  the  enemy.  Who 
knows,  perhaps  at  this  very  moment,  as  we  conduct  this 
graduation,  some  of  our  own  seniors  may  be  risking 
their  very  lives  for  us  and  the  things  we  hold  dear! 

The  girls  of  our  class  also  are  doing  their  part. 
Approximately  25  of  our  number  have  gone  into  jobs 
which  are  aiding  the  war  effort  considerably! 

When  this  great  world  conflict  is  over  and  the 
period  of  reconstruction  begins,  the  nations  of  the  world 
are  going  to  look  to  America  for  guidance.  We  must  be 
sure  that  we  ourselves  can  give  the  material  and  spiritual 
help  so  vitally  needed.  The  ideals  for  which  this  torch 
stands  are  the  only  answer.  If  we  fail  them  all  is  lost, 
but  if  we  succeed  our  efforts  will  be  duly  rewarded. 

It  is  with  these  thoughts  in  mind,  that  I  present  to 
you,  Edward  Knudson,  the  incoming  president  of  the 
Class  of  1944,  this  torch.  We  wish  you  every  success  in 
your  journey  with  it  and  trust  that  you  will  never  let  it 
escape  your  sight;  but  that  you  will  hold  it  ever  before 
you  as  an  ever-burning  flame  of  comfort  and  inspiration! 

Donald  Clapperton 


A  JOB  FOR  ALL 

Through  the  years  as  a  student  prepared  to  venture 
out  into  the  world,  to  fashion  his  own  independent  fu¬ 
ture,  the  question  foremost  in  his  mind  has  been,  “What 
are  the  opportunities  which  await  me  following  my  high 
school  career?”  In  the  past,  the  answer  to  that  question 
would  have  been  somewhat  of  a  complex  problem,  for 
the  fields  open  to  job-seekers  have  not  been  too  large 
or  varied,  at  least  not  until  the  last  few  years.  I'll  ad¬ 
mit  that  as  America  developed,  so  did  the  advantages 
for  her  youth,  but  the  opportunities  which  have  arisen 
in  the  past  three  or  four  years  far  surpass  all  previous 
records,  so  that  the  graduation  from  a  life  on  the  farm, 
to  thousands  of  varied  positions  in  the  industrial  and 
professional  worlds,  seem  like  a  revolutionary  transition. 

Today  as  our  country  is  engaged  in  a  world  wide 
conflict,  our  question  takes  on  two  separate  phrases: 

1.  Post  Graduation  Opportunities 


2.  Post  War  Opportunities 

As  to  the  first  category,  we  realize  that  some  of  the 
graduates  are  girls  and  boys  too  young  to  be  taken  in  the 
armed  forces.  An  unemployment  problem  for  them 
should  not  exist,  for  business  concerns  are  crying  for 
help.  A  glance  at  the  classified  section  of  the  local  news¬ 
paper  will  verify  this  fact. 

As  for  the  greater  section  of  the  graduating  class — 
the  young  men  eligible  for  the  armed  forces — countless 
openings  are  available  to  them. 

Due  to  the  requirements  of  our  mechanized  equip¬ 
ment,  almost  every  soldier  and  sailor  will  be  provided 
with  a  specialized  training  which  will  not  only  fortify 
him  for  the  present  conflict,  but  also  for  a  position  in 
the  Post  War  Industries. 

Let  us  now  look  ahead  to  the  future  following  the 
war.  The  reconstruction  .period  should  provide  jobs  for 
millions  at  home  and  abroad.  The  civilian  industries  in 
America  will  all  have  to  be  revived,  requiring  thousands 
of  men  and  women  to  swing  into  production  again. 

Countless  opportunities  await  us!  Today,  more  than 
at  any  time  in  our  history,  approximately  100%  of  the 
graduates  of  public  schools  should  and  will  have  no  dif¬ 
ficulty  in  securing  a  creditable  place  in  the  world. 

Kenneth  C.  Bushway,  Valedictorian 

HATS  OFF! 

Along  the  street  there  comes 

A  blare  of  bugles,  a  ruffle  of  drums 

A  flash  of  color  beneath  the  sky 
Hats  off! 

The  flag  is  passing  by! 

Blue  and  crimson  and  white  it  shines 

Over  the  steel-tipped  ordered  lines 
Hats  off! 

The  colors  before  us  fly; 

But  more  than  a  flag  is  passing  by; 

Far  more  than  a  flag  is  passing;  the  shining  white 
stripes  speak  to  us  of  the  pure,  clean  courage  of  our 
young  men;  the  red  is  the  fresh  young  blood  which  so 
many  will  be  called  upon  to  shed;  the  blue  promises  us 
that  the  sacrifice  of  lives  shall  not  be  in  vain  for  justice 
and  right  will  triumph  over  all.  There  are  not  enough 
stars  to  account  for  each  individual  hero  who  is  stead¬ 
fastly  following  his  country’s  banner,  but  community 
service  flags  all  over  the  country  record  with  pride  the 
total  youth  now  marching  by.  They  are  your  sons,  our 
classmates,  who  are  marching  toward 

Sea  fights  and  land  fights,  grim  and  great 
Fought  to  make  and  to  save  the  State 
Weary  marches  and  sinking  ships 
Cheers  of  victory  on  dying  lips 
Days  of  plenty  and  years  of  peace 
March  of  a  strong  land’s  swift  increase 
Equal  justice,  right  and  law 
Stalely  honor  and  reverend  awe; 

Io  this  kind  of  country  our  boys  must  return.  A 
country  symbolized  by  old  glory  which  promises  days 


of  plenty  and  the  supremacy  of  justice  and  liberty. 

So  when  the  flag  comes  by,  look  proudly  at  the 
banner  in  your  hearts  that  this  flag  shall  never  be  low¬ 
ered  nor  that  these  young  sons  of  the  nation  shall  be  sac¬ 
rificed  in  vain. 

So  hats  off! 

The  flag  is  passing  by! 

Betty  Hoffer,  Salutatorian 

FIRST  LADY  OF  OUR  LAND 
So  calm  and  serene  she  stood  on  this  beautiful  sunny 
morning — a  huge,  softly-draped  figure  against  a  back¬ 
ground  of  tall,  sharp-angled  concrete  giants.  She  looked 
the  same  as  always,  except  for  the  fact  that  there  were 
fewer  people  gathered  at  her  feet  and  the  larger  propor¬ 
tion  of  the  admiring  throng  were  men  in  uniform. 

iL  was  only  at  night  that  one  noticed  the  real  change. 
No  longer  was  her  torch  lighted.  No  longer  did  a  pow¬ 
erful  gleam  shine  out  to  sea  to  guide  ships.  All  was 
darkness.  But  what  did  it  matter  if  circumstances  pro¬ 
hibited  her  lamp  from  nurturing  of  flame?  Invisible 
beams  from  her  torch  shone  nevertheless  across  the  sea, 
to  nestle  in  the  hearts  of  conquered  people.  What  differ¬ 
ence  did  it  make  if  less  people  actually  saw  her?  Now, 
more  than  ever  her  image  was  cherished  by  people  all 
over  the  world,  by  her  sons  and  daughters  in  Iceland, 
England,  Africa,  and  the  South  Pacific;  by  starved  and 
angry  people  in  France,  Denmark,  Poland  and  Norway; 
by  Chinese,  Jews,  Russians  and  Americans;  by  all  think¬ 
ing  mankind,  regardless  of  creed  or  race.  Nothing,  not 
even  a  blackout,  can  dim  the  light  of  freedom.  Nothing, 
except  death  itself,  can  erase  the  love  of  liberty  from  the 
human  heart. 

In  the  peaceful  years  to  come,  many  travellers  will 
greet  her  joyously  as  ships  steam  back  into  port,  but 
there  will  be  many  of  her  progeny  who  have  saluted  her 
commanding  presence  for  the  last  time — perhaps  her 
name,  liberty— will  lave  their  dying  lips. 

No  matter  what  the  coming  years  may  bring,  Lady 
Liberty  will  still  be  there,  her  torch  aloft,  a  burning 
symbol  to  all  conquered  nations  of  the  freedom  and 
peace  to  come — the  peace  which  is  beyond  all  under¬ 
standing. 

Althea  Crilley,  Faculty  Honors 

IRRESPONSIBLE  YOUTH 
Every  now  and  then  during  our  youth,  we’ve  heard 
such  ejaculations  as  “Oh  this  modern  generation!”  and 
“When  we  were  young,  we  never  thought  of  such  things!” 
We’ve  merely  laughed  at  these  remarks,  but  inside  us, 
there’s  a  streak  of  sensitive  rebellion  which  insists  that, 
in  spite  of  our  carefree  attitude,  we  do  have  a  serious 
side.  We  do  have  the  resourcefulness  and  willingness  to 
meet  the  problems  which  face  us  today. 

Before  our  boys  went  to  Guadalcanal  and  Tunisia, 
they  were  much  like  the  boys  in  this  class.  In  their  high 
school  days,  they  thought  about  “jam  sessions,”  “cokes” 
and  touchdowns.  Yet  when  a  crisis  came  they  had  the 
fortitude  to  think  about  life  and  death,  justice  and 
liberty. 

Ask  your  son  why  he  elected  some  of  the  subjects 
that  he  studied  in  his  senior  year  in  high  school.  He 


knows  what  he’s  going  to  do  with  that  knowledge  of 
physics  that  he  has  gained.  \  ou  may  have  noticed  that 
he  paid  more  attention  to  his  school  work  this  last  year 
than  he  did  in  his  junior  and  sophomore  years. 

When  the  war  is  over,  it  will  be  our  generation  that 
must  rebuild  the  nation — set  it  on  its  feet  again.  We 
realize  this;  even  when  we’re  grouped  around  the  juke 
box  at  Torre’s  listening  to  “that  terrible  racket  the 
youngsters  call  ‘swing’.”  We  realize  it,  and  we  want  to 
do  something  about  it.  Think  it  over — is  youth  care¬ 
free  and  ignorant  of  reality,  or  is  it,  perhaps,  storing  up 
happiness  and  memories  to  remember  w'hen  we’re  con¬ 
verting  our  irresponsibility  to  productivity  in  winning 
the  war?  Jean  Maguire,  Faculty  Honors 


THE  CHALLENGE  TO  POST  WAR  AMERICA 

Post  war  plans,  proposals,  and  propositions  by  the 
score  are  being  presented  to  the  public  for  its  considera¬ 
tion.  Most  of  these  plans  will  never  assume  important 
places  in  negotiations,  but  they  do  contain  good  sound 
basic  ideas.  Before  the  nation  will  be  capable  of  solving 
international  issues,  it  must  formulate  a  realistic  do¬ 
mestic  policy  that  will  stand  the  test  here  at  home. 

President  Conant  of  Harvard  suggests  that  a  new 
“American  radical"  would  supply  many  of  these  ideas. 
This  American  radical  would  look  to  Thomas  Jefferson 
as  his  ideal,  and  would  characteristically  be  an  enthus¬ 
iastic  proponent  of  equal  opportunity,  be  indifferent  to¬ 
ward  salary  ceilings,  champion  public  education  under 
local  responsibility,  and  work  enthusiastically  for  de¬ 
centralization  of  the  government. 

These  men,  preparing  our  future,  will  have  some 
extreme  ideas,  but  their  good  common-sense  theories  if 
organized,  will  form  a  firm  foundation  for  a  lasting 
peace  and  permanent  assurance  of  the  Four  Freedoms 
outlined  by  President  Roosevelt  and  Prime  Minister 
Churchill  in  the  Atlantic  Charter.  The  charter,  as  you 
well  know,  provides  for  freedom  of  speech,  freedom  of 
religion,  freedom  from  want,  and  freedom  from  fear. 

The  main  principles  behind  these  Four  Freedoms 
have  been  entirely  obliterated  in  the  conquered  coun¬ 
tries.  It  is,  therefore,  our  duty  to  hold  them  in  active 
trust  until  impartial,  competent  statesmen  can  see  that 
their  privileges  are  properly  and  permanently  bestowed 
upon  the  entire  world. 

Richard  Dill,  Class  Honors 


WOMEN’S  ROLE  IN  THE  POST-WAR  WORLD 
When  peace  comes  we  must  be  prepared  to  meet  its 
problems.  A  sensible  approach  to  these  problems  is  to 
ask  what  kind  they  are.  1  think  they  deal  with  people. 
For  instance,  how  shall  we  feed  the  living  skeletons  of 
foreign  countries?  Will  we  crush  the  people  of  the  Axis 
as  did  the  people  of  the  Central  Powers? 

Who  is  it  who  will  be  best  prepared  to  meet  the 
problems  of  the  peace?  The  boys  of  our  generation  will 
have  been  training  for  war.  The  men  overseas  will  not 
have  had  the  opportunity  to  study  problems  peculiar  to 
the  peace. 
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DANA  ALWARD 

Here  is  Dana  who  resides 
in  Reading,  but  can  b’e  seen 
in  Stoneham  a  good  part  of 
the  time.  As  a  member  of  the 
properties  committee  of  the 
Senior  Play,  Dana  raced 
around  securing  everything 
from  tubas  to  old  rubbers.  He 
is  a  staunch  member  of  D'e- 
Molay,  and  his  pet  peeves  are 
hard  butter  and  bleached 
blondes.  “He  Wears  a  Pair 
of  Golden  Wingi”  will  be 
Dana's  theme  song  next  year, 
if  all  goes  well. 


RUTH  AMBACK 

Buppy,  one  of  our  most  am¬ 
bitious  classmates,  has  been 
an  ardent  member  of  the  Tri- 
Hi,  has  successfully  managed 
the  poster  committee  for  the 
dances,  and  pursued  the  Col¬ 
lege  Course.  Art  has  been  her 
favorite  subject,  and  her  hob¬ 
bies  include  making  her  own 
clothes  and  playing  the  piano 
and  organ.  This  summer 
Buppy  intends  to  work ;  for 
next  year  she  will  study  at 
the  Rhode  Island  School  of 
Design ;  some  day  to  become 
an  interior  decorator. 


OTIS  ANDERSON 

Have  you  ever  walked  into 
Hood’s  and  seen  a  “Thin 
Man”  in  a  white  coat?  Well, 
that  was  none  other  than 
Andy.  Certainly,  you  remem¬ 
ber  the  Hi-Y  boy,  whom  we 
saw  walking  in  and  out  of  Mr. 
Bradley’s  office  in  the  senior 
play.  Andy  has  been  casually 
pursuing  a  College  Course 
and  declares  that  English  has 
been  his  favorite  subject. 
Nosey  customers  peeve  Otis, 
and  after  graduation,  he  plans 
to  enter  the  Coast  Guard. 


GEORGE  ARNOLD 

Advanced  learning  appealed 
to  George,  so  he  left  us  early 
to  go  to  Boston  University  in 
the  Navy  V-I  program.  At 
R.  H.  S.  George  liked  chemis¬ 
try  and  physics  best,  and  ably 
portrayed  Mr.  Ferguson  in 
our  senior  play.  He  found 
time  for  soccer,  A  Capella 
choir,  and  DeMolay.  Outside 
the  school,  his  main  interest 
has  been  photography.  George 
expects  to  be  called  July  first 
and  plans  to  be  a  travelling 
salesman  in  post-war  days. 


RANDALL  ARTHUR 

Ranny  belongs  to  the  di¬ 
minutive  stud'ents  at  Reading 
High.  He  is  fond  of  hunting, 
fishing,  and  playing  the  piano. 
Randall  plays  a  good  game  of 
tennis,  but  corny  jokes  and 
homework  get  under  his  skin. 
Although  “Two  -  Gun”  has 
taken  the  College  Course, 
with  chemistry  as  his  favorite 
subject,  he  plans  to  join  the 
Army  after  graduation,  where 
his  clever  handling  of  a  rifle 
will  stand  him  in  good  stead. 


EDNA  BARMBY 

Edna  swims,  plays  basket¬ 
ball,  cans,  gardens,  knits  and 
hooks  rugs.  She  has  received 
several  4-H  honors  and  is 
owner  and  manager  of  Ed’s 
Poultry  Farm.  Edna  has 
found  time  for  basketball,  and 
has  capably  captained  the 
hockey  team,  belonged  to 
Student  Council,  and  Tri-Hi. 
While  taking  the  College 
Course,  Edna  found  that  math 
was  her  favorite  subject.  After 
graduation,  she  plans  to  at¬ 
tend  the  University  of  Maine. 


BERRY  ARNOLD 


Bonesy  is  one  of  Reading 
High’s  musicians,  seen  every 
Saturday  with  the  Band  at 
football  games.  He  has  taken 
the  Accounting  Course  and 
chemistry  has  been  his  favor¬ 
ite  class.  In  his  senior  year, 
Ire  was  elected  Co-captain  of 
the  soccer  team,  but  when  it 
was  discontinued,  he  became 
a  mainstay  of  the  Cross  Coun¬ 
try  team.  A  member  of  De¬ 
Molay  and  the  National  Rifle 
Association,  Berry  looks  for¬ 
ward  to  being  in  the  Naval 
Air  Corps. 
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ARTHUR  BANCROFT,  JR. 


Art,  a  cpiiet  young  man,  has 
faithfully  pursued  the  Scien¬ 
tific  Course  during  his  high 
school  career.  Butch  has  won 
his  letter  as  a  crack  shot  in 
the  Rifle  Club.  Art’s  other  ac¬ 
tivities  include  traffic  scpiad, 
Hi-Y,  and  the  senior  play. 
Junie’s  also  an  accomplished 
organist  and  holds  the  post 
of  Organist  in  DeMolay. 
Math  III  with  Fitzie  was  his 
favorite  subject.  Next  year, 
lie’ll  attend  Northeastern  and 
study  Electrical  Engineering. 


PHYLLIS  BARR 


ANNE  BARRETT 


ROGER  BATCHELDER 


ROBERT  BEAUMONT 


Phyl,  among  our  best- 
dressed  co-eds,  was  one  of 
the  year’s  vivacious  cheer¬ 
leaders.  She  was  treasurer  of 
Tri-Hi,  belonged  to  the  Stu¬ 
dent  Council,  member  of 
Junior  Woman’s,  Executive 
P)oard,  basketball  team,  and 
riding  club.  She  has  taken  the 
College  Course  and  plans  to 
enter  Stephens  College  in  the 
fall.  Her  pet  passions  are  her 
little  black  Tarry  and  her 
little  black  Olds. 


Anne  is  one  of  the  students 
following  th’e  Classical  Course. 
She  is  a  mathematical  wizard, 
who  surprises  everyone  with 
her  miraculous  solutions.  Be¬ 
sides  her  scholastic  achieve¬ 
ments,  Anne  has  not  been  too 
busy  to  play  field  hockey,  bas¬ 
ketball,  and  tennis  in  a  spec¬ 
tacular  mann'er.  Anne  was 
Sport’s  Editor  of  the  Pioneer. 
After  graduation,  she  plans 
to  attend  Emmanuel  College. 


Fink,  the  lad  who  manages 
to  get  to  school  one  minute 
too  late,  claims  it’s  easy  to  ar¬ 
rive  on  time.  Roger  completed 
the  Accounting  Course  and 
math  has  been  his  favorite 
subject.  He  does  not  like  to 
get  up  early  and  warns  you 
not  to  leave  your  keys  in  your 
car  because  he  likes  driving. 
At  present  Batch  is  hard  at 
work  cutting  wood.  After 
graduation,  Roger  plans  to 
enter  the  Air  Corps. 


Flash  !  The  dashing  fellow 
with  the  wavy  red  hair  is 
graduating  from  Reading 
High.  Carrot  Tops  has  com¬ 
pleted  the  Civic  Preparatory 
Course  and  lists  his  favorite 
periods  as  lunch  and  study.  If 
a  medal  were  to  be  given  out 
to  the  fellow  who  has  been 
most  mischievous,  Bob  would 
certainly  be  the  winner.  His 
pet  pe'eves  are  stuck  up  girls 
and  long  rest  periods  in  the 
office.  Rosy  plans  to  join  the 
marines  after  graduation. 


BRUCE  BENSON 

As  a  newcomer  to  the  Sen¬ 
ior  class,  Bruce  has  taken  the 
Scientific  Course,  and  enjoyed 
pilot's  math  the  most.  Al¬ 
though  now  in  the  Navy,  Ben 
is  still  very  much  interested 
in  the  activities  of  Reading 
High.  Eventually  Bruce  hopes 
to  be  able  to  join  the  Naval 
Air  Corps  which  is  certainly 
a  worthy  ambition.  Tall, 
blonde,  and  handsome  is  our 
three  word  description  of 
Ben. 


ROBERT  BERGLUND 

Buggy,  is  one  of  the  quiet 
fellows  at  Reading  High.  He 
has  been  taking  the  shop 
course  and  may  be  seen  every 
morning  making  his  way  over 
to  the  Junior  High.  He  has 
enjoyed  Practical  Science 
class  with  Mr.  Blanchard 
most  of  all.  His  pet  peeves 
sound  familiar ;  homework 
and  notebooks.  After  he  fin¬ 
ishes  school,  Robert  plans  to 
work  until  after  October, 
when  he  expects  to  follow  his 
brother  into  the  Army. 


GEORGE  BOYCE 

George  is  better  known  to 
his  classmates  as  Snipe.  He  is 
taking  the  Civic  Preparatory 
Course,  and  his  favorite  sub¬ 
ject  is  mathematics.  Snipe’s 
hobbies  are  sports,  especially 
baseball,  and  his  pet  peeves 
are  women  and  waking  up 
early  in  the  morning.  After 
graduating  this  June,  Snipe 
plans  to  work  on  the  Boston 
and  Maine.  Last  summer  he 
worked  at  Torre’s.  His  future 
intention  is  to  get  married 
and  settle  down. 


FRANK  BRENNAN 

Time:  8.16,  Place:  Middle¬ 
sex  Avenue.  Look  out,  here 
comes  Frank !  He’ll  probably 
make  it,  just  as  he  has  the 
Civic  Preparatory  Course.  He 
does  his  pilot’s  math  in  the 
second  period  study  and  finds 
the  answers  on  the  Sports 
Page  of  the  morning  paper. 
Frank  is  a  rabid  basketball 
player  and  fan.  Frank  worked 
at  the  Post  Office  and  Reading 
Theatre.  After  graduation, 
will  join  his  pals  in  the 
Fighting  Forces. 


RICHARD  BROWN 

Brownie  is  not  only  tall 
and  handsome  but  also  one  of 
our  b'est  dressed  students.  He 
has  been  pursuing  the  Ac¬ 
counting  Course,  but  claims 
his  best  period  has  been 
lunch.  After  school  hours,  we 
may  find  him  among  his  bud¬ 
dies,  holding  up  the  library 
wall  or  sitting  on  the  Com¬ 
mon.  During  vacations  and  on 
occasional  weekends,  Brownie 
may  be  seen  trudging  from 
door  to  door,  with  a  mail  bag 
over  his  shoulders. 


EVA  BRUCE 

“There’s  a  song  in  the  air” 
—yes,  if  Eva  is  around,  there 
is  always  some  melody.  Rec¬ 
ords  and  swing  are  obviously 
her  hobbies,  but  chewing  gum 
is  also  a  major  occupation. 
Harry  James  is  her  pet  peeve. 
Catching  up  with  the  Secre¬ 
tarial  Course  has  kept  her 
busy  at  R.  H.  S.  With  this 
preparation,  Eva  hopes  to 
find  herself  a  good  job  after 
June  ninth. 


ANNA  BURBINE 

Here  comes  Anna — the  cap¬ 
able  bookkeeper  and  secre¬ 
tary  of  Kenney’s  Gulf  station. 
She  hopes  to  go  to  Art  School 
after  graduation,  or  else  be¬ 
come  a  more  competent  busi¬ 
ness  woman.  Long  fingernails, 
9 :20  Club,  singing,  dancing, 
ice-skating  and  many  other 
interests  keep  her  busy  out¬ 
side  of  school.  We  all  wish 
she  would  make  use  of  her 
grand  singing  voice,  which 
she  keeps  hidden  away. 


THOMAS  BURBINE 

At  the  senior  play,  Tom 
was  one  of  the  stage  hands 
who  opened  curtains  and  set 
up  scenery.  He  was  also  one 
of  the  busy  authors  of  the 
Class  Prophecy.  While  taking 
the  Civic  Preparatory  Course, 
his  favorite  class  has  been 
art.  Tom  bowls,  plays  tennis, 
and  skates.  Burp  objects  to 
homework  and  finds  time  for 
frequent  trips  to  Stoneham. 
Tom  intends  to  join  the  Navy 
and  later  find  a  government 
position. 


KENNETH  BUSHWAY 

Hail  to  our  Valedictorian! 
Yes,  Ken  topped  us  all  in 
scholarship,  but  that  is  not  all. 
Our  versatile  and  modest  Ken 
was  our  capable  Vice-presi¬ 
dent,  a  member  of  Hi-Y  and 
DeMolay,  captain  of  the  traf¬ 
fic  force,  and  an  usher  at  the 
senior  play.  Besides  all  these, 
Ken  works  at  the  Gulf  sta¬ 
tion,  and  after  work,  often 
comes  home  by  way  of  Frank¬ 
lin  St.  Ken,  our  class  math¬ 
ematician,  plans  to  go  to 
M.  I.  T. 


RUSSELL  CARTER 

Russ  will  long  be  remem¬ 
bered  for  his  portrayal  of 
Vecchito,  the  itching  Italian, 
in  the  senior  play,  “What  A 
Life.”  He  claims  that  his  best 
moments  of  the  year  were 
spent  at  rehearsals,  although 
he  enjoyed  playing  in  the 
band,  too.  His  hobby  is  play¬ 
ing  the  saxophone.  Mathe¬ 
matics  has  been  his  favorite 
subject  and  English  the  most 
unpopular.  In  the  summer, 
Russ  expects  to  enlist  in 
either  the  Navy  or  the  Mer¬ 
chant  Marine. 


ETHEL  CHAPMAN 

Everyone  knows  Ethel,  of 
senior  play  and  Miss  Shea 
fame  with  her  friendly  smile 
and  happy  disposition.  Her 
main  hobbies  are  bowling, 
dancing,  and  collecting  clip¬ 
pings  about  Ted  Williams. 
She  is  working  in  a  Boston 
bank  and  plans  to  continue 
after  graduation,  although  she 
claims  her  future  intentions 
are  undecided.  She  dislikes 
“two-faced  friends,”  and  likes 
bookkeeping,  which  is  part  of 
her  Secretarial  Course.  She 
has  an  interest  in  Oklahoma. 


LOUISE  CHARLES 

Louise  is  the  tall,  blonde, 
slender  shadow  seen  fre¬ 
quently  around  our  corridors. 
Lou  is  ambitious  and  is  tak¬ 
ing  the  Clerical  Course.  Her 
favorite  subjects  are  U.  S. 
History  and  type.  She  is  plan¬ 
ning  to  go  to  Secretarial 
School  next  year  and  work 
during  this  summer.  Horse¬ 
back  riding  takes  up  some  of 
her  time,  along  with  holding 
an  office  in  Rainbow,  and  she 
claims  her  pet  peeve  is  a  long 
homework  assignment. 


DONALD  CLAPPERTON 


DONALD  CONRON 


MARGARET  CHARLES 


BERYL  COOK 


Charlie  has  taken  part  in 
many  school  activities,  includ¬ 
ing  the  Rifle  Team,  Publicity 
Committee  of  tire  senior  play, 
and  assistant  Business  Editor 
of  the  Pioneer;  besides  being 
an  active  member  of  Rainbow 
and  president  of  the  Metho¬ 
dist  Youth  Fellowship.  She’s 
been  taking  a  Classical  Course 
and  was  fourth  on  our  honor 
list.  H’er  hobbies  are  music 
and  drawing.  Next  year  she 
plans  to  enter  Wheaton  to 
study  the  sciences. 


Here  we  have  Donald  Clap- 
perton,  known  for  his  effi¬ 
ciency  as  president  of  the 
senior  class  and  for  his  fine 
work  in  Stud'ent  Council. 
Donald,  as  one  of  our  noted 
football  players,  received  his 
sweater  and  letter.  Don’s 
happy  nature  has  assisted  him 
in  his  work  as  soda  jerker, 
newsboy,  grocery  clerk,  and 
machinist.  In  the  Accounting 
Course  he  seems  to  enjoy 
Practical  Science  most.  The 
future  will  find  Don  in  Uncle 
Sam’s  employ  and  care. 


Yes,  here  is  good  natured 
Don,  whose  heart  is  as  big 
as  can  be.  He  has  been  taking 
the  Comprehensive  Course 
with  plans  of  continuing  at 
the  University  of  Vermont. 
Latin,  history,  and  mathe¬ 
matics  have  a  special  appeal 
to  him.  Brud  is  interested  in 
music  and  has  a  collection  of 
classical  recordings.  Besides 
his  hobby,  he  finds  time  for 
other  odd  jobs  around  town. 
Loud  radios  and  incompre¬ 
hensible  homework  bother 
him  immensely. 


Bey  has  been  taking  the 
Secretarial  Course,  but  found 
time  for  the  tennis  team,  the 
riding  club,  Junior  Woman's 
Club,  and  Rainbow.  Her  fa¬ 
vorite  class  has  been  account¬ 
ing.  Beryl’s  hobby  is  attend¬ 
ing  movies  and  her  pet  pee.e, 
homework.  Bey  has  worked 
at  the  Five  and  Ten  and 
Friend’s.  She  received  a  nin 
for  speed  in  typing  and  after 
graduation  plans  to  work  in 
a  probate  court  as  a  secre¬ 
tary. 


ROBERT  COOPER 


BARBARA  COURSER 


MARY  COWHEY 


ROBERT  COWHEY 


During  the  hockey  season, 
Coop  can  be  found  at  Sturgis’, 
attired  in  one  of  his  flashy 
shirts,  skating  after  a  puck. 
A  member  of  DeMolay,  Chick 
drives  a  tractor  on  a  farm 
during  the  summer.  English 
class  was  much  entertained 
by  Coop’s  facetious  remarks. 
Perhaps  that  is  why  a  certain 
woman  teacher  is  his  pet 
peeve.  Coop  is  considering 
entering  the  University  of 
Maine  and  later  hopes  to  join 
the  Army  Air  Corps. 


Barb  is  a  jive  fan  who 
would  spend  Iter  last  cent  on  a 
record  or  a  chocolate  frappe. 
Crusher  insists  that  electric¬ 
ity  is  her  bane  in  spite  of  her 
interest  in  physics  class.  Barb 
has  struggled  with  the  Col¬ 
lege  Course  since  she  joined 
us  three  years  ago.  She  ably 
headed  the  Costume  Commit¬ 
tee  for  our  senior  play  and 
upheld  our  class  dances.  Barb 
plans  to  acquire  “a  touch  of 
Texas"  at  Texas  State  Col¬ 
lege  for  Women. 


Mary  left  Reading  High 
School  early  this  year  to 
make  practical  use  of  the 
knowledge  acquired  during 
her  three  years  slaving  over 
the  Secretarial  Course.  She 
has  accepted  a  position  as  a 
telephone  operator,  but  still 
finds  time  to  go  dancing  and 
to  listen  to  the  ever  popular 
9 :20  club.  Best  of  luck  to  you, 
Mary,  and  please  don’t  give 
us  any  wrong  numbers. 


Pat’s  favorite  subject,  dur¬ 
ing  his  three  years  in  the 
Civic  Preparatory  Course,  has 
been  physics.  He  likes  to 
while  away  the  hours  listen¬ 
ing  to  military  band  music. 
Robert  has  been  working  at 
Torre’s  and  after  graduation, 
he  expects  to  enter  Uncle 
Sam’s  fighting  forces.  Calis¬ 
thenics  have  caused  him 
greatest  annoyance  and  he 
believes  eighth  period  could 
be  put  to  better  use.  After  the 
war,  Robert  plans  to  become 
a  policeman. 


RUTH  CRESS 

Ruthie’s  favorite  class  is 
sixth  period  and  it’s  a  con¬ 
tinued  round  of  laughs,  fur¬ 
nished  by  Wesie  and  Helen. 
Si  e  has  participated  in  horse¬ 
back  riding  and  choir  at  R. 
H.  S.  Her  pet  peeve  is  this 
war.  Rudy,  as  she  is  known  to 
many,  plans  to  go  to  a  school 
for  models  this  fall.  Rutliie  is 
\  ery  popular,  but  especially 
witii  a  certain  redhead.  We 
hope  she  will  be  as  success¬ 
ion  in  her  chosen  career. 


ALTHEA  CRILLEY 

Basketball,  tennis,  hockey, 
and  Student  Council  have 
kept  Althea  busy,  but  not  too 
busy  to  earn  Faculty  Honors 
and  be  fifth  in  the  graduat¬ 
ing  class.  While  pursuing  a 
College  Course,  her  favorite 
subject  has  been  English, 
which  she  hopes  someday  to 
teach.  Al’s  favorite  hobby  is 
reading  and  her  pet  peeves 
are  snobbish  people.  She 
hopes  to  go  to  college  next 
year. 


GRETCHEN  CROWELL 

Peggy  is  one  of  our  best 
natured  clasmates,  and  a  fol¬ 
lower  of  the  Classical  Course. 
If  you  need  a  professional 
sneezer,  call  on  Peg,  for  she 
played  the  part  in  “What  A 
Life.”  Peggy  wrote  many 
writeups  for  our  year  book 
and  as  an  artist,  is  definitely 
proficient.  Peggy  is  the  pres¬ 
ident  of  the  Sub-Deb  Club. 
She  is  very  proud  of  the 
Army  Air  Corps  wings  which 
she  wears. 


CHARLES  CUMMINGS 

Scoop,  as  Charlie  is  called, 
has  completed  the  Civic  Pre¬ 
paratory  Course.  Charlie  is 
the  youngest  senior  to  have 
enlisted  in  the  Marines. 
Scoop’s  pet  peeve  is  tests, 
and  we  can’t  blame  him  too 
much.  He  enjoys  third  period 
as  it  is  one  of  his  two  lunch 
periods,  thanks  to  a  senior 
friend.  We  hope  Charlie  will 
always  retain  his  sense  of 
humor  and  that  the  Marines 
will  not  change  him. 


WILLIAM  CUNEO 

Bill,  newest  man  about 
town,  joined  our  ranks  this 
year  and  immediately  won 
our  friendship.  Bill’s  favorite 
class  has  been  the  ever  pop¬ 
ular  study  period.  His  ambi¬ 
tion  is  to  be  a  gentleman 
farmer  and  he’s  already  made 
a  start  at  his  home  on  Frank¬ 
lin  Street.  Bill  rides  horse¬ 
back  and  chugs  gaily  around 
in  the  “jeep.”  We  won’t  for¬ 
get  the  time  Bill  forgot  to 
wear  his  tux  in  the  senior 
play. 


PATRICIA  CURTIN 

Hear  a  giggle  or  someone 
chattering?  That’s  Pat.  She 
has  been  working  in  Boston 
and  finds  work  much  more  in¬ 
teresting  than  studying.  She 
has  casually  carried  a  College 
Course  and  much  to  every¬ 
one’s  delight  made  the  honor 
roll.  Patty  enjoyed  hockey 
and  showed  her  true  fighting 
spirit  here.  She  also  swings  a 
mean  tennis  racket.  Some¬ 
thing  influenced  Pat  to  be  an 
airplane  spotter  on  Saturday 
afternoons. 


CONSTANCE  DAVIS 

Here  is  our  dark-eyed  sec¬ 
retary,  “Connie.”  A  member 
of  the  College  Course,  she  has 
enjoyed  English  and  math  es¬ 
pecially.  Connie  is  an  officer 
in  Rainbow  and  a  member  of 
Tri-Hi.  We’ll  never  forget  the 
senior  play.  (Wasn’t  that  a 
sharp  gym  suit?)  She  spends 
her  spare  time  reading  poetry 
and  collecting  war  stamps. 
Connie’s  pet  peeves  are  no 
cokes  at  Torre’s  and  people’s 
feet  on  her  chair.  In  the  fall, 
Connie  plans  to  go  in  training. 


JOAN  DAVIS 

If  you  should  catch  sight 
of  a  small  brunette  dashing 
around,  it  will  be  our  figure 
of  vim,  and  vitality,  Joan.  Al¬ 
though  she  has  been  busy 
with  the  Classical  Course,  she 
has  taken  time  out  for  cheer¬ 
leading,  Tri-Hi,  selling  war 
stamps,  horseback  riding,  and 
acting  as  Vice-President  of 
Junior  Woman’s.  Jo’s  barn 
parties  are  famous.  J.  J.  has 
an  extreme  dislike  for  people 
who  try  to  be  peacemakers. 


JOHN  DAY 


John  left  school  in  Febru¬ 
ary  to  join  one  of  the  finest 
branches  of  the  Armed  Forces 
— the  Marines.  While  he  was 
here  in  school;  he  took  the 
Civic  Preparatory  Course. 
Afternoons  and  weekends, 
John  could  be  found  riding 
around  with  Eddie  or  settling 
world  affairs  with  Earline. 
John’s  main  interest  and 
hobby  has  been  keeping  a 
straight  part  in  his  mirac¬ 
ulous  hair. 


RICHARD  DILL 


Remember  the  fellow  who 
called  our  Sophomore  meet¬ 
ings  to  (dis)order?  That  was 
Richard.  The  basketball  team 
and  its  opponents  met  at  the 
Junior  High  on  the  same  day, 
because  Doc  managed  that 
energetic  group.  On  the  Sen¬ 
ior  Executive  Board,  his  chief 
goal  was  to  eliminate  book  re¬ 
ports  and  calisthenics  periods, 
but  in  vain.  Doc  took  the  Ac¬ 
counting  Course  throughout 
his  high  school  daze,  was  a 
member  of  DeMolay  and  re¬ 
ceived  class  honors. 


MARY  DEFERRARI 


Mary  is  another  member  of 
the  second  period  U.  S.  His¬ 
tory  Class  who  keeps  Miss 
McKenzie  on  her  toes.  The 
Riding  Club,  Junior  Woman’s, 
and  tennis  tournaments  have 
kept  Mary  busy  during  her 
years  at  R.  H.  S.  She  did  her 
share  of  work  on  the  Pioneer 
this  year,  as  News  Editor  and 
typist.  You  have  probably 
heard  her  called  Deffa  or 
Toots,  since  those  are  two 
nicknames  by  which  everyone 
knows  her.  She  plans  to  go  to 


DORIS  DELONG 

“Dot”  is  t  h  e  vivacious 
blonde  number  who  is  so 
often  seen  with  cur  football 
captain.  She  is  a  member  of 
the  riding  club  and  a  swim¬ 
ming  and  dancing  fan.  Dcttie 
is  an  adept  tap-dancer  and 
entertains  servicemen  with  a 
U.  S.  O.  troupe.  In  her  Col¬ 
lege  Course,  art  and  biology 
l  ave  been  her  favorites.  Her 
pet  peeve  is  a  “man  without 
a  tie.”  After  graduation  Dot 
plans  to  go  “Deep  in  the 
Heart  of  Texas.” 


WESLEY  DEWHURST 

Wes,  our  loyal  traffic  leader, 
has  taken  a  "self  made  me¬ 
chanical  ’  course  in  prepara¬ 
tion  to  become  a  mechanic  on 
an  ai;  craft  carrier.  Next  Sep¬ 
tember,  Wes  plans  to  join 
Uncl’e  Sam’s  “Boys  in  Blue.’ 
m  the  meantime  his  interests 
will  be  limited  to  training  in 
a  machine  shop  in  Lawrence 
:ki  cairying  out  farm  im- 
pro\  ements  around  h  o  m  e. 
Stamp  collecting  is  his  hobby. 


college  in  the  fall. 


SHIRLEY  DODGE  JEAN  DONEGAN  JUNE  DORAN 


Shirley’s  been  taking  the 
Secretarial  Course  and,  con¬ 
sidering  that  she  already  has 
a  position  waiting  for  her 
after  graduation,  we’d  say 
she’s  accomplished  her  pur¬ 
pose.  Stenography  has  been 
her  favorite  subject  in  school, 
while  tennis  and  swimming 
have  taken  up  much  of  her 
time  outside.  To  keep  in  Shir¬ 
ley’s  good  graces,  don’t  ever 
say  anything  against  the 
Navy,  because  that  is  where 
her  heart  belongs. 


A  small  girl  with  a  pleasing 
smile,  that’s  Donny.  She’s  tak¬ 
ing  the  Civic  Preparatory 
Course  and  come  June  ninth, 
she’s  going  to  hang  her  di¬ 
ploma  on  the  wrall  and  retire. 
She  adds  for  "other  informa¬ 
tion”,  that  she  can  recite  the 
alphabet  backward  and  wiggle 
her  ears.  The  only  honor  that 
she’s  received  is  five  hours’ 
detention.  Her  best  period  is 
lunch,  and  she  wants  her 
teachers  to  know  that  in  the 
future  she  plans  to  learn  to 
write ! 


At  2 :30  the  bell  rings,  and 
June  comes  dashing  out  for  a 
quick  coke  at  Torre’s  ami 
then  to  the  stock  room  at  the 
“five  and  ten.”  She  enjoys  her 
math  class  verv  much,  and 
her  pet  peeve  is  getting  up  in 
the  morning.  Like  most  girls, 
in  the  future,  she  has  visions 
of  matrimony.  Until  such  a 
time,  June  hopes  to  secure  a 
position  in  an  office. 


r- 


GERTRUDE  DOUCETTE 

Dolly  lias  participated  in 
hockey,  basketball,  and  chorus 
here  in  high  school.  While 
studying  the  Nurse’s  Course, 
she  has  particularly  'enjoyed 
biology,  gym,  and  commercial 
geography.  She  has  a  yen  to 
become  a  doctor,  but  believes 
she  will  have  to  be  content 
with  a  nurse’s  career.  She 
likes  to  collect  articles  on 
medical  science  and  surgery. 
At  present,  she  is  working  at 
the  Coffee  Cup. 


LAWRENCE  DOUCETTE 

Everywhere  on'e  sees  the 
band  or  orchestra,  one  dis¬ 
covers  Larry.  It  is  no  wonder 
music  is  his  favorite  pastime. 
As  a  Junior,  he  won  the  R.  H. 
S.  Badminton  Championship 
and  for  the  past  year  he  has 
served  as  a  faithful  member 
of  the  Traffic  Force.  Law¬ 
rence  has  also  worked  after 
school  in  the  Post  Office.  He 
has  completed  the  Civic  Pre¬ 
paratory  Course,  and  after 
graduation,  he  expects  Uncle 
Sam  to  call  him. 


PAULINE  DOUCETTE 

Polly  is  the  girl  around 
school  who  is  a  friend  to  .all. 
She  has  enjoyed  typewriting 
and  found  the  scrap  drives 
particularly  intriguing.  Polly’s 
future  intentions  are  quite 
definite  —  marriage.  We  have 
tried  to  find  out  who  gave  her 
the  nickname  “Sugar”,  but 
she  won’t  tell  us.  This  senior’s 
hobby  is  writing  letters  to 
Puerto  Rico  and  it  must  be  a 
thrill  to  get  one  in  answer 
every  day. 


RICHARD  DOUCETTE 

Dick,  a  rabid  pursuer  of  the 
Civic  Preparatory  Course,  ac¬ 
tually  enjoys  studying  math¬ 
ematics  and  is  commonly 
known  as  Salty.  He  works  in 
the  Guillows  model  airplane 
factory  in  Wakefield  and  has 
also  worked  in  the  Navy 
Yard.  Dick  flipped  a  pigskin 
around  the  R.  H.  S.  gridiron 
for  a  while,  but  he  claims  that 
he  was  too  often  mistaken  for 
part  of  the  football  equip¬ 
ment.  Zip  wants  to  be  a  high¬ 
flying  Army  Air  Corps  pilot. 


DAVID  DOW 


ELMER  DYKENS 


Phyllis,  a  seemingly  quiet 
blonde  (don’t  call  her  Blondie, 
though),  is  in  reality  very 
lively  and  full  of  fun.  Phyl 
can  frequently  be  found  in 
the  movies,  when  she  isn’t 
riding  in  an  automobile. 
(Guess  Phyl  misses  those 
rides  now).  She  has  followed 
the  Clerical  Course,  while 
here  in  school,  and  English 
has  been  her  favorite  subject. 
After  graduation,  Phyl  plans 
to  work. 


Dave,  a  tall  good-looking 
fellow,  was  on  the  basketball 
team  for  three  years  and 
played  first  string  center  in 
iiis  senior  year.  He  has  been 
active  around  school  in  Stu¬ 
dent  Council  and  Hi-Y,  nev¬ 
ertheless,  h’e  has  found  time 
for  basketball  and  tennis.  His 
pet  peeve  is  having  to  get  a 
haircut.  Art  and  U.  S.  His¬ 
tory  have  been  Dave’s  favor¬ 
ite  subjects  while  taking  the 
Comprehensive  Course  at  R. 
H.  S.  He  plans  to  go  to  North¬ 
eastern. 


Elmer  left  January  fourth 
to  join  the  Coast  Guard.  He 
took  the  Civic  Preparatory 
Course  here  at  Reading  High, 
and  performed  his  good  deed 
each  week  by  taking  charge 
of  a  troop  of  cub  scouts.  He 
often  spent  his  free  after¬ 
noons  sailing  his  own  boat  on 
Lake  Quannapowitt.  T  h  i  s 
training  and  experience  ac¬ 
quired  should  help  him  great¬ 
ly  now  in  battling  the  great 
salt  waves. 


VIRGINIA  ELDREDGE 

Ginnie  is  one  of  the  quietest 
girls  in  our  class,  but  when 
she  says  something,  it’s  us¬ 
ually  worth  listening  to.  As  a 
member  of  the  A  Capella 
Choir,  she  participated  in  one 
of  her  favorite  pastimes  — 
singing.  Playing  the  guitar 
and  reading,  help  to  keep  Vir¬ 
ginia  happy.  Two  of  her  pet 
peeves  are  gumsnappers  and 
silly  girls.  Ginger  has  taken 
the  Nurses’  Course  and  en¬ 
joyed  Science  and  English. 


ALICE  ELLIS 

Here  we  introduce  you  to  a 
petite  co-ed,  one  of  our  beau¬ 
teous  cheerleaders  who  cer¬ 
tainly  added  pep  and  charm 
to  the  squad.  If  you  see  a 
dark-haired  girl,  weaving 
dance  steps  to  the  lure  of  T. 
D.’s  trombone  —  that  will  be 
Allie.  She  thinks  he’s  tops. 
She  plans  to  follow  up  a 
career ;  it  will  be  a  success¬ 
ful  one  we  are  sure,  for  her 
winning  smile  will  certainly 
be  an  asset  to  any  future 
plans. 


GEORGE  FENNELLY 

Students,  here  is  George, 
better  known  to  most  of  us  as 
Fenn.  George  is  one  of  the 
most  versatile  and  most  cap¬ 
able  athletes  of  our  class.  He 
was  “Captain  Fennelly”  of 
the  football  and  baseball 
teams  in  1942  and  1943. 
George  successfully  put  up  a 
struggle  to  come  out  on  top 
of  the  Civic  Preparatory 
Course.  His  favorite  periods 
are  sp’ent  in  the  Study  Hall 
and  his  unpopular  moments 
in  Room  4  at  2 :30 — need  we 
say  more? 


MARY  FERRICK 

Mary  is  often  seen  typing 
in  Room  5.  Since  typing  has 
been  her  favorite  subject,  we 
don’t  wonder.  She  has  com¬ 
pleted  the  Secretarial  Course 
and  hopes  to  further  her  edu¬ 
cation  in  the  business  world. 
She  likes  the  football  and 
basketball  games,  and  as  soon 
as  she  leaves  school,  plans  to 
work  in  a  lawyer’s  office. 
Who  knows,  maybe  some  day 
sh’e  will  be  private  secretary 
to  some  famous  personality. 


EDWARD  FITZGERALD 

Whenever  one  thinks  of 
basketball,  one  thinks  of 
Fitzy,  our  most  noted  basket¬ 
ball  player,  famous  as  high 
scorer  of  the  Middlesex 
League,  and  receiver  of  a 
second  and  third  year  letter 
and  award.  He  took  the  Ac¬ 
counting  Course  and  Coach 
Taylor  and  history  with  Miss 
McKenzie  provided  his  school 
enjoyment.  Girls  who  smoke, 
plus  calisthenics  are  his  pet 
peeves.  Fitzy  has  been  a  clerk 
in  the  First  National. 


PAUL  FITZGERALD 

After  school  you’ll  find 
“Chicken’’  at  the  Meadow- 
brook  Golf  Club  or  Levaggi’s 
(he  works  there).  Although 
his  pet  peeve  is  studying,  he 
has  struggled  through  the 
Scientific  Course;  his  favor¬ 
ite  subject  being  Math  with 
Mr.  Halpin.  He  also  has  been 
a  member  of  the  pre-war  golf 
team.  During  last  summer  he 
has  worked  as  a  bus  boy  or  a 
waiter.  When  he  recovers 
from  his  accident,  he  hopes 
to  go  to  Coast  Guard  Acad¬ 
emy. 


CAROLINE  FOSTER 

“Kay”  has  been  a  member 
of  the  hockey,  basketball,  and 
tennis  teams,  as  well  as  be¬ 
longing  to  Tri-IIi.  She  pur¬ 
sues  a  College  Course,  elect¬ 
ing  chemistry  and  Latin  as 
her  favorite  subjects.  Kay’s 
hobby  is  sports,  and  her  pet 
peeves  are  show-offs  and  little 
brothers.  After  graduation, 
she  intends  to  go  to  business 
school  and  if  the  war’s  still 
on,  she’d  like  to  enlist  in  the 
WAVES  or  MARINES. 


THOMAS  FOSTER 

Tom,  quiet  lad,  has  chosen 
mathematics  as  his  favorite 
subject.  It  is  fortunate  that 
he  enjoys  the  latter,  for  it 
will  stand  him  in  good  stead 
when  he  gets  into  the  Army 
Air  Corps.  His  other  inter¬ 
ests  are  mechanics  and  elec¬ 
tronics.  Tom  has  worked  as 
a  lumberman  and  when  he 
finishes  “flying  them,”  he  can 
return  to  that  peaceful  pur¬ 
suit. 


WINIFRED  FOWLE 

Winnie,  one  of  our  talented 
pianists,  belongs  to  a  U.S.O. 
unit,  teaches  piano  lessons 
a  n  d  accompanies  a  local 
dancing  teacher.  Homework 
and  lads  who  are  late  for 
dates  are  her  pet  peeves.  She 
has  participated  in  A  Capella 
Choir,  Chorus,  A.  A.,  and  The 
Junior  Woman’s  Club.  Re¬ 
member  her  as  "Miss  John¬ 
son”  in  “What  a  Life,”  and 
the  “open  house”  given  after¬ 
wards. 


JEAN  GEARY 


PAUL  GEARY 


EARLINE  GAW 


DORIS  GADBOIS 


Dot  has  won  a  College 
Course  diploma,  and  has  es¬ 
pecially  enjoyed  her  typewrit¬ 
ing  classes.  Dot  likes  to  knit 
and  read  and  already  the  Red 
Cross  has  received  finished 
articles  from  this  busy  young 
lady.  In  her  spare  moments, 
Dot  has  taken  care  of  chil¬ 
dren  and  after  graduaticn,  in¬ 
tends  to  find  a  position  as  a 
dictaphone  operator.  Dot  is  a 
girl  after  our  own  heart,  for 
she  claims  she  has  no  pet 
peeves. 


Practically  every  day,  one 
sees  Earl  calmly  entering 
school  about  8:17  A.  M.  She 
hopes  to  have  a  nice  large 
family.  Woolworth  had  her 
smiling  face  for  a  while.  She’s 
rather  enjoyed  her  Clerical 
Course  at  school.  Earl  has 
rather  a  unique  hobby — boys. 
One  of  her  pet  peeves  is  con¬ 
ceited  people.  As  yet,  she 
hasn’t  any  plans  for  the  im¬ 
mediate  future,  but  we're 
sure  that  wonderful  things 
are  in  store  for  her. 


Jean  has  taken  the  Secre¬ 
tarial  Course  during  her  three 
years  at  Reading  High 
School.  Type  has  been  her 
favorite  subject  and  she  plans 
to  make  good  use  of  her 
training  by  working  in  an 
office.  Jean  keeps  very  busy 
at  home  but  finds  time  now 
and  then  to  attend  a  really 
good  movie.  Jean  is  very 
proud  of  her  brother  Paul 
who  is  now  in  the  Navy! 


Paul  has  been  on  the  foot¬ 
ball  team  for  three  years  and 
received  a  sweater  and  a  let¬ 
ter.  He  won’t  be  wearing  the 
sweater  much  this  year,  be¬ 
cause  he  has  joined  the  Navy. 
His  favorite  subject  has  been 
typewriting.  Boogie-woogie 
piano  playing  has  a  certain 
fascination  for  Paul.  He  used 
to  work  at  the  bowling  alleys 
and  when  not  setting  up  pins, 
he  spent  his  time  knocking 
them  down. 


JEAN  GLEASON 

Here’s  a  little  Miss,  who’ll 
be  sure  to  make  the  Univer¬ 
sity  of  New  Hampshire  sit  up 
and  take  notice.  Jean  has 
been  on  our  Pioneer  staff  for 
three  years,  an  able  student 
Council  representative,  and  a 
member  of  our  pre-war  rid¬ 
ing  club.  Her  favorite  sport  is 
skating,  but  much  of  her 
time  at  present  is  spent  be¬ 
hind  a  counter  at  Jordan 
Marsh  Co.  Jean  plans  to  take 
an  office  job  this  summer,  and 
be  off  to  college  in  the  fall. 


RICHARD  GOODWIN 

Dick  is  a  new  member  of 
the  Senior  class  and  has 
taken  the  Civic  Preparatory 
Course.  His  plans  after  grad¬ 
uation  are  definitely  decided, 
for  Dick  has  passed  his  exams 
for  the  Army  Air  Corps.  Dick 
found  time  to  work  at  the  ice 
house  and  be  a  shipper’s  clerk 
in  Boston.  Who  can  forget 
Dick's  lettuce  green  coupe 
whizzing  up  and  down  the 
streets  of  Reading,  before  the 
gas  rationing? 


NATALIE  GRAY 

A  brown  bolt  streaking 
past  might  easily  be  piloted 
by  Nat.  She  was  on  the  first 
basketball  team,  and  worked 
both  on  the  Property  and 
Program  Committees  of  the 
senior  play.  Nat  has  taken  the 
Secretarial  Course  and  likes 
art  very  much.  She  hopes  to 
go  to  a  school  for  models  in 
Boston,  and  we  know  she  will 
succeed.  Nat  and  her  little 
shadow  "Kell,"  better  known 
as  “Mutt  and  Jeff,”  have  made 
R.  H.  S.  a  lively  place. 


PATRICIA  GRAY 

Whiz !  Pat  dashes  by  in  her 
"little  bus.”  Pat  has  been  an 
enthusiastic  member  of  our 
basketball  team,  participated 
in  tennis,  was  a  member  of 
the  Pioneer  staff,  and  treas¬ 
urer  of  Tri-Hi.  Her  pet  peeve 
is  "catty”  girls  while  her  hob¬ 
bies  include  horseback  riding 
and  swimming.  Her  favorite 
subject  has  been  chemistry, 
which  she  hopes  to  continue, 
in  the  Nursing  Course  at  the 
University  of  New  Hamp¬ 
shire. 


JOSEPH  GRIFFIN 

It's  a  bird,  it’s  a  plane,  it’s 
a  man ;  it’s  the  superman  of 
the  First  National  Super 
Market.  Joe,  or  “Snuffy,”  has 
not  selected  a  definite  voca¬ 
tion  but  he  plans  to  be  a  suc¬ 
cess  at  whatever  he  tries, 
Giddy  persons  don’t  fit  with 
Joe.  His  hobbies  are  shows, 
games,  and  sports.  He  has  the 
remarkable  trait  of  liking  all 
the  subjects  in  his  Business 
Course.  His  military  ambition 
is  to  be  in  the  United  States 
Services  as  a  Supermarine. 


RUSSELL  GUNN 

Ladies  and  gentlemen,  pre¬ 
senting  that  popular,  “sharp 
as  a  matzo  ball,”  student — 
Russell  Gunn.  Trombone 
playing,  fooling  with  elec¬ 
tricity,  DeMolay,  and  scout 
work,  are  but  a  few  of  his 
outside  activities.  If  Mr. 
Pope's  face  has  worn  a  hag¬ 
gard  expression  this  year  and 
if  his  forehead  lines  have 
deepened  a  bit,  blame  it  on 
physicist  Gunn.  Rusty’s  future 
plans  are  in  the  hands  of 
Uncle  Sam,  and  the  Navy. 


MARY  HALLORAN 

Sis  has  taken  a  Civic  Pre¬ 
paratory  Course  for  the  past 
three  years,  and  has  enjoyed 
it  very  much.  Her  favorite 
subjects  are  type  and  study. 
She  enjoys  dancing,  bowling, 
and  listening  to  the  radio,  and 
she  admires  the  Navy,  We 
know.  Her  pet  peeve  is  doing 
homework,  and  getting  up  in 
the  morning.  Her  plans  for 
the  future  are  indefinite  as 
yet.  It  will  either  be  a  de¬ 
fense  job  or  business  school. 
But  whatever  it  is,  we  know 
she  will  succeed. 


BETTE  HAM 

Ham  may  be  rationed,  but 
Bette’s  enthusiasm  and  per¬ 
sonality  definitely  are  not. 
T  e  football  team  will  tell 
you  what  an  inspiration  the 
cheerleaders  were,  but  how 
could  they  fail  with  Bette 
leading  them  on?  The  class 
of  ’42  recognized  her  talent 
by  choosing  her  Junior  Girl, 
and  the  Tri-Hi  Club  had  Liz 
as  its  chaplain  this  year.  Bette 
will  till  the  toil  this  summer 
and  start  to  learn  dietetics 
from  the  ground  up. 


SHIRLEY  HATCH 

Well,  Shirley  is  only  a 
little  girl,  but  she  always  has 
an  answer  ready  for  anybody. 
Her  hobbies  are  singing  and 
dancing.  The  little  Irish  lass 
has  a  lot  of  pep  and  is  hardly 
ever  serious ;  that  is,  about 
school  work.  Her  outside  in¬ 
terests  keep  her  occupied.  We 
hear  she  expects  a  sparkling 
engagement  ring  in  June. 
Shirl  intends  to  become  a 
nurse,  soon  after  June  ninth. 


RUTH  HIGGINS 

Did  you  hear  the  prompter 
at  the  senior  play?  Well,  that 
was  Ruth.  She  was  the  stu¬ 
dent  director  of  the  play  and 
did  a  fine  job.  Among  her 
other  activities,  Ruth  enjoys 
riding.  Her  after  graduation 
plans  are  to  take  a  trip  to 
Mount  Ada.  She  dislikes  boys 
who  wear  polo  shirts  and 
sports  coats.  Her  favorite 
subject  is  history.  Whatever 
career  she  may  follow,  her 
enthusiasm  will  undoubtedly 
make  her  successful. 


GLENN  HODSON 

Glenn  was  the  Beau  Brum- 
mel  of  the  senior  play.  Do 
you  recall  his  curtain  call? 
Besides  his  superb  perform¬ 
ance  in  “What  A  Life,”  Glenn 
has  been  a  member  of  the 
traffic  squad  and  the  rifle 
team.  His  hobbies  are  guns 
and  shooting,  and  he  has  re¬ 
ceived  some  medals  for  his 
excellent  marksmanship. 
Glenn  dislikes  long  assign¬ 
ments  over  the  weekends  and 
girls  who  comb  their  hair  in 
class. 


ELIZABETH  HOFFER 

Being  a  member  of  the 
basketball,  hockey,  and  tennis 
teams  hasn’t  hindered  Betty 
from  becoming  salutatorian 
of  the  class.  An  enthusiastic 
and  conscientious  worker,  she 
manages  to  succeed  in  what¬ 
ever  she  undertakes.  Betty 
pursues  a  College  Course  and 
lias  enjoyed  her  Latin  classes 
the  most.  Sewing  and  sports 
are  her  hobbies  and  her  pet 
peeves  are  show-offs.  Betty 
hopes  to  be  a  civil  interpreter 
or  teacher  in  the  future. 


WILLIAM  HOLE 


We  all  remember  Mr.  Brad¬ 
ley  of  “What  a  Life.”  Bill  is 
one  of  our  patriotic  boys,  who 
left  in  March  to  enter  the 
service.  He  is  now  in  the 
United  States  Marine  Corns. 
Rink  played  tackle  on  the 
Reading  High  football  team 
and  helped  rip  up  the  oppos¬ 
ing  line.  Bill  took  the  Scien¬ 
tific  Course  and  his  favorite 
subject  was  mathematics  un¬ 
der  the  skillful  guidance  of 
Mr.  Halpin.  Give  those  Japs 
tire  old  “one-two”  for  us. 


DOROTHY  KELLEY 


To  be  a  “Woman  in  White” 
is  Dot’s  aim,  at  least  for  a 
while.  Dot’s  perpetual  pep 
and  amusing  personality  have 
always  made  her  a  class  fa¬ 
vorite.  Her  portrayal  of 
"Gertie”  in  the  senior  play 
will  not  soon  be  forgotten.  If 
per  cbance  you  should  ever 
stray  near  the  R.  K.  O.  thea¬ 
tre,  when  some  top  band  is 
giving  out  with  that  old 
“jive,”  there  you’ll  find  “Kell’’, 
collecting  autographs  at  tin- 
stage  door. 


BERT  HOWE 

Lemuel,  alias  Bert  Howe,  is 
the  star  tuba  player  of  R.  H. 
S.  He  lias  played  in  the  Or¬ 
chestra  and  Band  and  still 
has  had  time  to  be  on  the 
Rifle  team.  Math  and  the 
Scientific  Course  have  proved 
to  be  Bert’s  main  interest, 
while  his  hobbies  are  revol¬ 
vers  and  skiing.  People  who 
fuss  about  their  homework 
disturb  him  greatly.  After 
graduating  in  June,  he  will 
be  in  the  Naval  Air  Corps, 
and  aims  to  be  a  star  flyer. 


MARGARET  IVERS 

Margie,  not  only  capably 
took  over  the  position  ,  of 
Photography  Editor  of  the 
Pioneer,  but  also  was  the 
star  of  the  basketball  team,  a 
member  of  the  Costume  Com¬ 
mittee  for  the  senior  play,  in 
Tri-Hi,  and  a  very  good  ten¬ 
nis  player.  Mig  has  followed 
the  College  Course  and  en¬ 
joyed  chemistry  class  most. 
Margie’s  hobbies  are  tennis 
and  attending  football,  bas¬ 
ketball  and  major  league 
baseball  games. 


MURIEL  JONES 

Mimi  is  one  of  the  gang 
from  up  North.  She  has  been 
a  member  of  the  Irregular 
Course  at  R.  H.  S.  We  hear 
her  ambition  is  to  go  in  train¬ 
ing  and  become  a  Naval 
Nurse.  Muriel  says  that  big 
crowds  are  her  pet  peeve  and 
evidently  the  blue  coupe  fol¬ 
lows  suit.  Her  main  hobbies 
consist  of  interior  decorating 
and  waiting  for  the  9:15  bus, 
every  Saturday  night.  Now 
why  does  she  do  that? 


MARY  AND  JAMES  KELLY 


Introducing  the  brother  and 
sister  act  of  the  class  of  “  ’43” 
— Mary  and  Muggsie  Kelly. 
Mary,  one  of  our  cutest  cheer¬ 
leaders,  has  followed  the  Col¬ 
lege  Course  and  plans  to  en¬ 
ter  the  nursing  profession' 
upon  graduation.  Riding  and 
horses  are  Muggsie’s  chief 
hobbies  along  with  his  fa¬ 
vorite  history.  Jim  has  al¬ 
ready  enlisted  in  the  Marine 
Corps  and  this  summer  he 
will  don  the  uniform  for 
Uncle  Sam. 


LESLIE  KENDALL 


Les  can  usually  be  found 
hanging  around  Torre’s.  He 
took  the  Civic  Preparatory 
Course  at  R.  H.  S-  His  pet 
hobbies  are  evening  drives  on 
an  “A”  book.  Waking  up  in 
the  morning,  and  detention 
are  his  pet  peeves  in  school. 
Les  has  helped  out  war  pro¬ 
duction  by  working  in  a  de¬ 
fense  plant  lately.  He  left 
school  on  April  15,  1943  to 
join  up  with  Uncle  Sam’s 
armed  forces.  Latest  reports 
tell  us  Les  is  in  the  Army. 


ELEANOR  KENNEY 


Elbe  has  taken  the  Civics 
Preparatory  Course  and  en¬ 
joys  dancing,  bowling,  and 
listening  to  the  trumpet  of 
Harry  James.  Her  pet  peeve 
is  getting  up  in  the  morning, 
but  in  spite  of  this,  she  al¬ 
ways  shows  up  at  R.  H.  S. 
with  a  bright  smile  for  every¬ 
one.  Elbe  worked  for  a  time 
at  a  drug  store,  but  now  has 
decided  to  become  one  of 
Reading’s  telephone  opera¬ 
tors.  Next  year,  Elbe  will 
continue  working  until  op¬ 
portunity  knocks  again. 


FRANCIS  KILEY 

Francis,  well  known  in 
school  as  Fran  or  Zephyr,  is 
taking  a  Practical  Arts 
Course.  He  has  participated 
in  bas'eball,  football,  and  bas¬ 
ketball.  His  pet  hobbies  are 
sports  and  airplanes  and  his 
pet  peeves  are  detention  and 
eleven  o’clock  broadcast.  He 
lias  worked  as  a  bell-hop, 
waiter  and  a  W.  P.  A.  worker 
and  his  future  intentions  are 
to  be  a  draftsman,  but  after 
graduation  he  says  “The  gov¬ 
ernment  has  its  own  ideas.” 


BERT  KILGORE 

Bert  is  listed  as  taking  the 
Fine  Arts  Course  here  at 
Reading  High  School.  Mr. 
Kibbee’s  art  classes  have  kept 
B'ert  enjoyably  busy,  but  bus¬ 
iness  math  has  been  a  most 
elusive  subject  for  him.  Bert 
has  been  helping  the  war  ef¬ 
fort  by  working  at  Hunt’s 
and  after  he  graduates,  he  in¬ 
tends  to  see  what  the  Navy 
has  to  offer.  Tire  submarine 
and  torpedo  schools  attract 
him  and  if  all  goes  well,  per¬ 
haps  he’ll  be  a  deep  sea  diver. 


HELEN  KIMBALL 

Tootsie  is  a  vivacious  bit  of 
gal  who  can  so  often  be  seen 
making  time  on  a  dance  floor. 
Keeping  “hep”  with  current 
music  is  her  favorite  hobby. 
Toots  says  going  to  bed  and 
conceited  people  are  her  pet 
peeves.  She  has  been  pursu¬ 
ing  the  Civic  Preparatory 
Course  at  R.  H.  S.  and  plans 
to  work  for  New  England 
Tel.  and  Tel.  after  gradua¬ 
tion. 


LORRAINE 
LOUISE  KIMBALL 

Lorraine  and  Louise,  known 
as  Rainie  and  W'eazie  respec¬ 
tively,  have  both  taken  the 
Civic  Preparatory  Course 
while  at  R.  H.  S.  Rainie  has 
been  woiking  in  Torre’s  as  a 
\  ery  efficient  waitress,  but 
after  she  graduates,  she  plans 
to  work  in  Boston.  Weazie’s 
ambition  is  to  be  a  traveling 
salesgirl,  and  she  has  worked 
already  as  a  waitress  and 
salesgirl.  Louise  was  a  mem¬ 
ber  of  choir  and  enjoyed  Joe 
Griffin’s  entertaining  antics  in 
English  class. 


KENNETH  KING 

Kenny,  the  tall,  dark  senior 
whom  everybody  knows,  loves 
book  reports.  He  is  taking 
the  Accounting  Course,  but 
like  others,  has  many  outside 
activities.  If  you  ever  go  to 
the  movies,  you  are  sure  to 
find  Kenny  wandering  about. 
His  pet  peeves  are  students 
who  use  big  words  and  girls 
who  wear  short  skirts.  After 
school,  he  may  be  seen  hurry¬ 
ing  to  work.  Who  is  it  who 
holds  your  eye  during  period 
five,  Ken? 


SHERMAN  KNIGHT 

Sherm,  a  quiet  fellow,  is 
seen  approaching  before  he 
is  heard,  but  although  he’s 
not  noisy,  he  still  has  a  per¬ 
sonality  w  h  i  c  h  everybody 
likes.  During  his  association 
with  R.  H.  S.,  he  has  followed 
the  Comprehensive  Course 
with  U.  S.  history  standing 
high  on  his  favorite  subject 
list.  Photography  and  avia¬ 
tion  are  very  special  interests 
of  his.  Sherm  has  worked  in 
an  animal  hospital  and  this 
summer  he  will  work  again. 


BARBARA  KOMENDA 

Barby  is  one  of  the  gang 
from  up  north.  While  at 
Reading  High  School,  she  has 
been  taking  the  Civic  Pre¬ 
paratory  Course  and  has  en¬ 
joyed  Mr.  Mirey’s  Problems 
of  Democracy  class  very 
much.  Although  she  hasn’t 
any  immediate  plans  for  the 
future,  Barbara  plans  to 
spend  the  summer  in  New 
Hampshire,  where  she’ll  prac¬ 
tice  up  on  household  arts. 
Butchie’s  pet  peeve  is  being 
in  a  big  crowd. 


ETHEL  LACEY 

Ethel  has  successfully  com¬ 
pleted  the  Accounting  Course 
and  has  found  bookkeeping 
especially  enjoyable.  She  en¬ 
joys  dancing,  bcwling,  and 
popular  music.  Ethel  was  in 
the  tennis  tournament,  for 
that  is  her  favorite  sport.  Her 
pet  peeve  is  boys  who  walk 
on  the  wrong  side.  Ethel 
plans  to  get  a  job  and  work 
until  a  certain  friend  returns 
from  the  service.  Her  win¬ 
some  smile  will  assuredly  win 
her  as  many  friends  in  the 
future  as  it  has  in  the  past. 


Bill  is  one  of  our  foremost 
athletes.  He  played  tackle  on 
the  football  teams,  and  center 
on  the  basketball  team.  Of 
our  pre-war  golf  team,  he  was 
also  assistant-pro  at  Mead- 
owbrook.  Bill’s  course  was 
“Irregular,”  but  regardless  of 
the  twistings  and  turnings,  he 
reaches  his  goal  June  ninth. 
With  his  varied  experience, 
he  should  go  far  in  his  chosen 
field,  as  an  Aerial  Photog¬ 
rapher  in  the  Air  Corps. 


This  cheerful  Miss  has  been 
following  the  Secretarial 
Course  here  and  claims  that 
study  period  has  been  her 
favorite  class.  Making  her 
clothes,  skating,  dancing, 
swimming,  and  tennis  are  her 
hobbies,  while  her  pet  peeve 
is  having  books  fall  out  of 
her  locker.  A1  has  been  an  en¬ 
thusiastic  member  of  Tri-Hi, 
and  Junior  Woman’s.  Alice 
hopes  to  work  this  summer 
and  then  go  on  to  Business 
School. 


JOHN  LEHNE 


Do  you  remember  the  hu¬ 
man  dynamo  who  consumed 
so  much  energy  as  “Bill” 
in  the  senior  play?  That’s 
Johnny  all  right.  The  Scien¬ 
tific  Course  has  haunted  him 
for  three  years,  but  he  is  still 
about  a  quarter  of  an  inch  in 
the  lead.  Johnny’s  hobby  is 
collecting  coins.  Eighth  per¬ 
iod  and  conceited  girls  annoy 
him.  The  write-ups  for  the 
Pioneer  have  kept  Johnny 
busy.  He  plans  to  work  this 
summer  and  then  go  to  Col¬ 
lege  or  enter  the  Air  Corps. 


SHIRLEY  LIEBERM AN 


Everyone  knows  “Lieby”  is 
quite  ambitious  and  has  a  lot 
of  humor  and  personality. 
Her  favorite  subjects  are 
shorthand  and  bookkeeping. 
That’s  why  she  has  done  so 
well  as  a  salesgirl  and  book¬ 
keeper;  but  her  real  ambition 
is  to  be  a  receptionist.  You 
can  see  her  anywhere,  any¬ 
time,  either  skiing  or  dancing, 
for  she  really  can’t  decide 
which  she  likes  best.  To  really 
see  her  in  her  off  moments, 
just  mention  gum  snappers 
and  last-minute  date  makers. 


ELIZABETH  LEONARD 

Tillie  is  one  of  the  more 
fortunate  members  of  our 
class,  who  was  allowed  to 
leave  school  in  April,  to  ac¬ 
cept  a  position  in  the  Federal 
Reserve  Bank  of  Boston.  She 
has  successfully  completed 
the  Secretarial  Course  and 
typing  and  shorthand  classes 
have  interested  her  most. 
Her  favorite  amusement  is 
dancing,  w  h  i  1  e  conceited 
people  constitute  Iter  greatest 
annoyance. 


LORRAINE  LOUGHLIN 

Who  is  it  who  “trips  the 
light  fantastic?”  Lorraine,  of 
course.  She  has  danced  at  al¬ 
most  any  place  that  you  can 
mention,  and  she’s  the  high- 
stepping  drum  major  who 
dazzled  the  football  crowd. 
Her  favorite  subjects  are 
gym,  art,  and  typing,  and  her 
pet  peeves  are  people  who 
tease  and  people  who  prevari¬ 
cate.  After  going  to  Leland 
Powers’  Theatrical  School, 
Lorraine  plans  to  be  in  musi¬ 
cal  comedy  shows. 


ROBERT  LOWE 

The  Scientist  has  often  vic¬ 
toriously  crossed  the  finish 
line  in  many  races  run  by 
R.  H.  S.’s  cross-country  team. 
Bob  earned  awards  in  the  Le¬ 
gion  Race  last  year.  He  took 
the  College  Course  and  his 
favorite  subjects  are  English 
with  Miss  Reed  and  chemis¬ 
try.  Bob  has  his  own  studio, 
has  done  some  fine  photog¬ 
raphy,  and  after  the  war  is 
over,  lie  will  resume  photog¬ 
raphy. 


MARY  LOWELL 

English  is  Mary’s  favorite 
subject  and  she  has  been  re¬ 
warded  with  a  complimentary 
membership  to  the  Reading 
Woman’s  Club.  The  goal  of 
our  tiny  red  read  is  the  Dea¬ 
coness  and  Simmons  Hospital 
for  Nurse’s  training;  but  in 
the  meantime,  Mary  is  work¬ 
ing  at  the  Reading  Diner, 
combining  business  with 
pleasure.  Mary’s  only  com¬ 
plaint  is  that  she  dislikes  get¬ 
ting  up  early  on  dark  cold 
mornings. 


BETTY  LYNCH 

Betty  has  taken  the  Civic 
Preparatory  Course  during 
her  three  years  at  Reading 
High  School.  Her  favorite 
subject  was  bookkeeping,  but 
the  work  entailed  in  short¬ 
hand  was  the  bane  of  her 
existence.  Betty,  in  her  spare 
time,  knitted,  danced,  and 
took  care  of  children.  Lunch 
has  been  her  best  school  per¬ 
iod.  Betty  left  in  April  to  ac¬ 
cept  a  position  with  the  Em¬ 
ployer’s  Liability  in  Boston. 


JEAN  MAGUIRE 

Here  is  Jean — President  of 
Tri-Hi,  Co-editor  of  the 
Pioneer,  Corresponding  Sec¬ 
retary  of  Junior  Woman’s, 
Co-chairman  of  our  War 
Stamp  Drive,  and  the  amaz¬ 
ing  “Miss  Wheeler”  in  our 
senior  play.  Corduroy  knick¬ 
ers,  Quiz  Kid  programs,  hob¬ 
bies,  and  eight-fifteen  are 
Jean’s  pet  peeves.  Last  sum¬ 
mer  she  worked  in  Ogunquit, 
Maine,  and  now  works  at  the 
Reading  Cooperative  Bank. 
Jean  received  Faculty  Honors. 


JOHN  MARCHETTI 

Johnny  took  the  Civic  Pre¬ 
paratory  Course  while  at 
Reading  High  School,  and  his 
future  intentions  are  to  join 
Uncle  Sam’s  Army.  Art  has 
always  been  Johnny’s  favor¬ 
ite  subject  and  as  we  all  know 
he  is  our  typical  sharpie  of 
the  senior  class.  Whenever  or 
wherever  one  hears  jazz, 
there  will  be  Johnny  doing 
his  famous  dance,  the  “Lindy.” 
Johnny’s  main  hobby  is  danc¬ 
ing  and  he  has  become  very 
well  known  in  neighboring 
towns  for  this  sport. 


RICHARD  MARSTON 

Dick  as  an  artist  is  stupen¬ 
dous,  as  a  runner,  colossal, 
and  as  an  actor,  extraordin¬ 
ary.  Actually,  Dick  is  quite 
normal.  He  has  completed  the 
Accounting  Course,  and  his 
chief  enjoyment  has  been  his 
art  classes.  Dick  has  devoted 
his  spare  time  to  the  Cross 
Country  Team,  N.  R.  A.  Rifle 
Club,  DeMolay  and  the 
Pioneer  Board.  Outside  of 
school  Rich  draws,  bowls, 
and  enjoys  music.  Dick’s  fu¬ 
ture  objective  is  to  be  a  com¬ 
mercial  artist. 


PAULINE  MARSTALLER 

Polly  belongs  to  the  more 
serious  element  of  our  class, 
but  enjoys  life  nevertheless. 
Perhaps  you  have  seen  her  at 
the  Public  Library,  because 
Pauline  has  worked  there  for 
some  time.  Her  favorite  class 
is  history.  She  is  an  honor 
student  and  we  find  it  hard  to 
believe  that  she  does  not  like 
study  periods,  which  she  finds 
boring.  Polly  hopes  to  be¬ 
come  a  teacher,  but  her  fu¬ 
ture  plans  are  at  present  in¬ 
definite. 


NORMAN  MARTIN 

Norman  is  the  blonde  senior 
with  a  ready  smile.  He  took 
the  Complehensive  Course  but 
judging  from  the  list  of  musi¬ 
cal  organizations  in  which  he 
was  enrolled,  we’d  say  his  was 
a  course  in  music.  While  here 
at  R.  H.  S.,  he  played  soccer 
and  football.  This  summer 
Norm  plans  to  work  in  a  de¬ 
fense  factory  and  then  enlist 
in  the  Army.  Bud  hopes  some 
day  to  run  a  camp  for  skiing 
in  the  wilds  of  New  Hamp¬ 
shire. 


JEAN  McCLINTOCK 

Jean  is  the  sweet  girl  whose 
future  secretarial  possibilities 
are  undisputed.  Her  favorite 
subjects  are  shorthand,  type, 
and  study.  Jean  has  played 
basketball  and  tennis  with 
our  teams.  Her  hobby  is  air¬ 
plane  spotting,  while  her  pet 
peeves  are  conceited  persons 
and  high  heels  worn  with  ankle 
socks.  After  graduation,  Jean 
will  continue  working  in  Bos¬ 
ton.  Just  where  being  a  sec¬ 
retary  fits  in  with  her  future 
intentions  to  raise  a  family 
will  have  to  be  proved  later. 


AGNES  McGRATH 

We  ll  all  remember  Aggie’s 
pleasing  smile  and  grand 
sense  of  humor.  Although 
Agnes  kept  herself  occupied 
with  the  Business  Course  and 
working  at  the  Five  and  Ten 
afternoons,  she  was  able  to 
take  time  out  for  hockey  and 
the  “Junior  Woman’s  De¬ 
fense  Corps.”  Her  pet  peeve 
is  sissified  boys,  but  a  nice 
piece  of  swing  music  cures 
her  blues.  Agnes  now  works 
as  an  operator  for  the  Tele¬ 
phone  Co.,  but  we  know  her 
future  is  well  planned. 


DOROTHY  McMEN  AMIN 

Dot,  while  at  Reading  High 
School,  has  been  studying  in 
the  Civic  Preparatory  Course 
and  has  been  a  member  of 
our  A  Capella  Choir.  Her 
hobbies  are  dancing  and  play¬ 
ing  tennis.  Dot  has  absolutely 
no  use  for  people  who  chew 
gum  and  annoy  others  by 
snapping  it.  We  understand 
that  Dorothy  is  planning  to 
study  at  Burdett  College  next 
fall.  Dot,  will  you  tell  us  who 
it  is  who  keeps  you  up  all 
hours  of  the  night? 


PAUL  MEUSE 

Paul  has  taken  the  Civic 
Preparatory  while  at  Reading 
High.  He  has  enjoyed  his 
shop  work,  but  has  had  dif¬ 
ficulties  with  bookkeeping. 
After  school,  Paul  has  a 
steady  job  working  at  Weber 
and  Smith.  He  enjoys  skating 
and  he’s  always  ready  to  see 
a  good  movie.  Take  time  off 
to  see  Paul’s  Zoot  Suit.  It’s 
genuine  —  27  inch  knee,  14 
inch  cuff,  and  we’re  sure  his 
shoulders'  are  boarded  not 
padded. 


STEVEN  MILLER 

Steve  is  a  staunch  member 
of  our  traffic  squad  and  a 
mathematical  wizard.  While 
mastering  the  Scientific 
Course,  Steve  has  enjoyed 
math  and  chemistry  most. 
Soccer,  N.  R.  A.,  Rifle  Club, 
and  the  Pioneer  Board  have 
been  a  few  other  activities. 
He  has  taken  charge  of  Spe¬ 
cial  Deliveries  for  the  Post 
Office  and  worked  in  the 
Reading  Greenhouse.  His  fa¬ 
vorite  sports  are  hockey  and 
swimming.  Steve  plans  to  en¬ 
ter  M.  I.  T.  soon. 


MARILYN  MONEGAN 

Mai  is  our  industrious  Bus¬ 
iness  Editor  of  the  Pioneer, 
with  a  knack  for  field  hockey 
and  tennis  as  well.  Her  ul¬ 
timate  dream  is  to  own  her 
own  soda  fountain.  In  the 
College  Course,  she  has  en¬ 
joyed  her  physics  lab.  per¬ 
iods  best.  Fourth  period 
lunch  and  two  clashing  plaids 
denote  her  pet  peeves.  Mai’s 
an  ardent  fan  of  Harry  James, 
likes  to  roller  skate,  read,  and 
cook. 


EDWARD  M  AROOKIAN 

Do  vou  remember  when  the 
airplane  arrived  in  Reading 
from  Palmer?  Ed  was  one  of 
the  huskies  who  helped  make 
its  trip  possible.  In  his  Prac¬ 
tical  Arts  Course,  shop  has 
been  his  favorite  subject.  He 
has  also  been  a  meat  clerk  at 
the  A.  &  P.  His  pet  peeve  is 
“people  who  waste  their  time 
and  mine  with  bragging.” 
Building  model  airplanes  with 
gas-powered  engines  is  Ed’s 
hobby  and  soon  he  intends  to 
learn  aircraft  mechanics  in 
the  Air  Corps. 


GEORGE  MORRIS 

George  has  been  taking  the 
Civic  Preparatory  Course  dur¬ 
ing  his  stay  at  Reading  High. 
Although  he  has  tried  to  work 
so  hard  in  school,  his  life  out¬ 
side  of  school  has  proved 
more  interesting.  The  only 
part  of  school  lie  really  en¬ 
joyed  was  dancing  after  lunch 
on  rainy  days.  After  school 
he  worked  at  1  lood’s  cream¬ 
ery,  where  his  pet  peeve  was 
butter.  His  ambition  is  to  be 
a  hairdresser,  but  now  he  is 
serving  with  the  C.  S.  Navy. 


JEAN  MULLEN 

Jean  is  the  happy-go-lucky 
girl  who  goes  from  room  to 
room  with  a  smile  for  every¬ 
one.  A  Capella  Choir,  Chorus, 
and  activities  in  Rainbow, 
where  she  was  installed  as 
Worthy  Advisor,  have  kept 
Jean  quite  busy.  In  the  fu¬ 
ture,  Dimples  hopes  to  work- 
in  an  office  for  a  couple  of 
years,  then  to  marry  and  raise 
a  large  family.  She  says  that 
teachers,  homework,  gas  ra¬ 
tioning,  and  Harry’s  school 
nights,  are  her  pet  peeves. 


BARBARA  NIELSON 

Barb  was  in  the  Clerical 
Course,  an  active  member  of 
the  baton  squad  and  candy 
girl  at  the  senior  play.  Junior 
Woman’s,  being  an  officer  in 
Rainbow,  and  having  an  office 
position  at  McArdle’s  Gift 
Shop  take  a  good  deal  of 
Barb’s  time.  Slamming  doors, 
slow  walkers,  and  wearing 
glasses  are  Barb’s  pet  peeves. 
She  likes  skiing,  tennis,  and 
sailing  on  Long  Island  Sound. 
After  graduation.  Barb  plans 
for  a  vacation  and  later  train¬ 
ing  as  a  nurse. 


' 


BARBARA  NORMINE 

Barbie’s  the  blonde  from 
North  Reading  wilds  whose 
main  interest  in  life  is  having 
fun.  She’s  taking  a  Secretar¬ 
ial  Course  (Miss  Kling’s 
clashes  being  her  favorite) 
and  has  played  basketball, 
tennis,  field  hockey,  and  be¬ 
longed  to  A  Capella  Choir. 
Among  her  pet  peeves,  she 
lists  gum  snapping,  people 
who  mispronounce  her  name, 
people  who  stare,  and  com¬ 
binations  of  red  and  pink. 


PRISCILLA  NORWOOD 

Pussy,  whose  initials  spell 
P.A.N.  hopes  they  bring  her 
luck  at  Simmons’  next  year. 
Of  all  her  classes  at  R.  H.  S., 
she  found  English  with  Miss 
Reed  her  most  enjoyable  sub¬ 
ject  and  Mrs.  Burrage’s  fluent 
French  most  amazing.  She 
hated  8th  periods  on  Friday 
afternoons,  and  her  week¬ 
ends  were  filled  with  her  fa¬ 
vorite  hockey  games  and 
movies,  and  Priscilla  has  the 
laudable  ambition  of  desiring 
to  become  a  nurse. 


ROBERT  PARKER 

Bob  has  taken  the  Ac¬ 
counting  Course  during  the 
last  three  years  and  lists 
bookkeeping  and  history  as 
his  favorite  classes.  In  the  fu¬ 
ture  he  hopes  to  become  a 
Certified  Public  Accountant. 
He  is  a  member  of  DeMolay 
and  enjoys  playing  both  foot¬ 
ball  and  tennis.  After  gradua¬ 
tion,  Bob  expects  to  attend 
either  Bentley’s  School  of 
Accounting  or  join  the  Army 
Air  Corps. 


CONNIE  PARRY 

Connie  has  been  on  the  ten¬ 
nis  team,  in  the  horseback 
riding  group,  and  Art  editor 
of  the  Pioneer.  While  taking 
the  Secretarial  Course,  her 
favorite  subject  has  been  Mr. 
Kibbee’s  art  classes.  Her  hob¬ 
bies  include  art  and  photog¬ 
raphy,  and  her  pet  peeves  are 
home  work  and  snobbish 
people.  Dancing  at  lunch  time, 
and  fun  in  room  F  are  things 
Connie  has  enjoyed  at  R.  H. 
S.  After  graduation,  she’ll  be 
found  behind  a  typewriter  at 
the  John  Hancock  Company. 


DONALD  PEASE 


JOSEPH  PENDERGAST 


CALVIN  PENNY 


NANCY  PERRY 


Introducing  that  popular 
student  of  R.  H.  S.,  Donald 
Pease !  We  all  know  Pesa  and 
enjoy  his  swell  personality 
and  humor.  Although  he 
works  at  Hood’s,  is  Hi-Y 
President,  a  year  book  Edi¬ 
tor,  and  a  member  of  De¬ 
Molay,  “Mr.  Anthony”  finds 
time  for  social  visits.  Pease 
has  honored  the  radio  net¬ 
works  in  broadcasting  a  book 
review,  and  later  on  a  Pan- 
American  program.  Don  is 
now  contemplating  an  En¬ 
gineering  Course  at  Tufts. 


Joe  is  the  blonde  good-na¬ 
tured  fellow,  who  will  be  re¬ 
membered  for  his  enthusias¬ 
tic  participation  in  football, 
basketball  and  baseball.  He 
came  here  in  his  sophomore 
year  and  has  been  a  star  ath¬ 
lete.  Pascal  has  overpowered 
the  College  Course  and  found 
physics  least  fatiguing.  Joe 
has  been  in  DeMolay  and  Hi- 
Y.  After  graduation,  Joey 
plans  to  go  to  college  or  be¬ 
come  a  brickman.  Joe’s  happy 
nature  should  warrant  him 
smooth  sailing. 


The  Civic  Preparatory 
Course  was  elected  by  Calvin 
when  lie  came  to  Reading 
High  School.  Cal  particularly 
enjoyed  Mr.  Erickson’s  Aero¬ 
nautics  class  but  found  U.  S. 
History  to  be  rather  a  diffi¬ 
cult  subject.  He  was  inter¬ 
ested  in  Cross  Country  run¬ 
ning,  and  skating.  During  the 
winter,  Calvin  left  school  and 
joined  the  fighting  Marines. 
He  reports  that  he  likes  his 
work  and  hopes  to  become  an 
expert  gunner.  We’re  sure  he 
will. 


"Co  west,”  is  Nancy’s  motto. 
Nan  plans  to  go  to  Stephens 
College  in  Columbia,  Mis¬ 
souri,  where  she  is  going  to 
learn  to  fly.  What  about  the 
WAAFS,  Nancy?  Nan  has 
been  in  Tri-Hi,  Student  Coun¬ 
cil  and  on  the  Senior  Play 
Costume  Committee,  has  been 
an  A.  A.  representative,  and 
played  tennis  and  basketball. 
.\ancy  enjoys  major  league 
baseball,  claims  she  had  most 
tun  in  English  IV. 


JUNE  PETERSON 


June  is  one  of  the  rare 
quiet  girls  of  the  Senior  class. 
She  has  taken  the  practical 
Arts  Course  and  her  favor¬ 
ite  subject  is  none  other  than 
English.  June  was  “Johnny  on 
the  spot”  when  it  came  to  col¬ 
lecting  scrap.  Next  year  June 
will  work  and  train  to  be  a 
Nurse’s  Aide.  Outdoor  sports 
and  collecting  stamps  are  the 
hobbies  which  intrique  her. 
Students  who  snap  gum  an¬ 
noy  June. 


IRENE  PETTENGILL 


Much  of  Renie’s  time  is 
taken  up  by  one  particular 
friend.  She  is  interested  in 
cameras,  and  horseback  rid¬ 
ing,  and  has  been  studying 
the  Secretarial  Course.  She 
has  a  position  in  a  bank  and 
intends  to  continue  working 
after  graduation.  Renie  has 
also  worked  in  Woolworth’s. 
Her  pet  peeves  are  nosey 
people  and  people  who  are  al¬ 
ways  yelling.  Renie  intends 
to  make  good  in  her  job  and 
to  get  married. 


HELEN  POLAND 


Hel,  one  of  the  finest  girl 
athletes  in  the  senior  class, 
has  served  as  our  treasurer 
for  three  years.  She  was  As¬ 
sistant  Editor  of  the  Year 
Rook,  played  basketball,  ten¬ 
nis,  and  field  hockey,  be¬ 
longed  to  Tri-Hi,  edited  the 
Chronicle  column,  and  found 
time  to  do  some  fancy  knit¬ 
ting.  After  following  the 

Classical  Course,  She  re- 

Classical  Course,  she  re¬ 

ambition  is  to  own  a  base¬ 
ball  team.  Next  year,  she  will 
study  at  Bryn  Mawr. 


AUDREY 

and 

LORRAINE  POWERS 

While  the  “Aud”  is  rather 
a  reticent  person,  Lorraine 
seems  to  be  just  the  opposite. 
Both  Audrey  and  Lorraine 
are  taking  the  Secretarial 
Course  and  their  favorite  sub¬ 
jects  are  type  and  lunch.  They 
abhor  “catty  girls” — do  we 
blame  them?  Audrey  was  one 
of  the  beauteous  candy  gals 
at  the  senior  play.  Lorraine 
enjoys  the  opera.  Although 
their  future  intentions  are  “to 
take  things  as  they  come,” 
they  expect  to  be  employed 
in  the  business  world. 


NANCY  PRATT 

Nan’s  the  girl  with  the  heav¬ 
enly  auburn  hair.  Name  al¬ 
most  any  of  the  school  activ¬ 
ities  and  you’ll  find  Nan’s — 
cheerleading,  senior  play, 
Senior  Executive  Board,  Tri- 
Hi,  and  Junior  Woman’s. 
Homework  doesn’t  thrill  her 
a  bit ;  yet  she  took  the  Col¬ 
lege  Preparatory  Course  and 
was  on  the  honor  roll.  If  you 
stop  in  Jordan’s  you  might 
see  Nan,  for  she’s  a  salesgirl 
there.  Nancy  plans  to  go  to 
Lasell  Junior  College. 


PAUL  QUINLAN 

“Cockey  women  —  deliver 
me!”  says  Paul,  also  known 
as  Pappy.  Pappy  has  partic¬ 
ipated  in  many  sports  while 
in  the  Reading  High  School. 
His  favorite  athletic  activity, 
however,  is  baseball,  where 
lie  excels  in  the  field.  Pappy, 
one  of  the  younger  members 
of  the  class  has  trailed  after 
the  Scientific  Course,  and 
plans  to  attend  Northeastern 
University,  where  he  will  take 
up  an  Engineering  Course. 


ELINOR  REARDON 

“Elbe,”  for  the  past  three 
years,  has  taken  the  Civic 
Preparatory  Course.  Her  fa¬ 
vorite  class  is  home  room 
with  Pop  Wheeler.  Elinor  en¬ 
joys  dancing,  listening  to  the 
9 :20  club  and  going  to  the 
"Colonial  Spa.”  For  orches¬ 
tras,  Harry  James  is  her 
favorite  and  Benny  Goodman 
comes  next.  Her  pet  peeve  is 
giving  oral  themes,  but  she 
manages  to  deliver  them  with¬ 
out  a  nervous  breakdown. 


FRANCES  REDMOND 

Frannie  is  one  of  our  tal¬ 
ented  art  students  and  inci¬ 
dentally  quite  a  singer.  She 
has  been  one  of  Reading 
High  School’s  cheerleaders 
and  an  active  member  of  Tri- 
Hi.  Her  heart  interests  are  in 
the  Army  and  Navy.  Frannie 
is  a  swing  fan  who  loves  to 
dance.  She’s  a  good  sport, 
and  has  a  wonderful  sense  of 
humor,  with  a  sparkling  per¬ 
sonality. 


CRAWFORD  REED 

Here  comes  the  Benny 
Goodman  of  R.  H.  S.,  and  the 
proud  owner  of  a  sharp  ka¬ 
leidoscopic  coat.  Crawf  has 
many  hobbies.  Music,  hockey, 
skiing,  and  visits  to  John 
Street  occupy  most  of  his 
leisure  time.  However,  Crawf 
still  manages  to  play  in  the 
school  orchestra  and  band, 
belong  to  the  Hi-Y,  and  serve 
on  the  Traffic  Force.  Craw¬ 
ford  has  already  enlisted  in 
the  Marines,  so  his  post¬ 
graduate  plans  are  up  to 
Uncle  Sam. 


BARBARA  RICH 

Who  could  forget  our  cute 
little  soprano  soloist,  Barby 
Rich,  who  has  been  in  choir 
three  years.  She  has  thor¬ 
oughly  mastered  the  College 
Course  and  done  a  good  job 
holding  down  the  lucky  thir¬ 
teenth  place  on  the  honor 
roll.  Barbara  intends  to  work 
this  summer  and  enter  college 
in  the  fall.  Barb  served  on  the 
Program  Committee,  attended 
Junior  Woman’s  and  still 
found  time  to  carry  on 
lengthy  correspondence  with 
her  friends  in  the  service. 


DONALD  RICH 

Ducky  is  the  blond  fellow 
who  can  be  seen  in  the  Art 
Room  sketching.  He  has 
taken  the  Fine  Arts  Course, 
and  at  the  time  of  the  Senior 
Play,  served  on  the  Art  Com¬ 
mittee  and  as  a  stage  hand. 
He  worked  on  a  farm  for  a 
while  and  also  in  a  green¬ 
house,  but  his  pet  peeve  is 
getting  up  in  the  morning. 
Don’s  immediate  intentions 
are  to  enlist  in  the  service, 
but  hopes  to  go  to  Art  School 
later. 


JAMES  ROBINSON 

Jim  is  the  mechanical  gen¬ 
ius  of  R.  H.  S.  Even  though 
the  shop  periods  in  the  Prac¬ 
tical  Arts  Course  have  been 
his  favorites,  he  dislikes  noisy 
classes  because  they  disturb 
his  sleep.  Jim  received  honor¬ 
able  mention  for  his  help  in 
the  scrap  drive  which  the 
high  school  sponsored.  Jim’s 
membership  in  the  Rifle  Club, 
his  interest  in  flying,  and  the 
enjoyment  he  gets  out  of 
mechanical  things  should  help 
him  in  his  Army  career. 


WALTER  ROWELL,  JR. 


WILLIAM  RYER 


ROBERT  SANSOM 


ADELLE  SARGENT 


At  last  we  have  a  future 
farmer  in  our  midst  who 
takes  his  work  seriously. 
Walter  worked  in  a  green¬ 
house  and  plans  to  spend 
next  summer  on  a  farm.  He 
intends  to  go  to  Randolph, 
Vermont  Agricultural  School, 
where  he  will  acquire  the 
scientific  angle  on  his  main 
ambition.  His  future  objec¬ 
tive  is  to  be  a  farm  manager. 
He  also  enjoyed  two  years  of 
playing  in  the  school  band. 


Billy  has  been  a  familiar 
traffic  officer  on  the  third 
floor  this  past  year.  He  has 
taken  the  Accounting  Course 
and  plans  to  continue  at  Bus¬ 
iness  College,  where  he  will 
prepare  to  be  a  C.  P.  A.  Un¬ 
doubtedly  the  high  scholastic 
rating  which  he  has  achieved 
will  reap  for  him  future  suc¬ 
cesses.  Bill  has  enjoyed  Eng¬ 
lish  and  history  most. 


Bob  has  been  chaplain  of 
Hi-Y,  a  member  of  the  traf¬ 
fic  squad,  board-member  of 
the  Pioneer,  usher  at  senior 
play,  and  a  stalwart  supporter 
of  the  tennis  team.  He  is  bass 
drummer  and  bell  ringer  of 
the  Band  and  Orchestra.  His 
ability  in  playing  the  xylo¬ 
phone  shows  that  music  is  his 
hobby.  This  fall  Bob  plans  to 
enter  college  and  study  medi¬ 
cine  seriously,  in  order  to  ful¬ 
fill  his  main  ambition  in  life. 


Who’s  that  rushing  down 
the  corridor?  It’s  Delly,  al¬ 
ways  in  a  rush !  Where  she’s 
going  no  one  knows.  Delly 
has  been  a  member  of  the 
Clerical  Course  and  her  fa¬ 
vorite  subjects  are  book¬ 
keeping  and  U.  S.  history. 
Adelle  is  a  member  of  Rain¬ 
bow,  J  unior  Woman’s  Club, 
and  an  officer  in  the  Metho¬ 
dist  Youth  Fellowship. 


MARILYN  SHAPIRO 

V 

The  girl  with  the  sweet 
smile — that’s  Marilyn.  She’s 
been  a  wonderful  addition  to 
our  choir.  Dolly  has  taken  the 
College  Course  and  hates  to 
he  dubbed  “Bonnie  Baker.” 
She  is  very  much  interested 
in  music,  dress  designing, 
photography,  psychology  and 
“dreaming.”  A  talented  set  of 
fingers  have  already  netted 
her  the  position  of  accom¬ 
panist  to  a  local  dancing 
teacher. 


MABLE  SKELTON 

Malden  seems  to  be  Gibby's 
favorite  spot  on  week-ends. 
While  at  R.  H.  S.,  she  has  en¬ 
joyed  shorthand  in  her  Sec¬ 
retarial  Course.  Her  ambi¬ 
tion  is  to  become  a  private 
secretary  and  leave  N.  R.  She 
was  a  member  of  the  Riding 
Club  and  says  that  she  en¬ 
joyed  it  very  much.  Could  it 
be  the  horses,  Gibby?  Gib 
claims  she  spends  many  an 
evening  being  a  chaperone; 
where  at  her  wee  age  ? 


MARGARET  SLACK 

Margaret  has  completed  the 
Civic  Preparatory  Course- and 
admits  that  Mr.  Blanchard’s 
English  class  and  Pop  Wheel¬ 
er’s  homeroom  have  been  the 
things  that  she  has  liked  best 
at  Reading  High  School.  She 
likes  knitting  and  fancy  sew¬ 
ing  and  h'er  pet-  peeves  are 
crows  and  giving  oral  stories. 
She  is  at  present  employed 
by  F.  W.  Woolworth  &  Co. 
After  receiving  her  diploma, 
Margaret  hopes  to  work,  and 
just  let  the  future  take  care 
of  itself. 


ELEANOR  SMITH 

Elbe  is  a  quiet  member  of 
the  senior  class,  although  her 
close  friends  know  that  she 
can  hold  her  own  in  a  round 
table  discussion.  She  has  mas¬ 
tered  the  Secretarial  Course 
and  will  probably  work  in 
Boston  after  graduation.  Her 
favorite  pastime  is  tap  danc¬ 
ing  and  listening  to  the  9 :20 
Club.  In  her  spare  moments, 
Eleanor  keeps  up  a  lively  V- 
mail  correspondence  with  her 
friends  overseas. 


BARBARA  SPILLANE 

Do  you  know  who  the  cute 
little  co-ed  with  the  long 
black  hair  and  the  big  brown 
eyes  is?  It  is  Barb  Spillane. 
Homeroom  and  lunchroom 
periods  have  constituted  her 
happiest  moments  in  high 
school;  but  she  confesses  that 
stenography  hasn’t  annoyed 
her  too  much.  Barb  plans  to 
continue  her  secretarial  career 
next  year.  Women  who  wear 
slacks  and  high  heels  bother 
Barb,  and  dancing  and  foot¬ 
ball  games  are  her  favorite 
pastimes. 


MARY  SPILLANE 

Mary  has  followed  the 
Clerical  Course,  while  within 
the  stately  walls  of  Reading 
High.  Regardless  of  how  edu¬ 
cational  or  not  it  may  have 
been,  homeroom  has  been  her 
most  enjoyable  forty-five 
minute  period,  during  the 
long  tedious  days  spent  here. 
Would  you  think  that  such  a 
little  girl  would  delight  in 
listening  to  the  creepy  mys¬ 
tery  stories  on  the  radio? 
Along  with  this  pastime,  foot¬ 
ball  games  have  been  Mary’s 
great  delight. 


RICHARD  STEVENS 

Who  can  ever  forget  Dick, 
with  his  inimitable  voice ;  he 
made  a  perfect  Henry  Aid- 
rich.  Dick,  one  of  the  most 
active  students  in  school  has 
played  tennis  and  baseball. 
He  has  also  taken  part  in 
Student  Council,  Hi-Y,  De- 
Molay  and  the  Pioneer.  East 
summer,  he  worked  for  the 
Post  Office,  and  in  the  fu¬ 
ture,  Smokey  intends  to  be 
either  an  engineer  or  a  boat- 
builder.  He  plans  to  go  to 
College  after  his  job  with  the 
Marines  is  done. 


MARTHA  STIMPSON 

Wherever  there's  a  cheery 
laugh,  Martha  is  apt  to  be  on 
hand.  Her  activities  include 
Chorus,  A  Capella  Choir,  and 
Red  Cross.  She  is  an  out¬ 
standing  member  of  Rainbow, 
and  plays  the  organ  there. 
Martha  is  a  secretarial  stu¬ 
dent  with  a  definite  interest 
in  bookkeeping.  Her  favorite 
time  of  day  is  2 :30.  Her  pet 
peeves  are  exams  and  cold 
weather,  but  these  won’t 
bother  her  next  year,  when 
she  hurries  off  to  her  office 
work. 


SHERMAN  STONE 

Gather  around  the  piano, 
folks,  and  get  set  for  some 
solid  jive;  for  here  comes 
Rocky  Stone,  resplendent  in 
his  usual  effulgent  attire.  Be¬ 
sides  being  an  accomplished 
pianist,  he  finds  time  for  the 
Scientific  Course.  Vice-presi¬ 
dent  of  Hi-Y,  a  member  of 
DeMolay,  the  traffic  force, 
and  the  Pioneer,  are  other 
outside  activities.  Stonie’s  al¬ 
ways  racing  with  time  (es¬ 
pecially  on  Saturday  night 
before  12 :00  p.  m.). 


JOHN  SULLIVAN 

Sully,  the  smiling  traffic 
officer  on  the  second  floor, 
snapped  the  pigskin  out  of 
the  air  to  put  the  R.  H.  S. 
gridsters  on  the  victory  path 
many  times.  Minski,  (this 
title  has  followed  him  since 
he  worked  on  a  mink  farm), 
has  enjoyed  history  but  hasn’t 
liked  getting  up  on  Monday 
mornings.  Perhaps  John  will 
be  writing  some  history  of  his 
own,  for  he  intends  to  join 
the  Air  Corps. 


RICHARD  SURRETTE 

With  a  definite  indifference 
toward  women,  Rich  has  been 
following  the  Shop  Course 
for  the  past  three  years.  Aft¬ 
ernoons  he  is  industriously 
engaged  at  the  Atlantic  Food 
Mart.  To  be  a  pilot  is  his 
greatest  ambition.  He  col¬ 
lects  magazines  about  air¬ 
planes  as  his  hobby,  so  he 
knows  a  lot  already  about 
aircraft.  May  7th  will  find 
Rich  in  the  Army  Air  Corps, 
if  he  has  his  wish. 


MARY  TANNER 


“Hey  Skinhead!”  This  girl 
who  possesses  inexhaustible 
vitality,  originality,  and  who 
is  a  perpetual  fun  seeker  was 
the  originator  of  that  greet¬ 
ing.  We  shudder  to  think 
what  would  have  happened  to 
our  senior  play  without  our 
able  Properties  Committee 
Chairman.  Mary  has  com¬ 
pleted  the  College  Course  and 
claims  her  favorite  subject  is 
English.  Her  hobbies  are 
sports,  mostly  football  —  and 
jitterbugging. 


LOUISE  TEBEAU 

Pinky  is  usually  in  the  best 
of  spirits,  but  ask  her  to  re¬ 
peat  anything  she  has  said, 
and  you  can  guess  the  rest. 
At  least  once  during  the  week 
she  attends  the  Reading  mov¬ 
ies,  for  this  and  reading,  are 
her  hobbies.  We  all  saw  a 
little  head  popping  up  from 
behind  the  counter  at  the 
Five  &  Ten  at  Christmas 
time.  It  was  Pinky.  We  hope 
you  go  on  your  long-awaited 
trip  South. 


TEDDY  THEODORAU 

Clear  the  way,  folks.  Here 
comes  Ted  Theodorau,  the 
great  cross  country  runner. 
That’s  right,  Ted  has  been  a 
member  of  the  Cross  Coun¬ 
try  Team  for  three  years,  be¬ 
sides  participating  in  football 
and  baseball.  Ted’s  Scientific 
Course,  combined  with  his 
interest  in  math,  should 
stand  in  good  stead,  when  he 
joins  the  Army  Air  Force 
after  graduation. 


FRANK  TOMLINSON 

Tommy  is  one  of  those  rare 
people  who  has  no  pet  peeves. 
He  joined  us  in  our  junior 
year  and  took  the  College 
Course.  Tom  found  chemistry 
a  redeeming  feature  of  his 
complicated  curriculum.  It  is 
evident  that  Tommy  is  a 
country  boy  at  heart  for  his 
hobbies  are :  hunting,  fishing, 
and  horseback  riding.  Al¬ 
though  Uncle  Sam’s  Navy 
does  not  have  horses,  that’s 
the  branch  of  the  service 
Tommy  plans  to  join  after 
graduation. 


MILDRED  TRACY 

Sis,  another  one  of  the 
gang  from  up  north  is  at 
present  a  telephone  operator. 
Her  pet  peeve  is  people  who 
slam  her  home  town.  Why  is 
it  that  Millie  runs  down  to 
the  post  office  every  morning 
before  going  to  the  Junior 
High?  Could  it  be  to  mail  a 
letter  to  the  Navy?  Ask  her 
why  she  is  taking  cooking  and 
sewing  and  she  just  replies, 
"Oh !  It  is  going  to  come  in 
handy  soon.” 


MICHAEL  TWOMEY 


Mike,  that  dashing  young 
fellow  from  the  North  Coun¬ 
try,  enjoys  trudging  along 
County  Road.  Michael  starred 
in  football  and  was  captain  of 
the  1942  team.  He  ably  cov¬ 
ered  right  field  throughout 
our  successful  baseball  sea¬ 
son,  and  answered  to  tbe  title 
of  “His  Excellency,  tbe  Pres¬ 
ident”  during  bis  Junior  Year. 
Mike  has  grinned  his  way 
through  the  Civic  Course, 
while  at  high  school. 


THEODORE  WATSON 


Ted  has  been  taking  the 
Shop  Course  with  mathe¬ 
matics  and  history  his  favor¬ 
ite  subjects.  Ted  hasn’t  de¬ 
cided  what  he’ll  do  after  the 
war,  but  after  graduation, 
lie'll  join  the  U.  S.  Army. 
Theodore  has  worked  as  a 
truck  driver.  Perhaps  that  is 
why  his  pet  peeves  are  women 
drivers.  During  his  spare 
time,  Ted  tinkers  away  in  en¬ 
gines,  and  is  quite  a  motor 
mechanic. 


EDGAR  UPTON 

Uppie,  Limpy  Upton  is 
quite  well  known  to  most  of 
us  here  at  Reading  High.  He 
has  had  his  ups  and  downs  in 
the  Civic  Preparatory  Course. 
Edgar  is  often  seen  up  on 
Palmer  Hill  Ave.  and  one  of 
these  days,  he  hopes  to  se¬ 
cure  a  lucrative  position  in 
some  business.  The  hand  of 
the  U.  S.  Army  is  beckoning 
him,  so  he’ll  soon  be  striving 
for  a  job  as  an  A-l  cloud 
splitting  pilot. 


RUTH  VAN  HORNE 

Ruthie  will  always  be  re¬ 
membered  for  her  fine  por¬ 
trayal  of  the  frustrated  Mrs. 
Aldrich  in  the  senior  play. 
She’s  taking  a  College  Course 
with  shorthand  and  typing  on 
the  side,  and  is  on  the  Pioneer 
Staff.  Collecting  China  dolls 
is  her  hobby,  as  well  as  play¬ 
ing  the  piano  with  one  finger. 
Her  pet  peeves  are  teachers 
that  get  angry  at  little  things. 
After  working  this  summer, 
Ruthie  plans  to  attend  Sim¬ 
mons  College. 


JANE  VEAZIE 

Jane  is  a  tall  good  looking 
blonde  who  skips  about  the 
corridors  with  a  carefree  air. 
Some  of  her  many  sports  are 
skiing,  skating  and  we  mustn’t 
forget  riding.  Jane  waxes  elo¬ 
quent  about  horses  at  a  mo¬ 
ment’s  notice.  Jane  also  loves 
to  dance.  She  has  been  tak¬ 
ing  the  College  Course  and  is 
going  to  attend  the  Univer¬ 
sity  of  Alabama  next  year, 
where  she  won’t  have  to 
study  Latin. 


ROBERT  WEBB 

Bob  claims  he  has  crawled 
along  behind  the  College 
Course,  but  he  actually  got 
to  a  standing  position  in  his¬ 
tory!  Next  year  he'll  study  at 
Boston  University,  and  enlist 
in  the  U.  S.  A.  R.  Bob  has 
worked  as  a  newsboy  and  as 
a  part-time  machinist’s  mate. 
Drawing  and  amateur  pho¬ 
tography  are  his  chief  inter¬ 
ests.  and  we  ll  remember  him 
as  one  of  tbe  “pillars”  of  the 
Traffic  Squad. 


GRETCHEN  WEBER 

Gretch  is  one  of  the  more 
ambitious  members  of  our 
class.  If  you  see  somebody 
dashing  through  the  corridors 
of  Reading  High  with  a  huge 
pile  of  books  in  her  arms,  it’s 
Gretch.  She’s  always  zoom¬ 
ing  up  to  Room  C  to  get  the 
latest  news.  Often  Gretch 
will  catch  you  off  guard  with 
a  witty  phrase.  She  intends 
to  enroll  at  Boston  Univer¬ 
sity  and  major  in  languages. 


RICHARD  WEBSTER 

Dick  is  one  of  our  best 
sports  and  as  good  natured 
as  they  come.  He  left  us  in 
February  of  this  year  to  join 
one  of  the  world’s  finest  serv¬ 
ices,  the  Marines.  He  partici¬ 
pated  in  many  sports ;  such 
as  football,  basketball,  and 
baseball,  and  was  manager  of 
baseball  team  as  well.  Dick’s 
main  interest  was  sports,  and 
bis  former  experience  will 
help  him  in  the  Marine 
Corps. 


ROGER  WHEELER 


ELIZABETH  WHITE 


BARBARA  WILLIAMS 


DOUGLAS  WILLIAMS 


Roger  is  a  first  rate  track 
star  at  R.  H.  S.  and  an  active 
member  of  Student  Council 
and  Traffic  force.  Bookkeep¬ 
ing  is  Wheeler’s  favorite  sub¬ 
ject.  He  is  interested  in  out- 
of-doors  activities ;  such  as 
running,  skiing,  and  bicycling. 
Rog  has  been  employed  as  a 
waiter,  clerk  and  is  owner  and 
manager  of  Reading  Wood 
Co.  Medals  have  been  pre¬ 
sented  to  Rog  for  excellency 
in  cross  country  meets.  North¬ 
eastern  Business  College  will 
be  seeing  him  soon. 


“I  just  don’t  understand 
electricity.”  Yes,  that’s  Libby, 
pursuer  of  the  Scientific 
Course  and  lover  of  math 
and  physics.  Lib  detests 
people  who  say  “he  don’t” 
instead  of  “he  doesn’t.”  She 
has  done  a  marvelous  job 
selling  war  stamps,  and  has 
the  books  straight.  Libby  was 
treasurer  of  Junior  Woman’s 
Club  and  the  Literary  Editor 
of  the  Pioneer.  From  Reading 
High,  Libby  will  advance  to 
the  University  of  Maine. 


Barb  has  taken  the  Secre¬ 
tarial  Course  during  her  so¬ 
journ  at  R.  H.  S-,  with  typing 
and  shorthand  her  favorite 
subjects.  She  should  be  suc¬ 
cessful  in  her  chosen  career 
as  an  efficient  stenographer. 
She  plans  to  work  and  go  to 
night  school  in  the  fall.  New¬ 
berry’s  in  Wakefield  and  the 
vVood  and  Metal  Company  in 
Reading  have  already  en¬ 
joyed  having  Barb  in  their 
employ.  Conceited  and  fickle 
people  are  the  bane  of  Barb’s 
life. 


Doug  found  very  little  to 
say  about  school  that  was 
good,  so  he  turned  to  the 
Navy  for  consolation.  His  aim 
in  life  is  to  be  a  deep  sea 
diver.  He’ll  start  his  danger¬ 
ous  training  in  the  Navy.  His 
favorite  sport  was  hockey 
and  was  on  the  football  team 
for  several  years.  He  also 
liked  to  swim  and  ski.  Doug¬ 
las  was  active  in  Hi-Y  as 
treasurer.  Remember  the  Hi- 
Y  Conference  Doug? 


RALPH  WILSON 

Talk  about  being  rugged ! 
Here’s  a  boy  who  peddles  a 
bicycle  to  school  in  fair  or 
foul  weather.  Willy  is  one  of 
the  few  who  really  enjoys 
gym  classes.  No  wonder  short 
lunch  periods  are  one  of  his 
peeves,  for  he  tells  us  that 
eating  is  one  of  his  hobbies. 
Ralph  belongs  to  DeMolay, 
and  plans  to  find  work  after 
graduation.  When  duty  calls, 
lie’ll  enroll  in  the  Marine 
Corps. 


JOHN  WINSLOW 

Jack’s  job  is  to  drive  around 
town  in  a  ’40  Chevy.  It’s  not 
permanent,  however,  for  Jack 
likes  the  sea  and  plans  to  en¬ 
ter  the  Navy  after  gradua¬ 
tion.  Pet  peeves  seem  dom¬ 
inant  in  Jack’s  life.  I  give  the 
girls  fair  warning  —  “Don’t 
wear  pigtails  or  knee  sox.” 
Jack’s  favorite  subject  is  U. 
S.  History.  His  ambition  is  to 
find  a  job  at  the  end  of  the 
war  as  a  Diesel  Engineer. 


ROSALIE  WISTUBA 

Rosalie  is  a  quiet  girl  with 
a  shy  smile.  She  has  taken 
the  Accounting  Course;  book¬ 
keeping  is  her  favorite  sub¬ 
ject.  She  is  on  the  Honor 
Roll.  After  school,  she  has 
worked  as  a  clerk  at  Adams’, 
and  is  now  employed  by  the 
World  Book  Company  in 
Boston.  Rosalie  managed  to 
find  time  to  be  on  the  senior 
play  program  committee.  Her 
spare  time  is  spent  writing 
letters  to  Arkansas. 


SHIRLEY  WOODWARD 

When  you  serve  luscious 
red  tomatoes  don’t  invite 
Shirl  in.  She  can’t  take  them. 
For  three  years  she’s  been 
taking  the  College  Course. 
Tennis,  swing  music,  singing 
and  summers  in  Maine  have 
been  her  main  diversions,  but 
her  irrepressible  enthusiasm 
has  carried  her  through  very 
well.  She  plans  to  work  this 
summer  and  in  the  fall  enter 
Middlebury  College. 


KATHLEEN  WRIGHT 


Katie  is  the  favorite  vocal¬ 
ist  of  the  senior  class.  She 
plans  to  get  a  defense  job 
after  graduation  and  during 
her  free  moments  sing  with  a 
band.  When  she  is  twenty- 
one,  she’ll  join  the  Marines. 
She  has  taken  the  Secretarial 
Course,  belongs  to  the  Rid¬ 
ing  Club,  A  Capella  Choir,  re¬ 
ceived  her  letter  for  tennis, 
has  worked  in  the  Five  and 
Ten,  was  in  the  Senior  Plan 
Program  Committee,  and  be¬ 
longs  to  a  U.  S-  O.  unit. 


AGNES  CAMPBELL 

We  present  Agnes,  better 
known  to  us  as  Aggie.  She 
can  generally  be  found  in 
Lee’s  Drug  Store,  sipping  a 
long  coke.  If  you  don’t  see 
her,  you'll  hear  her,  for  she 
snaps  gum  loudly  'enough  to 
assure  her  presence.  Her 
latest  ambition  is  to  join  the 
Marines.  There  are  two  things 
which  really  bother  Aggie, 
conceited  people  and  angry 
teachers.  We  hope  Aggie 
won’t  miss  her  mathematics 
period  too  much  when  June 
comes  along. 


HELEN  DAHLQUIST 

Fair-headed  Helen  can  most 
always  be  seen  wending  her 
way  toward  Room  5.  If  you 
want  some  secretarial  work 
perfectly  done,  Helen’s  the 
girl  to  ask.  She  has  sung  in 
our  choir  and  is  reported  to 
have  at  one  time  played  the 
violin  with  the  Reading  Civic 
Symphony  Orchestra.  Short¬ 
hand  has  been  Winnie's  fav¬ 
orite  subject,  and  she  plans 
very  sensibly,  to  finish  her 
school  year  before  she  seeks 
the  perfect  job. 


HELEN  DOUCETTE 

You  will  always  find  Helen 
with  a  gay  “Hello”  and  smile 
for  everyone,  no  matter  where 
she  is.  Helen  has  just  com¬ 
pleted  the  Civic  Preparatory 
Course  and  plans  to  find  an 
especially  easy  position  this 
summer.  Her  pet  peeve  is 
school  and  yet,  one  would 
never  know  it,  for  she  always 
seems  to  be  enjoying  herself. 
Helen  has  taken  and  com¬ 
pleted  an  Irregular  course. 
Dewey’s  hobby  is  writing  to 
servicemen. 


MARJORIE  HILL 

Marg,  as  she  is  better 
known  to  her  friends,  has 
just  completed  the  Civic  Pre¬ 
paratory  Course.  She  has  en¬ 
joyed  biology  class  with  Miss 
Zimmerman  most.  Whenever 
you  Dear  swing,  you’re  very 
apt  to  find  Marj.  Her  pet 
peeve  is  a  certain  drug  store, 
where  you’ll  never  see  her 
spending  her  afternoons. 
Marj  plans  to  find  a  nice  easy 
position  after  graduation,  and 
“Live  happily  ever  after.” 
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FORMER  MEMBERS  OF  THE  CLASS  1943 


WILBUR  CASTINE 
JOHN  DAY 
WILLIAM  LEONARD 
GERTRUDE  NICKERSON 


WILFRED  PERRY 
THOMAS  THORNTON 
EDWARD  WHITE 
EDWARD  WHITTON 


An  attempt  was  made  to  contact  all  mem¬ 
bers  of  the  class  of  1943.  We  apologize  if  we 
have  omitted  any  pictures  or  names. 


Tin 


‘ Prayer ”  on  page  three  was  written  by 
James  Ireland  '44 
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Class  History 


Sophomore  Year 

Said  the  Sophomore  to  the  Senior: 

“Please  tell  me  where’s  Room  A?” 

Said  the  Senior  to  the  Sophomore: 

“Sure,  you  go  this  way — 

Down  the  hall,  up  three  flights, 

Turn  left,  turn  right;  it’s  not  far, 

Through  the  Physics  Lab;  don’t  give  up, 

Open  the  door — and  there  you  are!” 

This  was  the  way  we  humble  Sophomores  began 
our  first  year  as  students  of  Reading  High  School.  The 
traffic  problem  was  at  its  peak  and  our  first  task  was  to 
learn  to  find  our  way  around  the  school.  Mr.  Sussmann 
summoned  us  to  the  hall  and  did  his  best  to  enlighten 
us  on  this  and  other  subjects. 

Soon  class  elections  were  held  and  our  sophomore 
officers  were:  Richard  Dill,  president;  Richard  Stevens, 
vice-president;  Lucille  Watts,  secretary;  and  Helen  Po¬ 
land,  treasurer  for  three  years. 

Before  the  football  season  was  over,  George  Fen- 
nelly  had  been  recognized  as  the  outstanding  athlete  of 
our  class  by  making  the  second  team. 

Our  introduction  to  the  institution  known  as  a  “high 
school  dance”  was  scheduled  for  Hallowe’en  and  was  to 
have  included  only  sophomores  but  the  upperclassmen 
rebelled.  We  finally  gave  in  but  had  our  laugh  when 
only  a  half-dozen  of  them  showed  up. 

The  oidy  advantage  we  could  derive  from  mid-year 
exams  was  that  extra  hour  in  bed. 

It  wasn’t  long  before  the  big  social  event  of  the 
year  “1  he  Sophomore  Hop  was  due.  Sailor  Tom  pro¬ 
vided  the  nautical  decorations,  which  have  never  been 
since  surpassed.  Bill  Rich’s  orchestra  helped  make  the 
dance  the  success  it  was. 

It  was  during  our  sophomore  year  that  the  Tri-Hi 
had  its  start.  Hi-Y  continued  its  merry  way  with  a  few 
new  members  from  our  class  initiated  into  its  ranks. 


Junior  Year 

Back  from  vacation  once  again,  we  ascended  the 
steps  of  R.  H.  S.,  but  this  time  it  was  no  novelty.  Newly 
elected  president,  Michael  Tworney;  secretary,  Lucille 
Watts;  and  treasurer,  Helen  Poland  took  over  early  in 
the  year. 

Four  peppy  cheerleaders  from  the  class  of  43  were 
added  to  the  squad.  They  were  Nancy  Pratt,  Lucille 
Watts,  Lorraine  Loughlin,  and  alternate  Bette  Ham. 
George  Fennelly  again  contributed  largely  to  the  success 
of  our  football  squad. 

Close  on  the  heels  of  the  football  season  came 
Christmas  and  with  it  the  Junior  Prom.  Thanks  to  Mr. 
Halpin,  our  class  adviser,  and  the  hard-working  com¬ 
mittee,  the  dance  w  as  a  great  success. 

Mid-Year  Exams!  What  a  pathetic  sight  it  is  to  see 
such  tired,  over-worked  students  limping  from  class  to 
class,  loaded  down  with  books.  Most  of  the  depression 
that  goes  with  school  life  is  due  to  things  like  mid-years. 

Basketball,  Reading  High’s  supreme  sport’s  effort, 
started  in  with  a  bang.  “Fitzie”  was  the  high  scoring 
ace  of  our  class  with  Dave  Dow  and  Joe  Pendergast 
helping  make  his  baskets  possible. 

Then  came  spring  and  with  it  baseball  and  tennis 
vying  for  top  honors.  The  junior  class  comprised  al¬ 
most  the  entire  Tennis  Team  with  Don  Pease,  Harlev 
Towle,  Bob  Samson  and  Sherm  Stone.  We  were  well 
represented  in  baseball,  too,  with  versatile  George  Fen¬ 
nelly,  who  has  held  the  catcher’s  post  for  the  past  two 
years;  Paul  Quinlan,  our  dependable  batter  and  left 
fielder,  and  athlete  superior,  Joe  Pendergast  in  short 
field. 

Could  it  be  possible?  The  Seniors  were  already 
preparing  for  graduation  and  our  boys  had  taken 
the  management  of  the  inscrutable  traffic  problem. 


over 


Bette  Ham  and  Don  Clapperton  were  chosen  Junior 
Girl  and  Boy  by  the  departing  class  of  1942.  Do  you 
remember  how  nice  they  looked  leading  the  Seniors,  on 
graduation  day?  The  Junior  and  Senior  Reception  was 
carefully  planned  to  give  the  Seniors  the  best  farewell 
party  we  could. 

It  didn't  occur  to  us  how  much  we'd  miss  the  Seniors 
until  graduation  day.  Sitting  there  in  the  bleachers, 
watching  our  close  friends  graduate,  was  almost  as  sad 
for  us,  as  it  was  for  them. 

But  now  we  were  to  be  the  upper  classmen  of  the 
school,  so  we  returned  all  smiles. 

Senior  Year 

At  last  we  had  become  seniors  and  from  our  high 
pedestal  we  could  sit  and  watch  the  newcoming  sopho¬ 
mores  helplessly  flounder  about  as  did  we.  As  traffic 
leaders  wre  attempted  to  guide  them  to  their  respective 
rooms. 

After  class  elections  we  inaugurated  Don  Clapper- 
ton  as  President,  Ken  Bush  way  as  Vice-President  and 
Connie  Davis  as  Secretary.  Helen  Poland  was  retained 
as  Treasurer. 

New'  faces  appeared  among  the  faculty,  replacing 
teachers  who  had  left  for  other  schools  or  to  go  into  the 
service. 

Standouts  on  the  football  squad  who  led  the  team 
were  Co-Captains  Fennelly  and  Twomey  along  w'ith  Joe 
Pendergast  and  John  Sullivan.  They  were  aided  by  the 
well-known  cheerleaders  Bette,  Nancy,  Fran,  Mary, 
Alice,  and  Phyll.  About  this  time,  the  forgotten  men  of 
the  Cross  Country  Team,  led  by  Capt.  Wheeler,  ami 
Coach  Taylor  were  doing  fairly  well,  considering  the 
opposition  and  transportation  problems  and  illness  of 
various  members  of  the  team. 


Then  came  one  of  the  senior  year  s  biggest  events — 
the  annual  play.  “What  a  Life,’  a  Henry  Aldrich  play, 
was  chosen  for  this  year’s  presentation.  Many  showed 
up  for  the  tryouts  and  the  cast  was  chosen,  but  because 
of  studies  and  other  distracting  influences,  several  people 
gave  up  their  roles  and  it  looked  as  though  there  would 
not  be  any  play.  Remember  how  Dick  Stevens  suffered 
a  bad  concussion  but  a  few  weeks  before  the  final  per¬ 
formance  was  to  be  given.  Others  filled  in  and,  under 
the  coaching  of  Miss  Burns,  the  play  lured  one  of  the 
largest  crowds  we  remember. 

Later  the  faculty  announced  that  the  class  ratings 
had  been  reckoned,  showing  each  senior  how  he  stood 
after  three  years  of  work.  Ken  Bushway  was  the  Vale¬ 
dictorian,  the  first  boy  to  hold  that  position  in  seven 
years.  Bette  Hoffer,  who  came  second  on  the  list,  was 
Salutatorian. 

Purdy  was  chosen  class  photographer  and  everyone 
was  soon  busy  exchanging  graduation  pictures  around 
the  school  and  the  Pioneer  Board  faced  the  colossal  task 
of  assembling  the  Graduation  Issue  of  the  Pioneer. 

In  March  and  April  a  jeep  drive  was  held  to  buy  a 
jeep  for  the  army  and  before  the  drive  was  finished, 
much  more  than  the  required  $900  was  contributed.  A 
Jeep  Drive  Dance  was  put  on,  which  brought  in  addi¬ 
tional  cash. 

On  and  after  April  ninth  many  of  the  seniors  left 
to  go  in  to  the  service  and  to  work. 

Now  we  are  about  to  prepare  for  the  coming  grad¬ 
uation  exercises.  When  the  day  arrives  we  will  be  nervous 
and  jittery,  as  we  listen  to  the  orations  given  by  K.  Bush¬ 
way,  Richard  Dill,  Helen  Poland,  Donald  Clapperton, 
Althea  Crilley,  Bette  Hoffer,  and  Jean  Maguire.  We 
realize  indeed,  how  fast  these  last  three  years  have  gone. 

Richard  Marston 
Nancy  Perry 


Class  Prophecy 


After  a  hard  day’s  work  in  the  office,  I  sank  into  my 
overstuffed  chair  and  pulled  the  latest  issue  of  the  Read¬ 
ing  Chronicle,  put  out  by  its  first  woman  editor,  Caroline 
Foster.  It  was  dated  Friday,  June  14,  1953  (Volume 
6,853 ) .  1  propped  my  feet  upon  a  nearby  footstool  and 
unfolded  the  crisp  new  paper.  Glancing  at  the  “Man  of 
the  Week,”  I  noticed  that  here  was  an  old  classmate  of 
mine.  “Sherman  Knight,  who  resides  at  9  Cherrybloom 
Avenue  was  given  the  Goodhousekeeping  Seal  of  Ap¬ 
proval  recently,  for  his  invention  of  invisible  bobby  pins 
lor  well-dressed  women.” 

One  of  the  headlines  caught  my  eye.  “Sewer  Depart¬ 
ment  Head  Announces  New  Street  to  Have  Sewerage 
System  Installed  in  the  Fall.”  I  read  the  opening  para¬ 
graph.  “At  an  interview,  Randall  Arthur,  superinten¬ 
dent,  announced  that  Mayor  Clapperton  and  our  new 
City  Council,  Helen,  Richard,  Pauline,  Gertrude,  and 
Lawrence  Doucette,  have  finally  approved  the  appropria¬ 
tion  for  the  installation  of  sewers  on  Rich  Boulevard, 
named  after  my  old  classmate  Barbara  Rich,  who  has 
broken  all  records  at  Kelly  Hall  (so-named  in  memory 
of  those  famous  acrobats,  James  and  Mary,  who  missed 
connections  only  once  in  their  whole  career),  with  her 
interpretation  of  “Shoot  Me  the  Brandy,  Andy.” 

Suddenly  remembering  that  the  wife  and  I  had 
planned  to  go  to  the  movies  that  evening,  I  turned  to  the 
back  page  to  see  what  the  manager  of  the  Reading 
Theatre,  Frankie  Brennan,  had  to  offer  for  the  evening’s 
entertainment.  Matinee  idol  Richard  Stevens  was  starred 
with  luscious  Lorraine  Loughlin  in  the  “Life  and  Loves 
of  Glenn  Hodson whose  rigorous  life  in  gay  Paris  made 
meaty  literature  for  a  screen  scenario.  I  promptly  de¬ 
cided  that  this  was  the  show  to  see. 

My  wife  entered  the  room  and  I  gave  her  the  gossip 
page.  1  settled  down  to  finish  the  article  on  sewerage 
when  Peg  chirped  up,  “Oh,  darlin’,  did  you  know  that 
Barbara  Courser's  little  Bill  Jr.  has  the  mumps?” 

I  said,  “No,  that’s  too  bad,”  and  turned  to  see  how 
our  bowling  team,  the  “Pin  Heads,”  was  coming  along. 
Because  of  the  famous  bowler,  Dick  Dill,  and  his  col¬ 
leagues,  Donald  Conron,  Robert  Berglund,  Bert  Kilgore, 
and  Frank  Tomlinson,  and  Arthur  Bancroft,  the  other 
teams  in  the  inter-city  tournament  just  didn’t  have  a 
chance.  The  prize  for  the  winners  was  a  three  tiered 
cake,  baked  at  Phyll’s  Grill,  by  my  own  classmate  Phyllis 
Barr.  Our  ultimate  victory  was  then  decided,  because 
Dill  never  could  resist  cake — or  anything  to  eat. 

Just  below,  in  wide  headlines,  was  the  advertise¬ 
ment,  “Hike  to  Mike’s.”  (Yes,  gas  rationing  is  still  in 
effect  and  Twomeys  joint  is  located  in  the  wilds  of  North 
Reading).  Leading  attraction  at  Mike’s  was  Russ  Gunn 
and  his  Tarnished  Bullets  with  Teddy  “ beat  your  brains 


out ”  Theodor ou  skinning  the  skins,  John  “ Gabriel 
Winslow  on  the  trumpet,  and  Dick  “bust  a  blood-vessel 
Marston  playing  the  tuba;  all  of  whom  made  with  the 
forlorn  corn  nightly.  I  decided  to  slip  out  to  visit  the 
gang  at  Mike’s  when  wifie  joined  her  bi-monthly  Bridge 
Club  to  play  strip  polka  with  Dot  McMenamin,  Mable 
Skelton,  and  Barbara  Spillane,  who,  by  the  way,  are  all 
happily  married  with  their  little  broods  about  them.  I 
was  considering  picking  up  two  fellow  hen-pecked  hus¬ 
bands,  Ralph  Wilson  and  Bob  Parker,  when  Peg  peeped 
out  from  behind  the  gossip  page  and  said,  “I  see  that 
Dot  Kelly,  plus  her  husband,  plus  her  seven  adorable 
brats  (the  first  of  whom  was  christened  Ed,  Jr.)  are 
spending  the  summer  on  the  beautiful  shores  of  Lake 
Quannapowitt  —  couldn’t  we  buy  a  cottage  there  this 
summer?” 

I  told  her  that  I  would  see  our  real  estate  agent,  Paul 
Geary,  about  it  first  thing  in  the  morning.  I  turned  back 
to  the  Chronicle  and  looked  at  the  “Under  Reading 
Spires”  column.  1  must  confess  that  my  appearances  in 
church  are  rare  (like  steak  used  to  be  way  back  in  ’43), 
and  I  was  surprised  to  learn  that  our  new  minister  was 
Rev.  Dana  J.  Alward.  Come  to  think  of  it,  Dana  always 
was  religiously  inclined,  even  in  his  high  school  days. 
I  vowed  then  and  there  to  heckle  Rev.  Alward  at  his  first 
sermon.  I  turned  to  scan  the  Sport  page. 

“Look  here,  Peg,”  I  summoned,  “ Roger  Wheeler 
has  just  been  appointed  chief  Forest  Ranger  of  Massa¬ 
chusetts.  He  and  his  four  woodsmen,  Roger  Batchelder, 
Bert  Howe,  Bill  Cuneo,  and  Kenneth  King  won  first  prize 
for  their  skillful  woodchopping  at  the  Reading  Sports¬ 
man  Show.  Oh,  and  speaking  of  sports  events,  Otis 
“ Swifty  ’  Anderson  blossomed  forth  victoriously  at  the 
State- Wide  Marathon  last  week,  running  ten  miles  in  ten 
minutes. 

“My,  Peg,  the  sport  page  is  certainly  interesting  to¬ 
day.  Remember  George  Fennelly  and  Edgar  Upton ? 
They’ve  been  elected  co-captains  of  the  Reading  Revel¬ 
ers,  our  famed  local  nine,  and  Francis  Kiley  has  made 
good  on  the  Chicago  Bears’  football  team.  The  column 
goes  on  to  say  that  the  majority  of  the  Reading  population 
was  at  the  Reading  Arena  last  night,  where  those  two 
dynamic  forces,  Bill  Ryer  and  Thomas  Foster  clashed  in 
the  main  wrestling  bout  of  the  evening,  for  the  heavy¬ 
weight  championship  of  the  Commonwealth.  Ryer  not 
only  succeeded  in  putting  Foster  out  of  circulation,  but 
also  Referee  Crawford  Reed,  who  spent  most  of  the  eve¬ 
ning  climbing  back  into  the  ring.” 

“Oh,  you  and  your  sports,”  sighed  Peg.  “If  you 
would  look  at  the  more  cultural  items,  you’d  see  that 
Kathleen  Wright  is  continuing  her  numerous  successes 
singing  'Jingle  Bells’,  accompanied  by  the  famous  ivory- 
tickler,  Sherman  ‘fingers’  Stone.” 


I  said  that  was  fine.  Since  Reading  is  a  big  metrop¬ 
olis,  I  had  to  see  what  verdicts  Judge  Kenneth  Bush  way 
had  made  that  week.  I  read  that  the  big  case  of  the  week 
was  that  of  the  State  vs.  Paul  Quinlan,  whose  defense 
was  handled  by  shyster  lawyer,  John  Lehne.  Paul  was 
found  guilty  and  dragged  away  by  F.  B.  I.  men,  Donald 
Pease  and  Robert  Sansom. 

The  Scout  Columns  stated  that  Boy  Scout  Master 
Eddie  Fitzgerald  was  to  take  Troop  No.  3  on  a  nature 
dared  that  Girl  Scout  Leader  Mary  Derrick  and  her 
hike  in  the  Parker  Forest,  while  the  Girl  Scout  item  de¬ 
troop  were  honored  this  week  by  a  talk  on  “The  Art  of 
Playing  Pin  Ball  Machines’'  given  by  that  inspiring 
speaker,  Bob  Beaumont.  Further  down  on  the  page,  sev¬ 
eral  interesting  items  caught  my  eye.  “ Leslie  Kendall, 
Bill  Lander,  Richard  Surette  and  John  Sullivan  are 
working  hard  to  get  their  bill  through  Congress,  via 
Reading’s  first  Congresswoman,  Irene  Pettingill,  to  have 
cushions  installed  on  the  Library  wall  in  place  of  the 
uncomfortable  granite  still  there.  Another  item  read, 
“The  construction  of  the  Reading  Trans-Continental  air¬ 
port  is  being  supervised  by  super  geniuses  Ted  Watson, 
Jimmy  Robinson,  Paul  Meuse  and  Edward  Morookian, 
the  “no-it-alls”  of  the  air,  led  by  John  Marchetti. 

1  read  the  next  items  with  pride.  This  is  what  it 
said.  “The  Reading  City  Dump  won  the  first  prize  for 
cleanliness!  Custodian,  Wesley  Dewhurst,  wants  to  thank 
Beryl  Cook  and  Natalie  Gray  for  their  helpful  aid  in  the 
landscaping  of  the  beautiful  flowers  and  shrubbery. 

“Oh,  dear,”  Peg  inserted,  “I  must  visit  Perry  and 
Poland’s  Cosmetic  Shop.  They  have  the  latest  powders 
and  paints  directly  from  Paris  and  excellent  advice  on 
makeup.  Nancy  and  Helen  have  a  noted  beauty  artist 
visiting  them  this  week,  Madame  Frances  Redmond,  who 
will  give  free  demonstrations  Thursday  and  Friday.  The 
shop’s  feature  this  week  is  Madame  Redmond’s  scintil¬ 
lating  perfume,  ‘Flirt  Galore’. 

“You  ought  to  read  the  review  of  the  latest  books  this 
week  by  Jean  Maguire,  Literary  Editor  of  the  Chronicle. 
There  is  an  especially  amusing  one  here,  entitled  “Super¬ 
man’s  Survival  Through  the  Ages.” 

“Let’s  see,”  I  said  to  myself,  “I  wonder  if  there  is 
anything  worthwhile  in  the  want  ads  tonight.  Paul  Fitz¬ 
gerald  is  still  trying  to  get  rid  of  all  the  pretty  nurses  he 
met  at  Winchester  Hospital,  I  notice,  and  Joanne  Davis 
is  hopefully  trying  to  locate  a  midget  to  purchase  her 
Austin.  I  guess  Pm  not  interested  in  that." 

“Hubby  dear,”  interrupted  Peg,  “why  don’t  we  have 
Junior’s  room  done  over?  Here  is  an  advertisement  by 
Ruth  Amback  (representative  of  Saks,  Fifth  Avenue) 
who  will  decorate  any  room  for  two  hundred  dollars. 

“Two  hundred  dollars!”  1  cried.  “What  do  you  think 
1  am — a  millionaire?  But,  say,  those  war  bonds  we 
bought  during  the  jeep  drive  of  ’43  mature  next  month, 
don’t  they?  Maybe  we  can  manage  it.” 


I  glanced  over  the  ad  for  Bruce  Benson's  and  Doris 
Delong's  “Beauty  Salon”  and  then  noticed  that  Jean 
Donegal r  was  running  against  Mary  Cowhey  for  dog- 
catcher.  I  was  weighing  the  merits  of  the  respective  can¬ 
didates  when  Peg  asked  me  to  run  down  to  Monegan  $ 
Drug  Store  to  get  some  Cooper’s  Whooping  Cough  Med¬ 
icine  in  case  Tommy  caught  it  from  Jean  Geary’s  little 
girl  next  door.  I  said  that  I  would,  as  soon  as  I  could 
tear  away  from  the  Chronicle.  Then  hoping  I  wouldn’t 
be  interrupted  again,  I  turned  to  the  second  page.  A 
line  of  heavy  type  caught  my  eye.  “ Robert  Lowe,  ento¬ 
mologist,  has  been  asked  by  Ethel  Lacey,  president  of 
the  Happy  Homes  Club  to  speak  on  “The  Influence  of 
Bugs  on  Home  Life.” 

So  there  has  been  another  Legion  convention!  I 
see  that  Bill  Hole,  Elmer  Dykens,  George  Morris,  Dick 
Webster,  Charlie  Cummings  and  Doug  Williams,  all  vet¬ 
erans  of  World  War  II,  have  returned  from  a  dry,  quiet 
national  reunion,  held  in  North  Reading. 

Again  Peg  interrupted,  “Look  in  the  lovelorn  col¬ 
umn  by  Mr.  David  Dow  Anthony — Ruth  Cress  writes 
that  she  is  engaged  to  six  men  and  has  finally  found  the 
man  she  wants  to  marry.  She  wants  to  know  how  to  get 
rid  of  the  other  six.  Mr.  Dow  advised  her  to  send  a  peti¬ 
tion  to  Senator  Joe  Griffin  asking  for  a  bill  allowing 
bigamy  in  the  State  of  Massachusetts.”  I  said  that  that 
would  be  a  fine  solution. 

I  then  read  the  following  to  my  wife:  “Farmer 
Richard  Brown  announces  that  he  has  for  sale  some 
lovely  corn  picked  by  his  able  helpers  Norman  Martin 
and  George  Arnold.”  “They’re  certainly  working  up  a 
wonderful  business  together,”  said  Peg.  She  added,  “Oh, 
darling,  did  you  see  that  that  bridge  club  (whose  mem¬ 
bership  includes  Althea  Crilley,  Patricia  Curtin,  Peggy 
Crowell,  Jean  McClintock,  Betty  H offer,  Mary  Lowell, 
and  Barbara  Normine)  initiated  Barbara  Nielson  to  its 
order  last  week?  She  returned  recently  to  Reading  after 
being  chief  air  line  hostess  in  New  York  for  five  years. 
Earline  Gaw  succeeded  Barbara  after  having  served  as 
her  special  aide." 

I  glanced  at  the  “Help  Wanted  ads  and  saw  that 
Winnifred  Fowle  wanted  a  man  to  move  her  piano  at 
every  performance  she  might  give.  She  cannot  play  un¬ 
less  she  has  her  own  grand  piano.  I  remembered  that 
Ethel  Chapman,  Win’s  private  secretary,  almost  resigned 
because  Winnie’s  fan  mail  exceeded  25,000  letters  last 
week. 

An  ad  for  Walter  Rowell’s  Shampoo  showed  the 
glistening  hair  of  Ruth  Higgins,  my  old  classmate  who 
now7  models  for  that  famous  pastoral  artist  Edna  Barmbv. 

Peg  interrupted  once  more.  “The  Powers  girls, 
Audrey  and  Lorraine,  are  coming  to  spend  their  sum¬ 
mer  vacation  here  while  recuperating  from  a  strenuous 
winter  in  Florida.  They’re  the  owners  of  Torre’s  drug¬ 
store  in  Miami  (a  branch  of  the  famous  line  which 
started  when  Reading  was  only  a  small  town).  You 
know,  Agnes  Campbell  has  taken  over  the  main  store 
here  in  Reading  and  it  is  ten  times  the  size  it  was  when 


we  graduated.  Everyone  has  noticed  the  extra  added 
flavor  since  Robert  Cowhey  has  been  employed  as  chief 
ice  cream  maker. 

We  read  on  in  comparative  silence  for  a  while.  In 
the  “Neighbortalk,”  I  saw'  that  Louise  Thebeau,  traveling 
correspondent  for  the  League  of  Women  Voters  of  which 
Ruth  Van  Horne  is  now  president  and  Elizabeth  White, 
secretary,  had  returned  from  a  visit  with  Pauline  Mar- 
staller  in  Brazil,  where  Pauline  is  a  missionary  of  good 
will. 

I  continued  to  scan  the  “Neighbortalk"  and  saw 
that  Dr.  Robert  Webb,  had  ordered  Alice  Larrabee,  head 
saleswoman  at  Jordan  Marsh  Company,  to  take  a  rest 
because  of  an  advanced  case  of  pedal  rheumatism.  Helen 
Dahlquist  had  recently  given  up  her  career  as  violinist 
to  become  a  housewife  and  wanted  to  sell  her  priceless 
violin.  1  decided  to  take  advantage  of  this  opportunity 
in  the  morning. 

“Look,  dearie,”  said  Peg.  “ Mary  Deferrari  has  been 
appointed  school  nurse  upon  the  recommendation  of 
Anne  Barrett,  a  new  teacher  at  the  Highland  Street 
School  and  Marilyn  Shapiro  is  the  new  music  teacher  at 
the  Pearl  Street  School.  Remember  how  successful  she 
was  in  Hollywood  playing  “Hat  Rack  Blues”  written  by 
Shirley  Woodward?” 

Junior  barged  in  to  get  the  comic  section.  He  was 
enthusiastically  following  the  exciting  adventures  of 
“Sally  Mandy  and  the  Case  of  the  Silver  Nickel”  which 
is  written  by  Tommy  Bur  bine  and  drawn  by  his  secre¬ 
taries,  Barbara  Williams  and  Elizabeth  Leonard. 

Peg  read  aloud  a  few  items  from  the  “Woman’s 
Page.”  “ Priscilla  Norwood’s  stockings,  which  have  the 
seams  in  front  so  women  can  tell  whether  they  are 
straight,  are  the  rage  in  Florida.  Eva  Bruce,  who  has 
succeeded  Helena  Rubinstein,  is  offering  an  uncrack- 
able,  unscratchable  nail  polish  which  is  designed  to  keep 
the  nails  in  perfect  condition.” 

1  told  her  that  that  topic  interested  me  only  slightly, 
so  she  read  on  in  silence  and  1  looked  over  the  Real  Es¬ 
tate  Items.  Margaret  Charles,  now  managing  Charles' 
Block,  was  planning  to  build  two  more  department 
stores;  her  petition  to  tear  down  the  old  Library  was  re¬ 
jected. 

The  ads  on  page  nine  attracted  my  attention.  Many 
were  from  members  of  the  class  of  ’43  so  I  read  them  to 


Peg.  “Do  you  have  small  children?  If  you  do,  attend 
Nancy  Pratt’s  baby  school  to  learn  the  necessary  rudi¬ 
ments  of  child  care.’ 

“You  don't  want  to  he  a  wallflower  all  your  life,  do 
you?  If  not,  come  to  Martha  Stimpson’s  dancing  class. 
Her  guarantee  is  your  security." 

“She’ll  give  you  a  permanent  that  will  last  a  long  while. 
Her  permanents  also  will  make  you  smile. 

And  when  she  is  done,  if  you  feel  full  of  wrath, 

Then  the  only  one  who  could  have  done  it  would  be 

Agnes  McGrath” 

“I  thought  the  last  one  was  very  original,"  said  Peg. 
“I  must  make  an  appointment  to  have  my  hair  set.” 

“Here  is  another  poem,"  I  chuckled,  and  read: 

“  ’We  pay  the  highest  prices  around 

We  pay  more  than  anyone  in  town 

We  pay  10c  a  pound  for  paper  and  for  rags, 

And  15c  for  iron  and  for  old  cloth  bags. 

Russ  Carter,  Junkman’  ” 

1  read  on,  “Are  you  insured?  If  not,  look  out,  or 
Mary  Tanner’s  Insurance  Company  will  get  you!” 

The  next  ad  reminded  me  that  my  car  needed  to  be 
greased.  “Does  your  car  need  repairing?  If  so,  bring 
it  to  Dick  Goodwin,  the  mechanic.” 

“Look,”  I  said  suddenly  to  Peg.  “ Marjorie  Hill  and 
Muriel  Jones  announce  that  their  Real  Estate  agencies 
will  be  combined,  thus  establishing  the  Jones  Hill 
Agency.  That  confirms  the  rumor  that  the  North  Read¬ 
ing  woods  will  be  cut  down  and  homes  built  there.  May¬ 
be  they'll  even  build  their  own  high  school!” 

The  next  item  read,  “ George  Boyce  (known  to  all  as 
‘Snipe’  )  wishes  to  announce  that  he  will  reopen  his  drug 
store  next  Thursday.  All  goods  spoiled  only  a  little  by 
the  fire  will  be  sold  at  cut-rate!  Why  don’t  you  run  down 
tomorrow  and  see  what  is  left,  Peg?” 

The  last  ad  on  the  page  was,  “Get  the  most  from 
your  meal  coupons.  Buy  chickens  and  roosters  at 
Komenda’s  farm,  North  Reading.” 

Peg  read  about  the  births  and  found  that  the  stork 
was  not  very  busy.  His  oidy  recent  customers  were: 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Stephen  Miller  are  the  proud  parents 
of  a  ten-pound  boy  born  at  the  Jean  Gleason  hospital, 
named  after  the  well-known  War  II  nurse. 
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A  surprise  shower  was  given  for  Eleanor  Arnold 
(  nee  Eleanor  Smith)  for  her  coming  third  child.  Berry, 
the  father,  is  doing  wonderfully. 

A  few  minutes  later,  Peg  poked  her  head  out  from 
behind  her  section  and  suggested,  “As  long  as  we  have 
nothing  planned  for  Friday  evening,  dear,  why  don't  we 
go  to  the  church  supper  put  on  by  Phyllis  Douglass, 
Eleanor  Kenney,  Jane  V eazie,  Gretchen  Weber,  and 
Lorraine  and  Helen  Kimball.  There  11  be  a  lot  of  fem¬ 
inine  pulchritude  for  sale.  An  apple  pie  contest  is  being 
held  and  Margaret  I  vers,  Shirley  Dodge  and  Mary 
Halloran  are  planning  to  enter.  They  are  wonderful 
cooks,  darling,  so  you  will  enjoy  yourself.  Shall  I  call 
up  and  have  you  listed  as  one  of  the  judges?  So  far 
they  have  only  two,  Louise  Charles  and  Elinor  Reardon.  " 

In  one  corner  of  the  page  was  an  advertisement  for 
the  Reading  “Behind  the  Three  Ball"  pawn  shop.  I  re¬ 
membered  guiltily  that  I  had  tossed  the  dotted  cubes 
around  too  much  the  night  before  with  the  gang  at  the 
Police  Station  and  I  had  a  stack  of  I.  0.  U.’s  to  make 
good.  I  decided  to  take  a  little  trip  to  see  the  three  man¬ 
agers  of  our  illustrious  pawn  shop,  Gertrude  Nickerson, 
Doris  Gadbois,  and  June  Peterson. 

I  nearly  jumped  out  of  my  chair  when  Peg  ejac¬ 
ulated,  “Darling,  unless  our  trusted  Chronicle  is  wrong, 
our  classmate  Rosalie  Wistuba  is  now  Lady  Rosalie,  and 
I  didn’t  know  a  thing  about  it!  Where  have  I  been?  As 
I  was  saying,  it  says:  “Lady  Rosalie,  wife  of  Lord  Aga¬ 
memnon  Sniffleberry,  entertained  last  Friday  evening  a 
group  of  her  friends  that  included  June  Doran  and  Alice 
Ellis  who  also  snagged  some  of  the  royalty  left  in  Brit¬ 
ain.  Lady  Rosalie  showed  the  chromo-film  of  her  recent 
trip  around  the  world  in  her  private  yacht." 

1  said  that  she  could  have  her  Europe,  but  I'd  still 
stick  to  good  old  Reading.  A  large  headline,  “Atten¬ 
tion,”  caught  my  eye.  “All  people  be  on  the  lookout  for 
Louise  Kimball,  last  seen  walking  down  Summer  Ave¬ 
nue.  We  don’t  know  whether  she  is  lost,  strayed,  or 
stolen.” 

"Hubby,  here  is  a  ravishing  picture  of  Pat  Gray 
which  was  flashed  when  she  finally  consented  to  be  a 
model  for  the  INo.  1  artist  of  the  country,  Donald  Rich.  ' 

"1  think  I’ll  take  up  draw  ing,”  1  said,  just  to  plague 


Peg.  She  glared  at  me  and  ducked  behind  the  news¬ 
paper.  She  popped  out  again  with,  “Are  you  dead?”  I 
looked  at  her  quizically  until  she  continued,  “If  you  are, 
the  Chronicle  advises  you  to  visit  Adelle  Sargent's  Fun¬ 
eral  Home.  Embalming  done  at  reasonable  rates  —  all 
the  more  money  left  for  your  heirs  to  fight  over.” 

"Oh,  dear,  I  moaned.  “I  was  planning  to  burn  up 
that  pile  of  brush  in  the  back  yard  sometime  next  week, 
but  this  item  changes  my  plans.  ‘Fire  Chief  Pender gast 
says  that  no  fire  permits  will  be  issued  during  the  month 
of  June  because  of  the  danger  of  forest  fires’.” 

“Here’s  something  in  the  school  news  about  an  old 
classmate,  dear,"  said  Peg.  “You  remember  Connie 
Parry?  She  has  completed  her  art  training  and  will  teach 
in  the  Reading  Schools  next  year.  Those  lucky  kids!” 

There’s  a  change  of  staff  at  the  new  Reading  Or¬ 
phanage.  Connie  Davis  is  turning  over  the  superinten¬ 
dency  to  Betty  Lynch,  because  she  is  going  to  marry  and 
plans  to  have  children  of  her  own. 

“Here’s  something  that  shows  patience  dear,”  I 
said,  “At  the  home  of  Miss  Shirley  Lieberman,  a  red, 
white,  and  blue  orchid  is  in  bloom  for  the  first  time  since 
she  purchased  the  plant  eight  years  ago.” 

Underneath  that  item,  the  Quannapowitt  Players 
advertised  as  their  new  play,  “Thirteenth  JNight  by 
Elizabeth  Ham  at  Shepardson  Hall,  Friday,  June  28, 
1953.  Margaret  Slack  plays  the  part  of  the  doting  mother 
of  Jean  Mullen,  Shirley  Hatch,  and  Mary  Spillane.  Tic¬ 
kets  may  be  obtained  by  calling  the  president  of  the 
club,  Virginia  Eldridge,  telephone  Reading  00000,  or 
Anna  Bur  bine,  telephone  Reading  83479RJ,  the  secre¬ 
tary.  The  new  director  of  the  club  is  Mildred  Tracy,  so 
the  play  surely  will  be  a  success. 

I  was  just  about  to  suggest  that  we  call  Anna  in  a 
hurry  when  simultaneously  sniffing  the  suffocating  smell 
of  burned  onions,  we  tore  out  of  the  living  room  leaving 
the  Chronicle,  as  usual,  scattered  on  the  sofa. 

INancy  Pratt  43 
David  Dow  ’43 
Thomas  Burbine  ’43 
Barbara  Rich  ’43 


Class 

We,  of  the  Class  of  '43,  being  of  sound  (?)  mind, 
do  bequeath  these  tokens  of  affection  to  certain  of  our 
classmates  and  teachers: 

1.  To  “Errol”  Carter,  a  $  .39  balcony  ticket.  We 
know  he'll  find  the  right  theater. 

2.  To  Eddie  Fitzgerald,  a  hair  ribbon  to  keep  his 
“gorgeous'’  wave  out  of  his  eyes. 

3.  To  Robert  Lowe,  the  Cheerleaders,  so  he  may 
never  run  out  of  models. 

4.  To  all  the  boys  of  the  class  who  are  in  the  serv¬ 
ice,  the  complete  addresses  of  the  female  section  of  our 
class. 

5.  To  Miss  Burns,  we  return  some  of  the  hair  torn 
out  during  the  senior  play  rehearsals. 

C.  To  Richard  Dill,  we  give  this  comb  and  jar  of 
wave  set  so  his  beautiful  locks  may  always  be  in  place. 

7.  For  John  Maguire,  we  have  a  package  of  as¬ 
bestos  towels,  to  foil  the  firebug  of  R.  H.  S. 

8.  To  “Skinhead"  Theodorou,  we  leave  this  pair 
of  dice,  with  never-wear  corners. 

9.  To  Mr.  Pope,  a  chemistry  set  to  replace  the 
equipment  suspiciously  lost  in  lab. 

10.  To  “H.  L.”  Clapperton,  a  20-ride  ticket  for 
Stoneham.  Maybe  he  can  make  up  his  mind. 

11.  To  Dave  Dow,  we  leave  a  book  entitled  “The 
Art  of  Love.”  May  he  profit  by  its  contents. 

12.  To  Ethel  Chapman,  a  letter  of  introduction  to 
Cecil  B.  DeMille.  Let’s  hope  that  Glenn  Hodson  gets 
stationed  nearby. 

13.  To  Sherm  Stone,  we  leave  a  piano,  so  he  may 
practice  his  boogie  woogie  without  being  enticed  from 
the  music  room. 

14.  To  Mr.  Sussmann,  a  pocket-size  gavel,  so  he 
nn  ill  not  wear  out  his  jack-knife,  by  rapping  with  it  for 
attention. 

15.  To  Joe  Griffin,  we  give  these  dark  glasses  to 
protect  him  from  the  glare  of  the  spotlight,  when  he 
attends  a  certain  popular  theater  in  Boston. 

1C.  To  Bob  Beaumont,  we  leave  a  medal  for 
achievement,  for  being  the  most  frequent  visitor  to  the 
“Inner  Sanctum.” 


Will 


17.  To  Robert  Cooper,  we  give  a  book  entitled 
“My  Adolescent  Years.” 

18.  To  Connie  Davis,  we  leave  the  address  of  a 
private  detective  agency  so  that  she  may  keep  track  of 
her  “Don  Juans.” 

19.  To  Mr.  Halpin  we  give  this  “privilege”  of 
solving  all  our  future  problems. 

20.  To  Miss  Reed  we  leave  a  soldier,  a  sailor  and 
a  marine. 

21.  To  Russ  Gunn,  we  give  this  razor  with  which 
to  protect  himself,  on  his  frequent  visits  to  the  Savoy. 

22.  To  Winnie  Fowle  we  leave  an  extra  ration 
book,  with  which  to  feed  the  numerous  guests  at  her 
“open  house”  parties. 

23.  To  John  Marchetti,  we  leave  a  real  “Zool” 
chain. 

24.  To  everybody’s  friend,  Charlie,  we  give  a 
basket  of  good  wishes  from  the  class  of  ’43. 

25.  To  Mary  Kelly,  a  pair  of  stilts  to  bring  her 
up  to  Dick’s  height. 

26.  To  Lorraine  Loughlin,  a  leash  that  she  may 
always  keep  track  of  Edgar. 

27.  To  Paul  Quinlan,  these  dog  biscuits  for  “Ruff.” 

28.  To  Dot  Kelley,  a  block  of  paper  to  record  her 
spirited  notations  for  “True  Confessions.” 

29.  To  Mr.  Blanchard,  a  joke  book  to  keep  his 
classes  in  good  spirits. 

30.  To  Jose  Pendergast,  this  line  to  add  to  the  one 
he  already  has. 

31.  lo  the  Class  of  ’44,  we  leave  all  debts  in¬ 
curred  by  us  during  our  escapades  in  R.  H.  S. 

With  this  we  conclude  the  Last  Will  and  Testament 
of  the  Class  of  43.  May  those  who  have  been  left  these 
tokens  be  duly  impressed  and  cherish  them  to  their  dy¬ 
ing  day. 

We,  the  Members  of  the  Will  Committee,  now  bid 
you  “Adieu.” 

Mary  Tanner 
Dana  Alward 
Margaret  Ivers 
Glenn  Hodson 


C 1  a  s 

TITLE 

Most  Popular 
Best  Looking 
Best  Dressed 
Cutest 

Best  Athlete 
Best  Dancer 
Most  Personality 
Most  Ambitious 
Most  Versatile 
Wittiest 

Teacher’s  Delight 

Teacher’s  Bane 

Most  Likely  to  Succeed 

Best  Matured 

Most  Serious 

Class  Giggler 

Most  Bashful 

Most  Sophisticated 

gum  Chewer 

Class  Couple  Mo.  1 

Class  Couple  Mo.  2 

Heartbreaker 

Most  Vivacious 

Class  Actor  (Actress) 

Most  Cheerful 

Most  Dignified 

Most  Courteous 

Ideal  R.  H.  S.  Student 

Class  Artist 

Class  Baby  (age) 

Class  Clown 
Best  Leader 

Most  Musically  Inclined 
Chatterbox 
Scatterbrain 
Junior  Girl  (Boy) 

Did  Most  for  R.  H.  S. 
Most  Flirtatious 


Elect 

BOY 

Donald  Clapperton 
Richard  Brown 
Richard  Brown 
John  Lehne 
George  Fennelly 
Joseph  Pendergast 
Donald  Clapperton 
Kenneth  Bushway 
Donald  Clapperton 
Joseph  Griffin 
Kenneth  Bushway 
Charles  Cummings 
Kenneth  Bushway 
Richard  Stevens 
Arthur  Bancroft 
Richard  Stevens 
Robert  Webb 
Edward  Fitzgerald 
john  Marchetti 
Michael  Toomey 
Paul  Quinlan 
Richard  Brown 
Richard  Stevens 
Richard  Stevens 
Richard  Stevens 
Glenn  Hodson 
William  Cuneo 
Kenneth  Bush  way 
Richard  Marston 
Barry  Arnold 
Charles  Cummings 
Donald  Clapperton 
Russell  Gunn 
Richard  Stevens 
Charles  Cummings 
Manuel  Perry 
Donald  Clapperton 
Joseph  Pendergast 


10  11S 

GIRL 

Mancy  Pratt 
Doris  Delong 
Jane  Veazie 
i\  ancy  Pratt 
Helen  Poland 
Lorraine  Loughlin 
Lorraine  Loughlin 
Helen  Poland 
Helen  Poland 
Dorothy  Kelly 
Betty  Holier 
Dorothy  Kelly 
Betty  Holier 
jean  McClintock 
Pauline  Marstaller 
Mancy  Pratt 
Virginia  Eldredge 
Doris  Delong 
iyoiolhy  Kelly 
Doris  Delong 
Phyllis  Barr 
Doris  Delong 
Mancy  Pratt 
Ethel  Chapman 
Mancy  Pratt 
Ruth  Van  Horn 
Ruth  Van  Horn 
Jean  Maguire 
Constance  Parry 
Barbara  Spillane 
Dorothy  Kelly 
Jean  Maguire 
Winnifred  Fowle 
Dorothy  Kelly 
Dorothy  Kelly 
Jean  M  acLeod 
Jean  Maguire 
Frances  Redmond 


Senior  Play 


Senior  Play  Cast 


WHAT  A  LIFE! 

This  year  the  Senior  Class  was  fortunate  in  having 
M  iss  Burns  direct  the  annual  play.  Much  of  the  general 
confusion  and  many  of  the  calamitous  incidents  in  the 
play  were  comparable  to  those  at  Reading  High. 

The  plot  involves  a  typical  high  school  pupil,  Henry 
Aldrich  (Richard  Stevens),  and  his  girl  friend,  Barbara 
Pearson  (Nancy  Pratt).  The  play  begins  in  the  office  of 
the  principal,  Mr.  Bradley  (Bill  Hole),  at  Central  High 
School,  where  we  are  first  introduced  to  Miss  Shea  (Ethel 
Chapman),  Mr.  Bradley’s  private  secretary,  and  Mr. 
Nelson  (Glen  Hodson),  the  assistant  principal  of  Central 
High.  Our  attention  is  diverted  by  the  appearance  of 
Mr.  “Twitch”  Patterson  (Richard  Marston),  who  is  the 
teacher  largely  responsible  for  Henry’s  predicament. 
M  iss  Pike  (Peggy  Crowell),  the  cold  blooded  member 
of  the  faculty,  perpetually  accompanied  by  a  sneeze,  en¬ 
ters  dressed  in  Arctic  attire.  Bill  (John  Lehne),  the  first 
student  to  enter  upon  the  scene,  like  most  students  doesn't 
know  whether  he  is  coming  or  going.  Miss  Eggleston 
(Joan  Davis),  enters  complaining  that  school  is  starting 
three  minutes  late. 


At  this  point  we  are  first  warned  of  the  affair  be¬ 
tween  Miss  Shea  and  Mr.  Nelson.  The  tender  scene  which 
follows  is  interrupted  by  Miss  Johnson  (Winnie  Fowle), 
the  robust  gym  instructor.  The  discussion  continues,  only 
to  be  interrupted  by  Mr.  Vechitto,  the  tattered  junk 
dealer,  (Russell  Carter),  who  proved  to  be  a  genuinely 
humorous  addition  to  the  cast.  The  hero  of  the  play, 
Henry  Aldrich,  makes  his  first  entrance  at  this  time,  fol¬ 
lowed  in  a  fewr  moments  by  his  handsome  fluff  of  fem¬ 
ininity,  Barbara  Pearson.  Gertie  (Dot  Kelley),  the 
ticket  super-salesgirl,  attempts  to  force  on  Henry  two 
tickets  for  the  rapidly  approaching  Spring  Dance.  The 
principal,  Mr.  Bradley,  who  assumes  everyone  else’s 
responsibilities,  strides  confidently  into  his  office. 

The  actual  plot  of  the  play  begins  to  unfold  when 
M  iss  Wheeler  (Jean  Maguire),  the  school  musical  in¬ 
structor,  announces  to  Mr.  Bradley  that  the  entire  high 
school  band  has  been  stolen.  George  Bigelow  (Bill 
Cuneo),  the  class  sheik  and  Henry’s  rival,  enters  the 
office  to  discuss  some  difficulty  in  which  he  has  involved 
Henry.  The  play  progresses  rather  roughly  for  Henry, 
until  the  breaking  point  which  occurs  when  Mrs.  Aldrich 
(Ruth  Van  Horne),  comes  to  discuss  Mr.  Bradley’s 
trouble  with  Henry,  or  is  it  the  other  way  around? 


Senior  Play 

J 


Senior  Play  Committee 


During  this  time  Vechitto  has  been  waiting  for  his 
daughter,  Mary.  When  Mary  Deeter 
(Adelle  Sargent  j,  a  colored  girl,  is  ac¬ 
cidentally  summoned,  Vechitto  nearly 
suffers  a  relapse.  Thanks  to  Mr.  Fer¬ 
guson  (George  Arnold),  the  unpolished 
detective,  Henry  is  proved  innocent  of 
stealing  the  hand  instruments  and 
George  Bigelow  is  proved  guilty. 

Much  of  the  success  of  the  play  should  be  attributed 
to  the  various  committees: 


Nl 


Stage  Manager — Helen  Poland. 

Assistant  Stage  Manager — Thomas  Burbine. 

Stage  Crew — Bert  Kilgore,  Donald  Rich. 

Student  Director — Ruth  Higgins. 

Lights — Arthur  Bancroft,  Steven  Miller. 

Poster — Ruth  Amback,  Chairman;  Doris  Delong, 
David  Dow,  Mildred  Tracy,  Helen  Kimball. 

Publicity — Elizabeth  White,  Chairman;  Margaret 


Charles,  Richard  Dill,  Russell  Gunn. 

Properties — Mary  Tanner,  Chairman;  Mary  Kelly, 
Jane  Veazie,  Frannie  Redmond,  Sherman  Stone,  Craw¬ 
ford  Reed,  Dana  Alwnrd. 

Costumes  —  Barbara  Courser,  Chairman;  Nancy 
Perry,  Alice  Ellis,  Margaret  Ivers,  Berry  Arnold. 

Tickets  —  Jean  McClintock,  Chairman;  Caroline 
Foster,  Edna  Barmby,  Alice  Larrabee,  Martha  Stimpson. 

Jr.  High  Performance — Althea  Crilley,  Chairman; 
Betty  H offer,  Marilyn  Monegan. 

Ushers — Donald  Clapperton,  Chairman;  Robert 
Sansom,  Richard  Brown,  Kenneth  Bushway,  Robert 
Beaumont,  Donald  Pease,  Roger  Batchelder,  Douglas 
Williams. 

Candy — Shirley  Woodward,  Chairman;  Pat  Curtin, 
Barbara  Nielson,  Audrey  Powers,  Constance  Parry,  Lor¬ 
raine  Loughlin,  Pat  Gray. 

Program — Beryl  Cook,  Chairman;  Jean  Gleason, 
Agnes  McGrath,  Rosalie  Wistuba,  Gretehen  Weber, 
Barbara  Rich,  Natalie  Gray,  Katie  Wright. 

Bill  (George  Bigelow)  Cuneo  ’43 
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S  o  p  h  o  m  o  r  e  M  e  m  o  r  i  e  s 


Last  September  ninth,  a  worried  appearing  group 
of  boys  and  girls  arrived  at  R.  H.  S.,  fresh  from  the 
junior  high  and  a  summer  vacation.  After  being  in¬ 
structed  in  the  assembly  hall  by  Mr.  Sussmann,  as  to 
what  we  were  and  were  not  to  do,  we  were  sent  to  our 
homerooms  to  endure  the  fate  which  awaited  us  there. 

The  next  day  seemed  worse,  trying  to  find  all  those 
rooms  that  were  not  where  they  should  be.  It  wasn’t  an 
easy  task.  We  learned  from  the  teachers  all  we  must  do, 
but  the  trouble  was,  not  one  would  tell  us  his  or  her 
name. 

The  first  week  was  pretty  confusing,  but  tilings  be¬ 
gan  to  look  brighter  from  then  on.  We  held  class  elec¬ 
tions,  using  Parliamentary  Procedure,  and  emerged  with 
James  Hildreth,  for  president;  David  Rollins,  vice-pres¬ 
ident;  Sylvia  Batchelder,  secretary;  and  Eleanor  Nigro, 
as  treasurer. 

Plans  have  not  \et  been  made  for  the  annual  Sopho¬ 
more  Hop.  but  we  are  hoping  it  will  be  soon. 


We  agree  with  other  classes  that  swinging  doors 
are  a  menace  to  society;  and  how  are  we  supposed  to 
manage  them  without  dropping  all  our  books?  The  traf¬ 
fic  rules  are  no  help  either. 

Under  the  able  guidance  of  Mrs.  Burridge,  we  have 
been  pulled  out  of  most  of  the  holes.  Heading  the  class 
Honor  Roll  are  Paul  Lesure,  Kenneth  Roberts,  Barbara 
Johnson,  Eleanor  Horton,  Eleanor  Hatfield,  Martin  Lap- 
pin,  Margaret  Lyons,  and  Virginia  Morss. 

The  sophomore  class  was  well  represented  on  the 
football  and  basketball  teams  by  Ned  Bloom,  Danny 
Norwood,  Bill  Fennelly,  Robert 
Neagle,  Edwrard  Con  t  on,  and  Frank 
Leach. 

All  in  all,  we  have  really  en¬ 
joyed  our  sophomore  year,  but  may¬ 
be  we  can  have  more  authority  next 
year;  that  is,  providing  we  are  ele¬ 
vated  to  the  heights  of  juniors. 

Joan  Wilcox  ’45 


Junior  Doings 


Another  school  year  almost  finished!  That  calls  for 
a  report  of  Junior  doings  and  here  it  is! 


this  opportunity  to  say  that  we  re  extremely  proud  of 
these  three  boys. 


On  December  8,  1943  the  Juniors  held  their  first, 
rather  belated,  class  meeting.  The  purpose  of  this  as¬ 
sembly  was  to  nominate  class  officers  and  to  discuss  the 
forthcoming  Junior  Prom.  It  was  decided  that  the  for¬ 
mer  officers  and  the  nominees  for  Junior  class  officers 
would  make  up  the  committee  for  the  Prom.  At  this 
meeting  our  class  treasurer,  Carroll  Magison,  presented 
his  resignation  which  was  accepted. 

On  the  loth  of  December  our  familiar  old  assembly 
hall,  disguised  with  pine  branches  and  bogus  snow, 
rocked  to  the  music  of  Bill  Rich’s  orchestra.  Although 
the  Junior  Prom  was  no  success  financially,  socially  it 
went  over  the  top. 

During  the  year,  some  of  our  Junior  boys  left  to 
join  the  service.  We  certainly  do  miss  Bill  Bowers,  Don¬ 
ald  Spaulding,  and  Edgar  Webster.  We’d  like  to  take 


The  Juniors  assembled  again  on  the  29th  of  March. 
At  that  time,  Charles  Field  was  elected  treasurer  of  the 
Junior  class,  and  it  was  voted  that  the  previous  Sopho¬ 
more  class  officers  carry  on  until  May,  when  the  class 
of  44  will  elect  the  officers  of  their  senior  class.  To 
straighten  you  out  after  that  lengthy  discourse,  Junior 
class  officers  are:  president,  Janet  Bird;  vice-president, 
Joe  Dunn;  secretary,  Ruth 
Graupner;  and  treasurer, 

Charles  Field. 


Right  around  the  cor¬ 
ner  is  our  Senior  year  and 
although  we’re  rather  ap¬ 
prehensive  of  it,  we’ll  do 
our  best!  Am  I  right  in  say¬ 
ing  that,  class  of  ’44? 

Janet  Bird  ’44 


Basketball 


Under  the  leadership  of  our  new  coach  Walter 
Mirey,  Reading  was  able  to  have  a  fairly  successful  year, 
winning  many  games  by  large  margins  and  losing  many 
oy  single  points. 

Led  by  Donald  Ahearn,  the  team  won  seven  games 
and  lost  eight.  However,  the  scores  do  not  talk  for  them¬ 
selves. 

In  many  games  the  last  minutes  of  play  proved  fatal 
to  Reading  only  because  of  bad  luck.  (Gremlins,  no 
doubt? ) 

The  boys,  who  did  such  a  fine  job  were:  Captain 
Donald  Ahearn,  Robert  Carter,  Kevin  Desmond,  David 

Some  of  the  scores  were: 

Wakefield 

Punchard 

Stoneham 

Winchester 

Belmont 

Wakefield 

Woburn 


Do  w,  Joe  Dunn,  James  Emery,  Edward  Fitzgerald,  Joe 
Pendergast  and  Arthur  White. 

With  a  snappy  second  team  filling  in  the  senior 
positions  next  year,  we  will  have  without  doubt,  just  as 

successful  a  season  if  not 
a  better  one.  The  second 
team  this  year  showed  it 
had  what  it  takes,  for  it 
won  nine  games  and  lost 
five. 

Here’s  hoping  next 
year’s  record  will  be 
even  better. 


Russell  Carter  ’43 


Basketba I 


The  girls’  basketball  season  opened  with  the  juniors 
and  seniors  playing  against  Malden's  first  and  second 
teams.  In  the  first  team  versus  R.  H.  S.  seniors,  Reading 
was  triumphant  by  the  score  of  41-32.  The  juniors  too, 
after  a  tight  battle,  were  victorious  over  Malden  by  a 
score  of  27-25. 


In  the  second  and  last  game  of  the  season  the 
seniors,  juniors,  and  sophomores  played  the  Melrose 
teams  of  the  same  classes.  The  seniors  lost  by  the  score  of 
38-14.  The  juniors  waged  a  fight  to  the  finish,  ending  in 
a  30-30  deadlock.  In  their  only  game  of  the  year,  the 
sophomores  of  R.  H.  S.  lost  by  the  score  of  18-12. 

The  girls  participating  in  the  games  were: 


Seniors 

Juniors 

Sophomores 

Helen  Poland,  Capt. 

Margaret  O’Keefe,  Capt. 

Jeanne  Fuller,  Capt 

Althea  Crilley 

Jean  Frongillo 

Dorothy  Sullivan 

Barbara  Normine 

Jean  MacLeod 

Barbara  Folger 

Patricia  Gray 

Arlene  Surette 

Eleanor  Wallace 

\atalie  Gray 

Ruth  Batchelder 

Gladys  Carter 

Margaret  Ivers 

Gail  Packer 

Priscilla  Fancy 

Betty  Ham 

Barbara  Fieneman 

Doris  Bain 

Phyllis  Barr 

Patricia  Bradley 

Ellen  Tanner 

Caroline  Foster 

Shirley  Campbell 

Jacqueline  White 

Edna  Barmby 

Nancy  Steber 

Ruth  Barrett 

Ann  Barrett 

Marie  MacPherson 

Baseball 


Under  the  direction  of  our  new  coach,  Mr.  Mirey, 
the  baseball  practice  for  1943  started  out  with  true  en¬ 
thusiasm  and  is  showing  plenty  of  spirit  and  promise. 
We  are  very  fortunate  in  having  as  coach,  Mr.  Mirey, 
who  is  a  former  University  of  New  Hampshire  star  and 
all  round  athlete. 

A  large  squad  reported  for  practice  the  first  of  the 
year,  but  by  the  time  the  game  with  Woburn  came 
around,  there  were  only  about  twenty-seven  players  to 
maintain  the  baseball  tradition  of  Reading  in  the  Mid¬ 
dlesex  League. 

With  three  letter  men  from  last  year,  it  looks  like 
Reading  will  have  a  much  better  season,  fighting  all  the 
time  for  the  championship  of  the  league.  The  seniors 
who  are  back  from  last  year  are:  George  Fennelly  and 
Paul  Quinlan,  who  have  been  on  the  first  team  for  three 
years  in  a  row,  and  also  Francis  kiley,  who  has  had  two 
years  service  on  the  first  string. 

The  juniors  on  the  team  consist  of  Penn  Michelini, 
who  can  play  either  first  base  or  pitcher  equally  well, 
Donald  Ahearn  who  is  a  great  pitcher  and  third  base¬ 
man,  Bill  \\  arren  the  only  man  who  can  fill  the  shoes  id 
George  Fennelly  as  catcher,  and  that  great  spirited 


player,  Joe  Dunn,  who  although  he  is  smaller  than  any 
of  the  other  members  of  the  squad,  is  always  trying  and 
thereby  offers  a  good  example  for  our  older  and  bigger 
players. 

Other  players  who  show  signs  of  promise  are:  Bob 
Neagle,  Frankie  Leach,  David  Dow,  Milton  Tompkins, 
Teddy  Theodorou  and  Richard  Brown. 

If  the  boys  continue  their  good  work  and  co-opera¬ 
tion,  we  will  without  doubt  merit  the  championship 
award. 

The  schedule  is  as  follows: 

April  23- — Reading  at  Woburn 

28 — Winchester  at  Reading 
30 — Reading  at  Concord 
May  5 — Lexington  at  Reading 
7— Belmont  at  Reading 
12 — Reading  at  Stoneham 
14 — Reading  at  Winchester 
18 — Concord  at  Reading 
21 — Reading  at  Lexington 
26 — Reading  at  Belmont 
June  1 — Stoneham  at  Reading 
4 — Woburn  at  Reading 
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The  Cross  Country  team  had  a  more  active  season 
this  year  than  any  previous  one.  It  included  seven  races 
and  three  meets.  Captain  Roger  Wheeler  and  Richard 
Marston  were  the  only  returning  veterans;  hut  other  let- 
lermen  included '  Barry  Arnold,  Francis  St.  Hilaire, 
James  Hildreth,  David  Rollins,  and  Preston  Crowell. 
Alternates  were  Thomas  Thornton,  Robert  Batchelder, 
Richard  Evans,  Calvin  Penny  and  Donald  MacLeod.  The 
first  race  was  on  Oct.  1  at  Everett  Trade  School  where 
Captain  Wheeler  finished  second,  Marston  seventh,  and 
St.  Hilaire  eighth.  The  next  race  was  with  Melrose  Oct. 
9,  where  Richard  Marston  was  fourth  and  Wheeler  was 
eighth.  Barry  Arnold  finished  tenth.  We  also  dropped 
this  one  18-51.  I  he  next  four  races  at  Melrose,  Everett, 
Woburn  and  Woburn  were  all  unfavorable  at  the  finish 
line  for  Reading’s  harriers  due  to  a  lack  of  reserves.  We 
finally  came  to  the  Greater  Boston  meet  which  we  had 
been  waiting  for  and  ended  up  tied  third  with  Concord, 
behind  Everett  and  Saugus.  Revere  was  our  next  race, 
Nov.  b  and  since  we  had  beat  them  in  the  Greater  Bos¬ 


ton  meet,  we  won  again!  Roger  Wheeler  was  1st,  Mars¬ 
ton  2nd,  St.  Hilaire  6th,  Arnold  7th,  and  Rollins  12th. 
On  Nov.  7th,  we  went  to  the  Boston  University  State 
meet  and  finished  ninth  as  a  team.  Captain  Wheeler  fin¬ 
ished  seventh  out  of  eighty  runners  and  received  a  medal. 
Marston,  Arnold,  and  Hildreth  were  the  next  Reading 
runners  to  finish.  Our  last  race  was  the  North  Shore 
Championship  on  Nov.  11.  We  finished  fourth  out  of  six 
teams.  Wheeler  and  Marston 
placed  third  and  fifth  respec¬ 
tively  and  both  received  med¬ 
als.  The  team  appreciates  the 
time  and  services  which  our 
coach,  Mr.  Taylor,  and  Man¬ 
ager  Alan  Hodges  gave  to  us 
this  season  and  we  look  for¬ 
ward  to  next  year  with  better 
hopes. 


Barr\  Arnold  ’13 


Football 


For  the  third  year  the  Reading  football  team  started 
the  season  with  a  new  coach.  Coach  Mirey  came  to  us 
from  the  University  of  New  Hampshire  where  he  had  a 
marvelous  record.  He  was  captain  of  the  football  team, 
one  of  the  two  freshmen  on  the  skiing  team  and  also 
President  of  his  class  and  his  fraternity. 

Our  first  game  was  lost  to  Swampscott,  but  the  team 
was  inexperienced.  Under  Coach  Mirey ’s  supervision 
and  practice,  Reading  came  hack  to  tie  Johnson  High. 
In  this  game  a  different  formation  was  introduced  and 
the  hoys  did  remarkably  well.  They  were  into  Johnson 
territory  many  times,  and  because  of  a  few  errors  Read¬ 
ing  was  stopped  from  scoring.  After  this  game,  the  play¬ 
ers'  morale  was  high,  and  Reading  went  through  Ipswich 
13  to  7.  Although  Reading  lost  to  Punchard  the  next 
game,  the)  rolled  over  a  favored  Danvers  eleven.  One 
of  the  new  discoveries  of  the  season  was  Francis  Kiley, 
who  played  guard  during  the  Danvers  game.  This  was 
the  first  time  he  played  this  position.  Reading  continued 
the  march  and  defeated  Chelmsford. 

In  the  next  game,  Reading  faced  an  undefeated 
team;  and  although  the)  fought  hard,  the)  lost  to  W  in¬ 


chester  27  to  0.  After  this  defeat  the  boys  were  in  a  low 
ebb  and  were  defeated  again  by  Lexington.  They  suc¬ 
ceeded  in  getting  a  touchdown  the  last  quarter.  Inciden¬ 
tally,  during  this  game  a  new  play,  the  “Twomey” 
special  was  introduced  with  some  success. 

Then  came  the  opponent  every  Reading  fan  was 
waiting  for — W  akefield.  The  clouds  were  dark,  the  air 
freezing,  and  the  ground  hard,  but  the  team  came 
through  with  flying  colors.  Everyone  played  well,  and 
the  blocking  was  the  best  of  the  season.  We  were  lead¬ 
ing  until  the  end  of  the  game  when  one  of  our  passes 
was  intercepted  and  Wakefield  went  into  the  lead.  Al¬ 
though  the  game  was  lost,  we  won  everything  but  the 
game  and  the  referee.  John  Sullivan  and  “’Bush”  Ahearn 
were  outstanding  with  a  new'  T  formation  pass — ‘‘Bush” 
passing  and  “Sully”  catching. 

After  this  came  the  annual  Thanksgiving  game  with 
Stoneham.  According  to  some  of  the  Boston  sports 
writers,  Stoneham  was  scheduled  to  roll  over  Coach 
Mirey ’s  eleven.  But  all  the  plays  clicked,  and  Reading 
was  far  superior  to  Stoneham  doing  the  exact  opposite 
of  what  was  predicted.  “MufTy”  I  onipkins  blocked  three 


kicks  and  “Bush'’  Ahearn’s  passes  worked  wonders.  Joe 
Pendergast,  George  Fennel ly,  and  “Manny"  Perry  also 
did  their  share  with  excellent  cooperation  from  the  line. 

When  our  first  touchdown  was  scored  the  Reading 
fans,  and  players  were  overjoyed,  and  everyone  was  in 
a  happy  mood.  Stoneham  tried  one  last  desperate  attempt 
to  tie  the  game,  but  they  were  plowed  under,  by  the 
charging  Heading  eleven.  Following  the  game  “Manny" 
Perry  and  “Bill”  Warren  were  elected  co-captains  of 
next  year’s  team. 

After  the  successful  season,  the  team  was  honored 
by  a  banquet.  One  of  the  line  coaches  from  B.  C.,  Harry 
Marr,  was  a  guest,  also  Eddie  Pidgeon,  coach  at  Med¬ 
ford.  The  highlight  of  the  evening  came,  when  Coach 
Mirey  presented  the  sweaters  to  the  team. 

The  following  received  sweaters,  George  Fennelly 
and  “Mike”  Toomey,  co-captains,  Francis  Kiley,  Joe 
Pendergast,  Dick  Webster,  John  Sullivan,  Donald  Clap- 


perton,  Bill  Hole,  Paul  Geary,  Bill  Lander,  Manny 
Perry,  Bill  Warren,  Muffy  Tompkins,  Joe  Dunn,  Bush 
Ahearn.  Penn  Michelini.  Frank  Leach,  and  Danny  Nor¬ 
wood. 

The  two  capable  managers,  Hocco  Mathieson,  and 
Frank  Brennan  also  received  sweaters  for  their  mem¬ 
bership  on  the  1942  team.  The  following  is  a  summary 
of  the  games: 


Reading 

0 

Swainpscott 

25 

11 

0 

Johnson 

0 

11 

12 

Ipswich 

7 

11 

0 

Punchard 

15 

11 

19 

Danvers 

0 

11 

12 

Chelmsford 

6 

11 

0 

Winchester 

27 

11 

7  . 

Lexington 

19 

11 

2 

Wakefield 

6 

11 

13 

Stoneham 

7 
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Hockey  Team 

J 


i  his  year  Miss  Nichols  was  unfortunate  in  having 
lew  girls  turn  out  for  hockey,  so  some  of  the  girls  played 
on  both  teams. 

The  teams  were  made  up  of  three  sophomores:  Ar¬ 
lene  Henry,  Jeanne  Fuller,  and  Priscilla  Fancy  (all  of 
whom  played  exceptionally  well  for  sophomores); 
juniors:  jean  MacLeod,  Alice  Wheeler,  Arlene  Surrette, 
who  played  a  smashing  game  in  the  line,  backed  by  Phyl¬ 
lis  Lindquist,  Marie  MacPherson,  Pat  Bradley,  Gloria 
Lake,  and  Barbara  Fieneman.  (Fienie’s  good  goal  tend¬ 
ing  was  a  sight  to  behold)  and  seniors:  Betty  Holier,  Pat 
Curtin,  Barbara  Normine,  Gertrude  Doucette,  Althea 
Crilley,  Adelle  Sargent,  Marilyn  Monegan  (who  was  al- 
ivajs  theie  to  stop  the  ball)  Caroline  Foster  (who  did  a 
grand  job  as  goalie),  Anne  Barrett  (who  always  fought 
with  the  good  old  Heading  spirit)  and  Co-captains  Helen 
Poland  and  Edna  Barmby. 

I  lie  teams  played  two  home  games  and  one  out-of- 

town. 


In  the  opening  game  of  the  season,  the  first  team 
was  defeated  4-0  by  the  highly  spirited  and  superior 
Swampscott  team,  the  second  team  was  hardly  more  suc¬ 
cessful  for,  after  a  hard  fight,  Heading  lost  2-0. 

Our  second  game  was  played  on  the  home  field 
where  a  powerful  fighting  Stoneham  team  defeated  us  by 
a  small  score.  The  second  team  fought  hard,  but  lost  by 
one  goal. 

In  the  last  game  we  travelled  to  Melrose  with  high 
hopes,  even  though  Melrose  has  never  been  defeated.  It 
was  therefore  a  moral  victory  when  Lady  Luck  was 
against  us,  for  Mel  rose  beat  the  first  team  3-0.  The  sec¬ 
ond  team  fought  tooth  and  nail  and  the  final  score 
showed  a  tie  0-0. 

At  the  end  of  the  season  the  lioekev  squad  expressed 
its  appreciation  to  the  coach.  Miss  Nichols,  for  all  she 
had  done,  by  giving  her  a  present.  We  hope  you  will 
have  better  luck  next  year,  Miss  Nichols. 

Edna  Barmby 
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A  Capella  Choir 

I  *PT  | 


A  direct  steal  from  “Strolling  Through  the  Park 
One  Day”: 

While  strolling  through  our  school  one  day 
In  the  merry,  merry  month  of  May, 

If  you  hear  a  lot  of  noise — it’s  just  the  girls  and  boys 
Of  Mr.  Peck’s  A  Capella  Choir. 

Because  a  well  trained  choir  of  forty-three  voices 
just  can’t  he  neglected,  here’s  a  report  of  their  activities 
of  this  school  year. 

The  A  Capella  Choir,  directed  by  Mr.  Peck  and  ac¬ 
companied  by  Jean  Eisenhaure,  Marilyn  Shapiro,  and 
Priscilla  Fancy,  has  accomplished  much  this  year.  Four 
regular  assemblies  at  the  Reading  High  School,  the 
musical  background  for  two  radio  plays,  a  program  at 
the  Junior  High  School,  a  concert  at  the  Rotary  Club 
and  the  Reading  Grange,  and  an  entertainment  for 


the  North  Reading  Parent- 
Teacher  Association  com¬ 
prised  the  list  of  achieve¬ 
ments  for  the  year  1942-43. 

Best  remembered  are  the 
wild  bus  rides  to  and  from 
North  Reading  on  the  night 
of  March  10th,  the  refresh¬ 
ments  at  the  Rotary  Club 
concert,  and  the  speeches  at 
the  Grange. 

Janet  Bird  ’44 
Connie  Chesley  ’44 


I  ,eaders 
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R-E-A-D-I-N-G  Yeah!  How  many  times  have  you 
heard  this  chant  coming  from  the  football  field?  If  you 
followed  the  sound,  this  is  what  you  would  find  —  a 
squad  composed  of  eight  peppy  cheerleaders,  bedecked 
in  their  colorful  uniforms,  hacked  up  by  the  vigorous 
and  spontaneous  shoutings  from  the  R.  H.  S.  bleachers. 
Resides  being  actively  present  at  the  football  games,  our 
season  consisted  of  sponsoring  victory  dances,  rallies, 


and  practices.  We  real¬ 
ly  enjoyed  a  success¬ 
ful  season,  so  catch 
our  megaphones,  junior 
cheerleaders,  and  carry 
on  where  we  left  off! 

Hetty  Ham  ’43 


Traffic  Squad 


Under  the  supervision  of  our  competent  director, 
Mr.  Fitzgerald,  the  traffic  force  achieved  a  highly  suc¬ 
cessful  year. 

Our  traffic  squad  was  organized  shortly  after  the 
April  vacation  of  last  year  and  remained  on  duly  until 
relieved  by  the  newly  selected  Junior  force. 

During  the  year,  eight  meetings  were  held,  air  raid 
drills  successfully  conducted  in  a  quiet  orderly  manner, 
and  for  the  third  successive  year,  the  rotary  traffic  sys¬ 
tem  operated  favorably. 

Mr.  Fitzgerald  extends  his  appreciation  to  the  mem¬ 
bers  of  the  squad  for  their  efficient  performance  during 
the  year. 


Following  are  the  members  of  the  squad: 


First  Floor: 

Otis  Anderson 
Arthur  Bancroft 
Roger  Batchelder 
Lawrence  Doucette 


Second  Floor: 

Kenneth  Bushway 
Russell  Carter 
Wesley  Dewhurst 
Sherman  Knight 
Richard  Marston 


Glenn  Hudson 

Bill  Hole 

John  Lehne 

Donald  Pease,  Captain 

Sherman  Stone 


Norman  Martin 
Steven  Miller,  Captain 
Roger  Wheeler,  Captain 
Crawford  Reed 
Robert  Sansom,  Captain 
John  Sullivan 


Third  Floor: 

Bert  Howe  Robert  Webb  William  liver 
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E\ery  Monday  the  Red  Cross  room  of  the  Center 
School  has  been  the  scene  of  a  bustle  of  activity,  for 
approximately  fifteen  of  our  high  school  girls  spend  the 
afternoon  hours  rolling  bandages  under  the  supervision 
of  Mrs.  Frederick  Boyers  and  Mrs.  Agnes  Gillis.  The 
group  was  first  organized  on  January  25,  and  the  girls 


ha\e  become  more  and  more  adept,  with  each  meeting, 
in  the  art  of  bandage-rolling.  We  should  all  be  proud  of 
these  girls  who  are  doing  such  a  fine  job  and  attempt 
next  year  to  increase  their  number. 

Winnifred  Fowle  ’43 
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Student  Council 


The  Student  Council  of  Reading  High  held  its  first 
meeting  the  fifteenth  of  October  with  Mr.  Pitkin  as  the 
new  faculty  adviser.  Donald  Clapperton  was  elected 
president  of  the  Council  and  Dorothy  Libbey  the  capable 
secretary. 

Throughout  the  year  the  Council  has  attempted  to 
aid  the  war  effort  in  the  school  by  sponsoring  many  ac¬ 
tivities. 

Plans  for  a  Victory  Corps  were  discussed  in  the 
Council  in  February  and  presented  to  the  homerooms 
for  approval.  The  majority  of  the  students  favored  the 
initiation  of  a  Victory  Corps.  Applications  for  the  Corps 
are  now  being  received. 


The  Council  also  sponsored  a  War  Bond  and  Stamp 
Drive  which  began  the  last  of  March  and  closed  this 
Friday  before  the  April  vacation.  The  goal  of  nine  hun¬ 
dred  dollars  for  a  jeep  was  realized  within  the  first  three 
weeks  of  the  drive. 

The  Constitution  Committee  drew  up  and  drafted 
a  constitution  for  the  Student  Council.  The  proposed 
constitution  was  presented 
to  the  council  and  to  the 
various  classes  to  he  ap¬ 
proved  by  them.  The  con¬ 
stitution,  which  is  finally 
accepted  by  the  school  will 
be  put  into  efTect  next  fall. 

Jean  Gleason  ’43 


Tri-Hi 


The  Tri-Hi  Club  began  its  formal  activities  on  Oc¬ 
tober  15,  1942  with  Jean  Maguire  as  president,  Janet 
Bird  as  vice-president,  Helen  Poland  as  secretary,  Pat 
Gray  as  treasurer,  and  Bette  Ham  as  chaplain. 

Tri-Hi  decided  to  help  in  the  war  effort  by  rolling 
bandages  at  the  Red  Cross  Center  and  by  buying  a  war 
bond  which  is  to  be  added  to  our  scholarship  fund.  Tri- 
Hi  also  sent  both  Paul  Fitzgerald  and  Lena  Puzick  sun¬ 
shine  baskets. 

Tri-Hi  was  very  fortunate  in  having  at  a  meeting, 
Mr.  Eugene  Ben\as,  swing  editor  of  the  Harvard  Crim¬ 


son,  who  played  several  swing  records — and  explained 
how  to  listen  to  music. 

For  the  remainder  of  the  year, 

Tri-Hi  has  planned  to  include  in  its 
program  a  lecture  by  Mr.  A.  Imrie 
Dixon  and  an  assembly  for  the  girls 
of  the  school,  when  Mrs.  Mary  Carr 
Baker  will  speak  on  ‘'Poise,  Pep, 
and  Personality.”  A  banquet  will 
end  our  year  of  fun  and  activity. 

Helen  Poland  ’43 
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War  Bonds  and  Stamps 


Reading  High  has  been  contributing  to  the  War 
Effort  this  year  in  several  ways.  One  of  the  biggest  is 
the  sale  of  war  stamps  and  bonds.  Every  day  during 
lunch  and  home  room  periods,  the  colorful  booth  on 
the  first  floor  opens  for  business  for  Uncle  Sam. 

Pearl  Harbor  Day  was  a  highlight  in  the  campaign 
for  on  that  day,  the  students  cleaned  their  jeans  of 
$212.85. 

Perhaps  the  biggest  attraction  during  the  year  was 
the  “Jeep  Drive,”  carried  on  from  March  17  to  April  21. 
The  goal  in  the  drive  was  to  sell  $900  worth  of  stamps, 
thereby  to  purchase  a  jeep  for  the  armed  services. 

On  April  first,  the  Stamp  Committee  announced 
that  R.  H.  S.  had  gone  over  the  top.  They  decided  unan¬ 
imously  to  continue  the  drive  until  the  original  dead¬ 
line.  When  April  twenty-first  came,  the  total  amount 
sold  was  over  $1500.  W  e  re  sure  the  Army  appreciated 
the  jeep  and  two-thirds  provided  by  Reading  High.  Our 
sales  for  the  \ear  exceeded  $3000. 


Stamp  Salesmen  who  spent  a  lunch  period  a  week 
at  the  booth  were:  E.  Carroll  Magison,  Louise  Davis, 
Charles  Field,  Jean  MacLeod,  Frieda  Murray,  Donald 
Pease,  Ken  Bushway,  Don  Clapperton,  Joan  Davis,  and 
Caroline  Foster. 

Jimmy  Baker  and  Richard  Dill  spent  many  an 
eighth  period  traveling  between  the  school  and  the  Post 
Office  purchasing  stamps.  Dot  Delong  and  other  art 
students  contributed  many  decorative  posters,  which  did 
their  hit  in  promoting  sales.  Don  Rich  and  Tom  Bur- 
bine  gave  the  booth  an  attractive  re-paint  job. 

Mr.  Halpin  has  been  our  adviser  and  has  had  many 
a  headache  because  of  our  bookkeeping. 

To  him,  and  to  these  salesmen,  artists,  and  messen¬ 
gers,  we  are  extremely  grateful. 

Jean  Maguire  ’43 
Elizabeth  White  ’43 


ALUMNI  NEWS 


THE  FATE  OF  FORTY-TWO 

Of  the  one  hundred  seventy-seven  graduates  of  the 
Class  of  1942,  approximately  two  dozen  of  the  boys  are 
still  wearing  civilian  apparel.  Our  illustrious  class  is 
well  represented  in  all  parts  of  the  world.  The  girls 
also  are  holding  their  own  in  varied  careers. 

Our  versatile  president,  Ralph  Herrick,  after  a 
triumphant  semester  at  Fitchburg  State  Teachers'  Col¬ 
lege,  joined  the  Naval  Air  Cadets  at  Amherst  College. 
Other  Naval  Air  Cadets  are  Eddie  Mclntire,  and  Howard 
“Shorty”  Bates.  This  is  by  no  means  the  extent  of  the 
boys  in  blue.  “Whipper”  Marchetti  is  putting  the  knowl¬ 
edge  of  paint  and  brush  which  he  gained  in  Mr.  Kib- 
bee’s  work  shop  to  practical  usage  by  diligently  camou¬ 
flaging  Uncle  Sam’s  destroyers  as  a  member  of  the  U.  S. 
Navy.  Others  who  have  found  their  sea  legs  include 
Francis  “Drake”  Aglio,  Clifford  Toussaint,  Thornton 
Struss,  “Butch  Sletterink,  Harry  Irons,  John  Hegarty, 
Robert  Frotten,  Arthur  Foster,  Richard  White,  and 
Charlie  Carroll.  North  Reading  also  boasts  of  Bill  Con- 
ron  and  Bob  Crosby  as  sailors. 

Our  industrious  valedictorian  Marguerite  still  pur¬ 
sues  the  road  to  an  “abundant  life”  by  Bible  study  at 
school.  The  sophistocate  of  the  senior  play,  Winnie,  as 
Mrs.  Wheeler,  is  laboriously  studying  at  Swarthmore 
after  a  successful  tour  of  the  summer  circuit  as  “Queenie 
la  Flamme.”  Joyce  Pollitz  is  exploring  new  fields  at 
Westbrook  Jr.  College.  At  Jackson,  we  find  Barb  Davis, 
a  veteran  of  Pioneer  days,  following  a  wicked  course 
but  managing  to  take  an  active  part  in  the  social  func¬ 
tions  at  Tufts.  Libby  Burpee  and  John  Crooker,  our 
class  couple,  have  fulfilled  our  prophecy  by  announc¬ 
ing  their  engagement  to  be  married.  We  hear  occasion¬ 
ally  that  Libby  abandons  her  studies  at  Lasalle  Jr.  Col¬ 
lege  to  visit  the  Marine  in  her  life  at  Philadelphia. 

Marshall  Davis,  star  of  our  senior  play,  doffed  his 
World  War  1  khakis  of  “Clarence”  and  donned  those 
of  a  doughboy  in  World  War  II.  Football  playing  Joe 
Anderson  now  carries  the  ball  for  Uncle  Sam  along  with 
Robert  Anderson,  George  Black,  Charles  Collins,  Wil¬ 
liam  Hudson,  Paul  Johnston,  Donald  Wilmont,  and  Ed¬ 
die  Noonan. 

White-collar  girls  who  ride  the  “B.  &  M.  Commut¬ 
ers'  Special  include  Pat  Lane,  Kay  Maling,  who  re¬ 
cently  became  an  efficient  secretary  at  Katie  Gibbs,  de¬ 
mure  Flo  Pierce,  and  heartbreakers  Nat  Pestana,  Phyl¬ 
lis  Gorml  ie,  and  Lorraine  Fox.  Some  of  our  commuters 
who  cannot  suppress  their  lust  for  more  knowledge  and 
seek  more  “lamin'  at  night  school  are  Margie  Webster, 
Luc\  Gonnam,  and  Phyllis  Springford. 


The  Richards,  Beaumont  and  Brooks  have  merged 
in  business  with  their  respective  fathers.  David  Crane  may 
be  seen  driving  an  oil  truck.  At  the  navy  yard  are  Kelly 
Arsenault,  and  Waller  Gallant;  also  in  defense  plants 
are  John  Griffin,  Lennie  Rose,  Tom  Hubbard,  Bob  Mer¬ 
rill  and  Martin  Shapiro  at  G.  E. 

President  of  the  track  layers  of  the  Boston  and 
Maine  Railroad  is  Charles  Spear,  Esq.  Little  Bolic 
Schultz  is  fulfilling  a  mighty  job  supplying  the  nation 
with  food.  Yes,  he’s  a  farmer. 

The  gracious  receptionist  at  Doc  Anderson’s  is  red¬ 
head  Louise  Sias.  The  cosmopolite,  Connie  Ham,  is  re¬ 
cuperating  at  home,  after  a  few  strenuous  months  em¬ 
ployed  in  the  city. 

The  Florence  Nightingales  of  our  clan  are  the  un¬ 
forgettable  brat  Cora,  Betty  Campbell,  Mary  McNeil, 
and  Marion  Langiell.  Dorothy  Arnold  has  recently 
been  promoted  from  Torre’s  ice  cream  to  Howard  John¬ 
son’s  wieners. 

Seen  dashing  for  the  7:40  each  morning  are  Claire 
Johnson,  Mary  Higgins,  Statia  Hoffer,  Barbara  Merritt, 
and  Ev.  Greenleaf. 

That  jovial  lad,  Walter  Schofield,  joined  the  ranks 
of  the  fighting  Marines  along  with  robust  athletes  Rudy 
DeRosa  and  Co-captain,  Joe  Merrill. 

Those  with  the  ski  troops  among  the  snow-capped 
mountains  at  Camp  Hale  are  Bob  Bingham,  Steve  Callan, 
Herb  Sherman  and  Warren  Martin. 

Barbara  Bailey  is  fast  becoming  a  piano  virtuoso 
at  B.  U.  Joan  Caesar,  Dorothy  Doherty,  Jennie  Gromyko, 
Gloria  King,  and  Jean  Stimpson  are  out  in  the  business 
world. 

Some  day,  perchance,  Emily  Hanley  or  Dot  Fiene- 
man  may  be  seen  at  R.  H.  S.,  for  they  are  studying  the 
fundamentals  of  pedagogy. 

Hats  off  to  the  Merchant  Marine!  Walter  Stark  and 
Wesley  Ryan ! 

When  passing  through  Hanover  don’t  neglect  to 
give  “Bizzer”  Bowser  a  buzz  at  Dartmouth.  Scientific 
genius,  David  Littlefield,  is  amazing  the  professors  at 
B.  U. 

Is  there  something  wrong  with  your  radio?  Call 
Wallace  Bailey  of  the  Massachusetts  Radio  School. 

Who  knows,  in  the  future  we  may  open  the  cover 
of  Vogue  and  see  that  the  efforts  of  Barbara  Glover  and 
Teel  have  reaped  success.  In  the  future  Miss  Teel  may 
be  known  as  Mrs.  Dick  Dacey,  for  on  her  third  finger, 
left  hand  may  be  seen  a  75  karet  rock. 


In  Jordan's,  at  the  fragrant-soap  counter,  behind  the 
stacks  of  multi-colored  Kleenex  may  be  seen  the  titian- 
haired  Martha  Spaulding,  who  plans  next  year  to  attend 
Madam  Plotski  s  School  of  Modern  Dance. 

“Semper  Paratus"  is  their  theme — Walter  Carder, 
Harold  Holmes,  Roy  Sherrod,  and  Russell  Ralston. 

Andy  Moores  complains  of  a  dearth  of  women  at 
Hebron  Academy.  You  may  still  see  Don  Baisley’s  green 
coupe  traversing  the  streets  of  Reading,  but  it’s  only 
when  he’s  on  vacation  from  Lawrence  Academy.  Roland 
Dewhurst  is  at  Tufts,  while  Bruce  Putnam  after  a  year 
in  a  glamorous  cavalry  uniform  at  Norwich  is  awaiting 
call  from  the  Naval  Air  Corps. 

Seen  around  the  Mass.  State  Campus  in  pursuit  of 
the  co-eds  is  A1  Gianascol.  When  they  get  out  of  hand 
he  calls  on  his  neighbors  at  Amherst,  the  naval  reservists, 
garrulous  Kenneth  Brown  and  statistician,  Robert  F. 
Perry  Jr. 

“Nothing  can  stop  the  Army  Air  Corps"  when  men 
like  these  are  in  its  ranks:  Joseph  Collins,  Hal  Rogers, 
Russell  Coombs,  who  has  been  forced  to  surrender  his 
curls  for  a  G.  I.  hair  cut,  Lawrence  Shaw,  Ralph  Gibson, 
Mike  Stephanian,  Thomas  Ratchford,  and  Stan  Hryonow- 
sky,  who  has  abandoned  his  tweeds  for  the  regulation 
khakis. 

At  New'  Hampshire  State,  the  Misses  Alice  Robin¬ 
son,  and  Elinor  Abbott  are  majoring  in  social  life,  but 
are  intellectually  over-shadowed  by  Laura  Hamm. 

Gloria  Shane  is  enamored  of  a  Grecian  god  and  is 
neglecting  her  studies  at  Wellesley.  “Shifty"  Schaeffer, 
also  of  Wellesley,  is  enthralled  with  an  ex- Duke  glamour 
boy. 

Others  in  the  business  world  are  “Whistling”  Willy, 
Marcia  Wentworth,  Betty  Walker,  Katherine  White,  Jean 
Sullivan,  Alma  Towle,  Gertrude  Thieme,  Priscilla  Proc¬ 
tor,  Loretta  Levasseur,  Natalie  Cutcliffe,  Natalie  Coker, 
and  Betty  Boyd. 

At  Burdett  are  Elsie  Lindquist,  friend  of  the  con¬ 
ductors  and  brakemen,  and  Robert  Saunders.  “Vicky" 
Arsenault  is  becoming  a  secretarial  wizard  at  Bryant 
and  Stratton,  Marcella  Hayes  is  at  Fay,  and  Beverly 
\\  inn  is  building  muscles  at  Bouve. 

At  the  Fisher  Business  College  are  Priscilla  *'Thres” 
Davis,  running  off  with  all  top  awards.  Helen  Batehelder, 
and  the  editors  of  this  article. 


Although  she  is  at  present  one  of  the  daily  com¬ 
muters,  Miss  Dorothy  Anne  Beasley,  is  contemplating 
an  early  marriage  to  an  English  count.  Blenheim  Castle, 
her  future  residence,  will  be  open  from  three  to  five  on 
Wednesdays  for  the  class  of  ’42,  if  you  can  raise  the 
carfare  to  England. 

Far  from  Reading  at  Oberlin  in  Ohio  is  Hattie 
Camp.  Now  an  engaged  woman,  Beverly  Buckley  car¬ 
ries  on  at  B.  Li.  in  spite  of  loneliness. 

Learning  the  fine  art  of  serving  tea,  we  find  Jeen 
Dodge,  one  of  the  gracious  hostesses  of  Katherine  Gibbs. 
Bette  Ellis  now'  holds  the  honored  position  of  private 
secretary  to  some  captain  of  industry.  Frances  Wheeler 
is  carrying  on  nobly  at  Bates,  and  Nancy  Holcomb  at 
Cornell. 

Bev  Pitman  and  Henry  Jacques  are  the  only  two 
old  faithfuls  who  are  bringing  back  precious  memories 
of  the  class  of  1942  to  the  R.  H.  S.  faculty. 

Among  the  sombreros  is  Siegfried  Pfeiffer  attend¬ 
ing  a  college  in  New  Mexico.  Behind  the  counters  oi 
the  A  &  P  Super  Market  is  Don  Plouff,  always  ready 
and  willing  to  serve  one.  Also  working  in  the  old  home 
town,  we  find  Viola  Stewart.  William  Zitzow  is  at  the 
Reading  Post  Office  and  Bob  Laetsch  is  in  the  shoe  busi¬ 
ness.  With  a  cook  book  in  one  hand  and  ten  points  in 
the  other,  Virginia  Ward  is  our  only  co-ed  to  reach  the 
heights  of  matrimony. 

John  Mentus  is  now  employed  at  the  B.  B.  Chem¬ 
ical  Company.  Kenny  Sawyer  is  in  the  banking  business. 
Wilbur  Doucette  is  employed  in  Wakefield.  The  incom¬ 
parable  Della,  Mary  Puzick,  of  senior  play  fame  is  also 
employed  in  Wakefield. 

So  here’s  to  the  Class  of  ’42 
For  all  mistakes,  please  do  not  sue. 

The  hour  is  late;  t is  half-past  twelve, 

We  must  no  more  into  history  delve. 

Nancy  White  ’42 
Beatrice  Ruder  man  n  42 
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R.  H.  S.  HIT  PARADE 


Constantly 

There  are  Such  Things 

Never  a  Day  Goes  By 

Strictly  Instrumental 

Tve  Heard  that  Song  Before 

l  Don't  Want  to  Set  the  World  on  Fire 

I’d  Do  It  Again 

Fin  Getting  Tired  So  1  Can  Sleep 

J ingle,  Jangle,  Jingle 

Don't  Get  Around  Much  Any  More 

My  Prayer 

This  is  the  Army 

I  Had  the  Craziest  Dream 

All  the  Things  You  Are 

It's  the  Same  Old  Story 

It  Can't  Be  Wrong 

“Keeper  of  the  Flame" 

It  Started  All  Over  Again 
Thanks  for  the  Dream 
For  the  Rest  of  My  Life 
Three  Dreams 
Out  of  This  World 
The  Batul  Played  On 
Just  Like  the  Sunshine 
Well,  What  Do  You  Know? 

Was  It  My  Imagination? 

Shadow  of  a  Doubt 
I  W ake  U p  Dreaming 
In  All  This  World 


Homework 

A’s  in  English 

10:35  Broadcast 

R.  H.  S.  Band 

Deficiencies 

Boys’  Lunch  Period 

Glenn  Hodson  (Senior  play) 

Homeroom  Period 

Mr.  Pitkin 

The  Girls 

June  9 

8th  Period  Calisthenics 

No  Finals 

Our  Teachers 

Report  Cards 

Detention  List 

Janitors 

Sept.  8th 

No  School  Bells 

No  Homework  for  Uncle  Sam 

June,  July  and  August 

Room  A 

8th  Period  Assemblies 
Pop’s  Smile 
Final  Exams 

List  of  Graduates  of  1943 
8:16 

Recitation  Time 
No  Other  R.  H.  S. 
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P  0  E  T  R  Y 


BURNING  OVER  THE  VICTORY  GARDEN 

We  fired  the  field  again  today. 

We  do  it  every  spring. 

Our  neighbors  come — all  toting  pails, 

And  every  other  thing. 

It  started  with  a  tiny  flame 

Then  grew,  and  spread,  and  wound; 

And  sputtered,  guttered  down  a  bit 
Just  leaving  blackened  ground. 

The  little  kids  got  in  the  way 
And  wildly  ran  about. 

While  others  smoky  vigil  kept 
With  many  a  hearty  shout. 

I  love  to  smell  the  pungent  smoke, 

To  hear  the  snapping  sound. 

To  top  it  all — my  father  says 
It  makes  good  garden  ground. 

Janet  Bird  44 


1943  BLUES 

The  man  power  shortage  is  now  quite  acute; 

Our  pangs  for  revenge  are  at  present  astute. 

Our  friends  and  our  brothers  have  answered  the  call, 
And  we  are  left  far  from  the  scene  of  the  brawl. 

The  quickest  revenge  we  are  told  is  to  buy 

Some  War  Stamps  and  Bonds  so  our  pilots  can  fly — 

The  signs  of  our  ire  to  be  dealt  in  swift  blows. 

To  Hitler  and  Goebels  we  blame  all  our  woes. 

So  we  are  now  scouring  the  country  for  scrap 
In  hopes  that  our  efforts  may  bring  down  a  Jap, 

And  thus  help  to  end  this  most  terrible  strife 
And  bring  back  to  us  some  newr  light  to  our  life. 

Shirley  Woodward  ’43 


TOM’S  BOMB 

There  was  an  inventor  named  Tom, 

Who  tried  to  invent  a  time  bomb. 

When  at  last  he  thought  he  was  done, 

He  found  he  had  only  begun. 

He  tried  as  hard  as  he  could, 

But  it  never  worked  as  it  should. 

After  six  long  years  without  rest, 

He  thought  he  had  made  the  best, 

When  the  time  came  to  try  it  out 
He  lingered  too  long  in  doubt. 

When  they  came  to  hunt  for  old  Tom, 

They  found  he’d  gone  up  with  his  bomb! 

James  Robinson  ’43 


LOVE  AND  RATIONING 

Of  my  lover  now  I  write 

On  me  he  calls  most  every  night. 

He  brings  his  coffee  ration  card 
He  sometimes  brings  a  pound  of  lard. 

His  awful  face  1  can  o’erlook 
When  he  brings  me  his  sugar  hook. 

To  him  I'm  almost  never  mean 
For  I’ve  my  eye  on  stamp  seventeen! 

A  ride  with  him  I  never  pass — 

He’s  got  lots  of  auto  gas. 

Another  reason  I’m  his  “goil” 

He’s  got  lots  of  furnace  oil. 

And  to  heights  unknown  I’ve  soared, 

’Cause  his  father’s  on  the  rationing  board. 

Ruth  Graupner  1 1 


How  Ken  We  Ever  4 -Get 


Thee  jamm  seshions  inn  thee  muzick  rm.  dooring  r 
lunch  periods. 

Thee  lowd  speekin  sistim  blastin  4th  at  12:30  4  thee 
1 1  :o’cloc  brod  cazt. 

Mista  Brawner’s  puseled  x  presshun  az  hee  wan¬ 
dered  Irani  Rm  1  after  a  tryeing  home  rume  peryod. 

Thee  trafik  forse  and  its  un  no  tezt  stryke. 

Thee  noomarus  corn  flag  rations  inn  thee  rubbish 
barrels  inn  thee  boise  lav.  and  thee  “fiar  innspectors.” 

Mista  Pittkin’s  lecshores  acumpanyed  bi  thee 
“Jingle-Jangle”  of  hys  1  sent  peaces. 

The  chear-leedrs  inn  there  scant  unaforms  and  how 
thei  neerlee  frose  at  thee  Wakefield-Reding  footbal  game. 

Joe  Fitzz’s  deskiess  hun  onn  sports  and  hys  eror 
about  golf  onn  thee  raydeeo  progrum. 

List  of  gum  chewers  on  Mis  Drurree’s  bored. 

Mista  Halpinn  drivin  thee  littel  kids  off  thee  fiar 
skape. 

Thee  sulfor  smel  awl  over  thee  buildin  wen  thee 
kem  klass  went  2  worke — the  tessed  toob  and  the  inter- 
rupshuns  cawsed  bi  vizitors. 

Down  inn  rm.  4  Pop  Whealur  and  hys  grand  cents 
of  huemore  and  an  MT  homrume. 

Klas  meatins  wear  nothing  ever  getts  dun. 

Listning  2  the  9:20  club  Btwean  ate  and  *4  passed 
ate  in  Rm  2. 

Thee  hours  spent  inn  D  tenshun. 

Miss  Zimmerman  s  voyse  boomin  threw  thee  cor- 
radores. 

Inn  thee  tipe  rume  thee  chart  on  the  back  bold  with 
Geen  McGuire's  the  shortest. 

Tymes  the  know-skools  belles  shud  of  rang 
didn't. 

The 

Ming  teechers  joyned  the  Aa  V. 


The  Phis  Lab  and  Mr.  Pope's  face  and  x  cuses  wen 
his  x  periaments  don't  worke  and  the  tyme  Rustee  put 
innsence  onn  the  raydeeatore. 

Lassed  60  seconds  craming  4  mid-years. 

The  squeakin  charis  in  Ye  Olde  Lunche  Roome  and 
the  krowd  of  gals  weighting  for  eyece  creem  wile  the 
boise  gett  itt. 

The  dai  the  snake  wolked  inn  2  the  studee  hawk 

Frere  Blanchard’s  joks  and  his  date  booke  4  his 
dauter  Jaynee. 

Henree  Alldritch  inn  the  Seenyor  Pla. 

Tyme  eyece  creeme  whent  up  to  2  5c  plus  lc  and 
the  thirmomiter  in  the  Fizz  Lab  whent  downe  2  40. 

The  enormus  wordes  and  darmatick  scoldins  Mrs. 
Wiens  m  ploied. 

The  studee  hawl  and  the  manee  ours  wee  spent 
their. 

The  wai  inn  witch  the  teechers  inn  the  Seenyor  Plai 
reesembellea  those  of  R.  H.  S. 

Up  onn  the  3rd  flore  Rm.  A  and  Mr.  Spenser's 
flashee  clothes  and  long  I  lashes. 

The  longe  chane  of  discustedd  boise  carring  bookes 
lidd  bi  A.D. 

The  stedie  streem  of  teechers  passin  thru  Laten  3 
k lasses. 

Hour  sofmore  Englesh  klasse  wen  Miss  Devaney’s 
heal  came  off  her  shoe. 

Mis  Batcheldoor’s  remarks  “this  is  a  studee  hawl, 
not  a  dressin  rume.” 

Awl  the  bookes  with  wher  takin  home  but  nevher 
looked  att. 

Elizabeth  White 
Joan  Davis 
Sherman  Stone 


and 


1)  creese  inn  the  Latin  klasses  affter  a  sir  10 
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A  MESSAGE  TO  THE  SENIORS  FROM  THE  FACULTY 
OF  READING  HIGH  SCHOOL  AT  COMMENCEMENT 

Look  to  this  day,  for  it  is  life.  In  its  brief  course  lie  all  the  verities  and 
realities  of  your  existence;  the  bliss  of  growth,  the  glory  of  action,  the  splendor 
of  beauty.  For  yesterday  is  but  a  dream,  and  tomorrow  is  only  a  vision;  but 
today,  well  lived,  makes  every  yesterday  a  dream  of  happiness  and  every  to¬ 
morrow  a  vision  of  hope.  Look  well,  therefore,  to  this  day. 

From  the  Sanskrit 


WOMEN’S  HOLE  IN  THE  POST-WAR  WORLD 
Continued  from  page  7 

On  the  other  hand,  the  women’s  colleges  will  retain 
their  old  curricula  so  that  girls  will  still  have  the  chance 
to  studv  problems  of  the  peace.  Some  of  these  subjects 
with  which  women  will  have  a  thorough  understanding 
are  economics,  history,  government,  sociology,  and  psy¬ 
chology.  From  the  study  of  these  we  may  obtain  a  back¬ 
ground  of  humanitarian  values  from  which  a  workable 
peace  plan  can  develop. 

Moreover,  after  their  formal  education,  women  will 


be  more  and  more  able  to  obtain  jobs  in  business, 
finance,  law,  social  work,  and  many  other  occupations. 
Through  actual  experience  in  these  jobs  girls  will  un¬ 
derstand  some  of  the  practical  aspects  of  the  problems 
which  may  arise. 

There  isn  t  any  doubt  that  women  are  coming  into 
their  own.  Today  they  are  working  alongside  men  10 
win  the  war.  Tomorrow  they  must  undertake  to  help  in 
an  even  greater  job,  that  of  remaking  the  world,  and  of 
winning  the  peace. 

Helen  Poland,  Class  Honors 
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Boys’  Rifle  Club 


★ 
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BE 

PATRIOTIC 


MAKE  YOUR  APPLIANCES 
LAST  LONGER! 


Our  Repair  Department 
Is  Qualified  To 
Handle  Repairs 


on 


Refrigerators 

Toasters 

Washing  Machines 

Roasters 

Ironers 

Grills 

Irons 

Percolators 

Vacuum  Cleaners 

Clocks 

Food  Mixers 


Phone  Rea.  1340 


MUNICIPAL  LIGHT  DEPARTMENT 

Reading,  Mass. 


★ 


★ 


FRED  F.  SMITH.  INC. 

/ 

WHOLESALE  and  RETAIL  DEALER  in 

Lumber,  Plumbing,  and  Heating  Supplies,  Lime, 
Brick,  Cement,  and  Sewer  Pipe. 

Builder’s  Hardware  of  Every  Description. 

See  Our  Gift  Department 

25-37  Harnden  St.  Tel.  Rea.  0450 

EUGENE’S 

SHOES  FOR  THE  WHOLE  FAMILY 
MEN’S  FURNISHINGS 
—  Shoes  Repaired  — 

Reading  Square 


Compliments  of 


TORRES 

Reading  Square 

Making  quality 

CANDY 

and 

ICE  CREAM 
for  over  25  years 


EVERY  DAY  GREETING  CARDS 


GIFTS 


THE  READING  THEATRE 


SCHOOL  SUPPLIES 
FOUNTAIN  PENS  and 
MECHANICAL  PENCILS 

M.  F.  CHARLES  &  SONS 

610  Main  St.  Reading.  Mass. 


H.  B.  McARDLE 


Next  to  Reading  Theatre 

565  Main  St.  Tels.  1647  -  1648 


Compliments  of 


READING  DINER 


"FOOD  /IS  YOU  LIKE  IT” 


—  24  Hour  Service  — 


1 


PIONEER 

It  is  a  good  name. 

It  may  mean  those  early  settlers  who  founded  New  England. 

It  may  mean  a  delightful  school  paper  published  in  Reading. 

It  may  mean  graduates  of  R.  H.  S.  this  year  who  definitely 
may  have  pioneering  to  do  in  these  troublesome  times. 

If  we  are  all  guided  by  these  fundamental  principles  which 
governed  those  good  old  New  Englanders  all  of  our  pioneer¬ 
ing  will  be  worth  while  and  that  includes 

The  First  National  Bank  of  Reading 


CQA 


riiMBER 


PRENTISS  &  PARKER,  Inc. 

W.  H.  WICHTMAN  &  CO. 

INSURANCE 


Reading  Office 
Masonic  Block 
Tel.  Rea.  0249 


Boston  Office 
40  Broad  St. 
Tel.  Hub.  7880  H 


McCANN’S  DAIRY  STORE 


ICE  CREAM 


CANDIES 


FOUNTAIN  SERVICE 


Reading  Square 


Compliments  of 


FRED  S  BEAUTY  SALON 


48  Haven  St. 


Tel.  Reading  1599 


TO  OUR  1943  GRADUATES 

AS  YOU  BUILD  FOB  THE  FUTURE  —  build  a  Savings  pro- 
gram  toward  a  definite  goal.  This  hank  is  in  this  community  to 
serve  you,  and  we  suggest  that  you  consider  the  Co-operative 
Bank  plan  of  monthly  Systematic  Saving. 

READING 

CO-OPERATIVE  BANK 

643  MAIN  STREET  READING,  MASS. 


A  Friendly  Suggestion 

You  who  are  reading  this  advertisement  may  be  working  dur¬ 
ing  your  summer  vacation,  and  some  of  you  may  be  starting 
on  your  life’s  work.  Whichever  it  may  be,  plan  to  save  some 
part  of  your  weekly  pay  in  this  Mutual  Savings  Bank. 

MECHANICS  SAVINGS  BANK 

READING  SQUARE 


—  BEAR  SERVICE  — 

Wheel  Aligning  Wheel  Balancing 

Axle  and  Frame  Straightening 
Corrects  Shimmy  —  Tire  Wear  —  Hard  Steering 

ACCIDENT  WORK  OUR  SPECIALTY 

DON  GRAYS  DENT  SHOP 

Main  and  Minot  Sts.  Tel.  Rea.  8540-W 


Compliments  of 

ROCKPORT  FISH  MARKET 

IN  THE  SWIM  TO  WIN 


Reasonable  Prices  Good  W ork  Prompt  Attention 

ARCHIE  LEVINE 

CUSTOM  TAILOR 

Ladies’  and  Gentlemen’s  Suits  and  Overcoats 
Made  to  Order. 

Cleaning,  Pressing,  Dyeing  and  Remodeling. 

Furs  remodeled  in  the  latest  styles 
Tel.  Reading  0073-M 

175  Haven  St.  Reading,  Mass. 


Compliments  of 

ROGER  KENNEY 

GULF  SERVICE 


G.  H.  ATKINSON  CO. 

FINEST  OF  MEATS 
CHOICE  FAMILY  GROCERIES 
BIRDSEYE  FROSTED  FOODS 

190  Haven  St.  Tel.  Rea.  1145 


Office  Hours:  9  A.  M.  to  5  P.  M. 

DR.  CHARLES  G.  ROSS 

My  specialty  is  extracting  teeth,  the  making  and 
repairing  of  all  kinds  of  artificial  teeth. 

86  Haven  St.  Tel.  Rea.  0170 


SAM  BELLA 

—  BARBER  — 

58  Haven  St.  Reading,  Mass.  | 


PEACE  AND  SECURITY 
CAN  BE  SECURED 

by 

CO-OPERATION 
SHOP  CO-OP 
IT  PAYS 

Invest  in  America’s  Future 

READING  CO-OP 

180  Haven  St.  Reading  1730 

We  Deliver 


These  fam¬ 
ous  corners 
will  handle 
every  thing 
from  a  pos¬ 
tage  stamp 
to  a  large 
map,  draw¬ 
ing,  or  pho¬ 
tograph.  Popular  for  mounting  snapshots  on  cards  or 
in  albums. 

Four  styles,  as  shown  above.  In  black,  white, 
gray,  green,  red,  sepia,  ivory,  gold,  and  silver. 

Transparent  style  is  of  crystal-clear  cellulose. 

NuAce  PHOTO  HINGES 

allow1  prints  to  be  mounted  one  above  the  other  where 
album  space  must  be  saved.  Handy  for  newspaper 
clippings  or  postcards.  Ready  folded.  Just  moisten 
and  use. 

All  styles  retail  10c  package.  (15c  in  Canada). 

Packed  in  effective  display  containers.  Ask  for 
sample  packages  and  trade  discounts. 

ACE  ART  CO. 

12  Gould  St.  Reading,  Mass. 


ATLANTIC  FOOD  MART 

Formerly  Atlantic  Butchers 

20  Years  of  Quality  Food  Service  to  the 
People  of  Reading 

STARTED  WITH  QUALITY— BUILT  ON  QUALITY 
AND  GROWING  ON  QUALITY 

Free  Delivery  Tel.  0054-55 

30  Haven  St.  Reading 


READ  &  WHITE 

Men's  and  Women's 
FORMAL 

CLOTHES 

RENTED 

For  All  Occasions 

“ QUALITY  ALWAYS” 

1  1 1  Summer  Street,  Boston,  Mass. 
Woolworth  Bldg.,  Providence,  R.l. 


WOOD  ami  METAL 
FURNITURE  CO. 

Established  1914 

525  Main  St.  Tel.  Rea.  1450 

Reading  0010 

ARTHUR  L.  GRAY 

Sales  STUDEBAKER  Service 
34  Salem  St.  Reading,  Mass. 


WESTON’S  GREENHOUSES 

“Say  It  With  Flowers” 

9  Auburn  St.  Tel.  Rea.  0091-W 


Heartiest  Greetings 

IDEAL  BEAUTY  SHOP 

623  Main  St.  Reading  1669 

Evening  Appointments 


MOUNTING 
CORNERS 

♦—TRANSPARENT 


SENIOR  ^  t 

REGULAR 


JUNIOR 


COMPLETE 


READING 

SARklLe 


TEL.  REAOINGr 
0890 


The  Willis  Pharmacy.  Inc. 


Established  in  1H55 


SERVICE  AND  QUALITY  MERCHANDISE 


Compliments  of 


Edgerley  &  Bessom 


FUNERAL  HOME 


FREE  DELIVERY 


Mill  Work 
Paints 


Jobbing 

Varnish 


Fire  Insurance  Appraisal 


E.  B.  CURRELL  &  SON 


BUILDERS 


Shop  and  Office:  32  Haven  St.,  Reading,  Mass. 


Danf ortli’s  Pharmacy 


PRESCRIPTIONS 


Drugs 


Sodas 


Hot  Dogs 


Leon  F.  Quimby 

REALTOR 

National  Association  R.  E.  Boards 
Boston  Real  Estate  Exchange 
Massachusetts  Real  Estate  Exchange 


44  Haven  St. 


Tel.  Reading  1050 


Compliments  of 


READING  CUSTOM  LAUNDRY 


Northeastern  University 


College  of  Liberal  Arts 

Offers  a  broad  program  of  college  subjects  serving 
as  a  foundation  for  the  understanding  of  modern 
culture,  social  relations,  and  technical  achievement. 
Students  may  concentrate  in  any  of  the  following 
fields:  Riology,  Chemistry,  Economics,  Sociology, 
Psychology,  Mathematics,  Physics,  and  English. 
Pre-Medical,  Pre-Dental  and  Pre-Legal  courses 
are  offered.  Varied  opportunities  available  for  vo¬ 
cational  specialization.  Degree  :  Bachelor  of  Science 
or  Bachelor  of  Arts.  Admits  men  and  women. 


College  of  Engineering 

Offers  curricula  in  Civil,  Mechanical  (with  Aero¬ 
nautical  option).  Electrical,  Chemical,  and  Indus¬ 
trial  Engineering.  Classroom  study  is  supplemented 
by  experiment  and  research  in  well-equipped  lab¬ 
oratories.  Degree  :  Bachelor  of  Science  in  the  pro¬ 
fessional  field  of  specialization.  Admits  men  and 
women. 


College  of  Business  Administration 

Offers  the  following  curricula  :  Accounting,  Marketing  and  Advertising,  and  In¬ 
dustrial  Administration.  Each  curriculum  provides  a  sound  training  in  the  funda¬ 
mentals  of  business  practice  and  culminates  in  special  courses  devoted  to  the 
various  professional  fields.  Degree:  Bachelor  of  Science  in  Business- Administra¬ 
tion.  Admits  men  and  women. 


School  of  Law 

Offers  day  and  evening  undergraduate  programs 
leading  to  the  degree  of  Bachelor  of  Laws.  A 
minimum  of  one-half  of  the  work  accepted  for 
a  bachelor’s  degree  in  an  approved  college  or  its 
full  equivalent  is  required  for  admission  to  this 
School.  Case  method  of  instruction.  Admits  men 
and  women. 


School  of  Business 

Offers  curricula  through  evening  classes  in  Ac¬ 
counting,  Management,  and  Engineering  and  Busi¬ 
ness,  leading  to  the  degree  of  Bachelor  of  Business 
Administration  in  specified  fields.  Preparation  for 
C.P.A.  Examinations,  private  accounting,  and  for 
the  various  fields  of  business  and  industrial  man¬ 
agement.  Short  intensive  programs  may  be  ar¬ 
ranged.  Co-educational. 


Evening  Courses  of  the  College  of  Liberal  Arts 

Certain  courses  of  the  College  of  Liberal  Arts  are  offered  during  evening  hours 
in  the  fields  of  Economics,  English,  History,  Government,  Mathematics,  Psychol¬ 
ogy,  Physics,  and  Sociology.  A  special  program  preparing  for  admission  to  the 
School  of  Law  is  also  available.  The  program  is  equivalent  in  hours  to  one-half 
the  requirement  for  the  A.B.  or  S.B.  degree.  Associate  in  Arts  title  conferred. 

Special  courses  may  also  be  arranged.  Co-educational. 

Co-operative  Plan 

The  Colleges  of  Liberal  Arts,  Engineering,  and  Business  Administration  are  conducted  on  the  co-operative 
plan.  After  the  freshman  year,  students,  both  men  and  women,  may  alternate  their  periods  of  study  with 
periods  of  work  in  the  employ  of  business  or  industrial  concerns  at  ten-week  intervals.  Under  this  plan 
they  gain  valuable  experience  and  earn  a  large  part  of  their  college  expenses. 

Your  Guidance  Officer  —  A  Friendly  Career  Counselor 


FOR  CATALOG 

NORTHEASTERN  UNIVERSITY 
Director  of  Admissions 
Boston,  Massachusetts 

Please  send  me  a  catalog  of  the 


MAIL  THIS  COUPON  AT  ONCE 


□ 

□ 

□ 

□ 

□ 

Name. 


College  of  Liberal  Arts 

College  of  Engineering 

College  of  Business  Administration 

School  of  Law 

Evening  School  of  Business 


□  Evening - College  of  Liberal  Arts 

□  Day  Pre- Medical  Program 

□  Day  Pre-Dental  Program 

□  Day  and  Evening  Pre-Legal  Programs 


Address . 
C-106a 


S.  M.  Hudson 


R.  H.  Hodson 


HODSON  BROTHERS 

PAINTERS  AND  DECORATORS 

Paints,  Wall  Papers  and  Window  Shades 
Store,  Haven  St.,  Near  P.  0.  Telephone  0060 


STOP  &  SHOP 


SDPER  FOOD  MARKETS 


“IP here  your  food  dollar  buys  more ’ 


R.  J.  D  onoghue 
Manager 


Reading  Sq. 


EDWARD  LAPPIN 


WALTER  C.  AINSWORTH 


STEAM  AND  HOT  WATER  HEATING 


PLUMBING  AND  HEATING 


i()  Haven  St. 


Tel.  Rea.  0460 


Agent  for  Malden-Melrose  Gas  Light  Co. 


Nu-Way  Oil  Burners 
Range  Burners 


5  Ash  Street 


Reading,  Mass. 


Telephone  Reading  1160 


FIRST  NATIONAL 
SUPER  -  MARKET 

FI-NA-ST  FOODS 


Groceries 


M.  J.  Hegarty 


Meats 
J.  C.  Otis 


Performing  A  Dual  Role 


FOR  YOU 
an<l 

VICTORY 

Class  Rings  and  Pins 
Commencement  Invitations 
Personal  Cards 
Diplomas 

Your  Balfour  Man 

Mr.  Sawyer  G.  Lee 
230  Boylston  Street 
Boston,  Massachusetts 

L.  G.  Balfour  Co.  .  Attleboro  .  Massachusetts 


LORING  F.  WILCOX 

MALDEN 

INSURANCE 

BUSINESS  SCHOOL 

Boston  Office 

Secretarial  j 

40  Broad  St.  Hub.  5231 

Office  Machines 

Clerical  i 

Accounting 

Civil  Service 

Compliments  of 

5  Months’  Intensive 

H.  W.  HUNT  CO. 

INDIVIDUAL  INSTRUCTION 

DAY  OR  EVENING  COURSES 

FREE  PLACEMENT 

Reading,  Mass. 

EDUCATIONAL  BUDGET  IF  DESIRED 

Dowling  Bldg.,  Malden  Sq.  Mai.  0256 

J.  CUNEO  &  CO. 

KINGMAN  &  RICHARDSON 

Reading  Sq. 

FANCY  FRUIT  and  VEGETABLES 

REAL  ESTATE  &  INSURANCE 

OF  ALL  KINDS 

Keep  Healthy  With  Fresh  Food 

The  Best  Always 

Reading  Square  Tel.  Rea.  1080 

CHARLES  L.  THORNDIKE 

KNOWN  EVERYWHERE  FOR  : 

Main  St.  at  Haven  St.  Tel.  Rea.  0812- M 

MEN’S  FURNISHINGS 

FINE  SHIRT  LAUNDERING 

Men’s,  Women  s  and  Children’s  Footwear 

Mohawk  Tripletoe 

and  Hosiery 

WAKEFIELD  LAUNDRY 

Arrow  Shirts  Enna  Jettick  Shoes 

Lamson  and  Hubbard  Hats 

CONG  R  ATU  LATIONS 

to  the 

Class  of  1943 

of  the 

Reading  High  School 

C7  O 


“ May  Success,  Happiness  and  Prosperity  Attend  Your  Every  Effort ” 


THE  READING  CHRONICLE 

531  Main  St.  Telephone  0155 


Printers  of  The  Pioneer 


Make-up  Work  in  All  High  School  Subjects 

SUMMER  PREPARATORY  SCHOOL 

July  6  to  August  13 

Individual  Instruction  in  Difficult  Subjects 
SPECIAL  WAR  SUBJECTS  —  MORNING  CLASSES 
Experienced  High  School  Teachers 
Co-educational 

$40,  one  subject  $75,  two  subjects 

Send  for  Circular 

THE  FISHER  SCHOOL 

374  Broadway  SOMerset  1  <>00  Winter  Hill 
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The 


Commencement 


19  4  2 


ion  c  c  r 


For  twenty- five  years  of  faithful  service  and  kindly,  efficient  guidance  at  Reading 


High  School,  we  dedicate  this  issue  of  the  Pioneer  to  Miss  Elizabeth  Batchelder,  Miss 


Alberta  Drury  and  Mr.  Rudolf  Sussmann. 


For  each  one  of  us  I  am  wishing  an  “educated 
heart”  that  by  cultivating  our  imaginations  we  may  put 
ourselves  in  the  place  of  our  Latin  American  neighbors. 

Exploited  in  the  past  by  adventurers  and  fortune 
seekers  and  in  the  present  by  wealthy  capitalists  from 
Nordic  nations,  the  Latin  American  of  today  is  wary  of 
dealings  with  us.  His  country  belongs  to  him  and  yet 
it  is  not  his.  Banks,  railroads  and  public  utilities  are 
often  completely  controlled  by  foreign  interests.  The 
development  of  vast  natural  resources  and  of  his  own 
country  as  a  self  reliant  individual  nation  is  his  task  and 
one  that  the  thoughtful  Latin  American  accepts  with 
pride. 

Our  United  States  might  be  likened  to  a  “self-made” 
man.  Latin  American  republics  would  choose  to  follow 
in  our  footsteps.  They  welcome  our  leadership  and  co¬ 
operation  when  it  is  given  without  superiority  or  con¬ 
descension.  May  those  of  you  whose  work  grants  the 
opportunity  to  live  in  Latin  American  countries  do  so 


graciously.  Learn  to  speak  Portuguese  and  Spanish. 
Include  your  neighbors  in  your  social  life  and  the  gain 
wi  11  be  yours.  Temper  the  pace  of  your  life  to  the  more 
genial  living  of  Latin  Americans  and  your  days  will  be 
enriched  with  a  deeper  appreciation  of  friendship  and 
of  the  beauties  of  a  world  at  which  you  have  scarcely 
taken  time  to  look.  Most  of  our  South  and  Central 
American  neighbors  have  an  old  world  background  of 
innate  courtesy.  They  are  a  sensitive  people  easily  hurt 
by  our  abruptness  and  by  the  sharpness  of  our  casual 
wit. 

Tourists  have  not  helped  the  situation.  In  Latin 
American  countries  the  dollar  buys  many  times  more 
than  it  does  at  home.  Thus  the  tourist  lives  royally 
and  spends  lavishly.  Instead  of  living  in  Latin  Ameri¬ 
can  fashion  he  demands  the  comforts  and  services  of 
home  thereby  forfeiting  a  first  hand  acquaintance  with 
life  as  it  is  lived  to  the  south  of  us.  The  loss  is  irre¬ 
parable. 

What  can  we  do  with  this  our  last  opportunity  for 
true  brotherhood?  Let  us  sacrifice  a  little  of  our  ease 
and  luxury  that  the  average  Latin  American  may  live 
more  comfortably.  Let  us  respect  the  individuality  of 
our  neighbors  while  we  teach  them  what  we  have  learned 
in  this  highly  technical  and  scientific  age.  Above  all 
while  we  are  teaching  self-reliance,  clear  thinking  and 
hard  individual  work  let  us  learn  something  of  Latin 
American  culture. 


Helene  M.  Ernst 


Pioneer’s  Tribute  to  R.  H.  S.  Service  Roll 


Orlando  Ames,  Jr. 
George  Anderson 
Richard  Avery 

Earl  Baker 
Christopher  Barrett 
Merton  Barstow 
Emerson  Batchelder 
Roger  W.  Batchelder 
Edward  Batten 
George  Batten 
Edward  Beaudry 
Frank  Beecher 
Robert  Bemister 
Walter  Benjamin 
Ruth  Berglund  R.  N. 
Russell  Bird 
Chesley  Black 
Walter  J.  Black 
Robert  Blaikie,  Jr. 
George  Bosson 
Allan  Bowron 
Allen  Boyd 
Edward  Bradley 
Gerald  Bredbury 
Malcolm  Bredbury 
Francis  Brennan 
George  Brennan 
Irwin  Brenton 
Nelson  Burbank 
Donald  Burhoe 
Janies  Cail,  Jr. 

Max  Cail 
Joseph  Callahan 
Arthur  Cal lan 
William  Campbell,  Jr. 
Joseph  Carder'* 

J.  Henry  Carleton 
Herbert  Carter 
James  Carter 
Ralph  Carter 
Frank  Cate,  Jr. 
Lawrence  Cate 
Jack  Chapin 
Richard  Childs 
Richard  Cleveland 
Carroll  N.  Colby 
John  Connelly 
Chester  Cook 
Robert  Coombs 
Carl  Copeland 


Roscoe  Croswell 
Robert  Cullington 
Gerald  Cummings 
Kenneth  Cutcliffe 

Frederick  Dacey 
Stanley  Davis 
Philip  Davis 
Harold  Davis,  Sr. 
William  Davis 
Frederick  Day 
Robert  E.  DeMerritt 
John  Devaney 
Donald  Dewey 
Phillip  Dewhurst 
Albert  Dinsmore 
John  Dobbins 
William  Doherty 
Gerald  Donohue 
Arthur  Doucette 
Stephen  Doucette 
Melvin  Doucette 
Richard  Dow 
Richard  Downs 
Stewart  Downs 
Robert  Doyle 
Lawrence  Drew 
George  Duggan,  Jr. 
Richard  Dugan 
Fred  Dulong 
James  Dulong 
Alden  Eaton 
John  Eisenhaure 
Chester  A.  Ellison 
Stanley  Ellison 
Louis  Emerson 
Thurston  Englund 
Lawrence  Enos 
Fred  Estes 
Ralph  Evans 

William  Faulkner 
Truesdell  Fife 
Charles  Folsom 
Robert  Foye 
William  Friedlander 

James  Gallagher 
Kenneth  Garland 
Clarence  Gay 
George  Glaeser 
Lawrence  Goodwin 


Warren  Goodwin 

George  Gormlie 

Lawrence  Grant 

Arthur  Gray 

Edson  Gray 

Frank  Gray 

John  Greenleaf 

Herbert  Grimes,  R.  C.  A.  F. 

Mildred  Griswold,  R.  N. 

Chester  Gunn 

Marlin  Halloran 

Charles  Harris,  Jr. 

George  Harris 
Myrtle  Harris,  R.  N. 

Roland  Hatch 
Francis  Hayward 
Richard  Henderson 
Robert  Henderson 
Robert  Heselton 
Roger  Hickey 
Clyffeton  Hill 
Gordon  Hill 
Stephen  Hill 
Thomas  Hinds 
Earl  Hobart 
Douglas  Hodson 
Carl  Holden 
John  Holmes 
Robert  Hopkins 
Donald  Howard 
Benjamin  Howe,  Jr. 

Donald  Hubbard 
Herman  Hubbard 
Norman  Hurd 
Frederick  Ingalls 
Gilbert  Ingalls 
Thomas  Jacob 
Phillip  Jewett,  Jr. 

Charles  Jones,  Jr. 

Paul  Jordan 

Fred  Kenney,  Jr. 

Leslie  Kittredge 
Edwin  Laetsch 
Frank  Landry 
Robert  Larrabee 
James  Lawler 
Theodore  Lawson 
George  Lefave 
Robert  L.  Legg 
Allen  Libby 


Pioneer’ 

John  Leonard 
Sherman  Lester 
James  Lewis 
Walter  Lewis 
Burton  Long 
Robert  Loud 
Robert  Lougee 
Ralph  Lovejoy 
Stanley  Low 
Robert  Lowell 

John  Mack 
Newell  MacKenzie 
Earle  Madden 
George  Madden 
Donald  Mansell 
Frank  Marchetti 
Herman  Marshall 
Ralph  Mason,  Jr. 

Robert  Mason 
Parke  Masters 
Gilbert  McQuesten 
Michael  Mentus 
Richard  Merrill 
John  Meuse 
Charles  Miliar 
Donald  Mitchell 
Harold  Moody 
Roger  Mussells 

Harley  Nelson 
El  win  Nesmith 
Charles  Nickerson 
Robert  Nickerson 
Bernard  Nichols 
Donald  Nichols 
Paul  Nichols 
Robert  Nichols 
Roger  Nichols 
Stuart  Nichols 
Frank  Norton 
Harry  Nutter,  Jr. 

Luman  Nutter 

Arthur  Spencer 


Tribute  to  R.  H.  S.  Service  Roll 


John  O’Brien 
Lawrence  O’Brien 
Myles  O’Donnell 
Herbert  Olsen 

Edwin  Palmer 
Philip  K.  Parker 
Charles  Parry 
Dana  Perkins 
Henry  Perkins 
Henry  Phillips 
Richard  Pierce 
Robert  Piercy 
George  Playdon 
Ralph  Pomeroy 
Robert  Pratt 
Christopher  Putnam 

Charles  Ralston 
Arthur  Rees 
Charles  T.  Rees 
George  Rees 
William  Rees 
Warren  Rich,  R.  C.  A.  F. 

Russell  Richardson 
Edith  Richman,  R.  N. 

John  Richman 
George  Ricker 
Louis  Riseman 
Spencer  Robbins 
Lawrence  Roberts,  Jr. 

Clarke  Robinson.  Jr. 

Dean  L.  Rounds 
Ralph  Roxbee 
Max  Ruderman 
Fred  Ryland 
David  St.  Hilaire,  Jr. 

Thomas  St.  Louis 
John  Sawyer 
Richard  Schaeffer 
Lennox  Schoppelry 
Bernard  Scott 
Daniel  Scott,  Jr. 

Faculty  Members 

Robert  Bronner  Henry 


Phillip  Sears 
Robert  Shepardson 
Phillip  Small 
Edward  Spavin 
George  Spindler 
Elbridge  Springford 
John  Steber 
Harold  Stevens 
Walter  Stickland 
Arthur  Stiles,  Jr. 

Ardene  A.  Stott 
Walter  Strout,  Jr. 

Howard  Sias 
John  Sullivan 
Harlan  Surrette 
Allan  Sweetser 
Theodore  Tarbox 
Edwin  Tarpin 
Charles  Taylor,  Jr. 

Donald  Taylor 
Harry  Taylor 
Stuart  Taylor 
Henry  Tooley 
Homer  Thieme 
Francis  Thornton,  Jr. 

William  Thornton 
Wilfred  Toussaint 
Kenneth  Turner 
Robert  Wakeling 
Charles  Warren 
Stewart  Watkins 
George  Watson 
Robert  Watson 
John  Weafer 
Elmer  White 
Lawrence  White 
Norman  White 
Russell  Whitford 
James  Whitten,  Jr. 

Douglas  Wiley 
Alexander  Williamson 
Richard  Young 

Ingersoll  Donald  Derby 


PARKER  CHESLEY  KIMBALL 
Born  in  Reading  July  6,  1917 
Graduated  R.  H.  S.  —  1935 


Killed  in  Action  March  16,  1942 


Sophomore  Siftings 


Perhaps  you  haven’t  noticed  them  but  they’ve  been 
here — all  year.  What  am  1  talking  about?  Why,  the 
Sophomores,  of  course. 

Fearful  and  awe  struck  we  came  marching  through 
the  open  portals  of  this  school,  and  after  being  battered 
about  considerably  in  the  swinging  doors  1 1  never  could 
understand  those ) ,  we  looked  about  and  found  every¬ 
thing  just  as  it  was  pictured  to  us  by  our  exaggerating 
older  brothers  and  sisters. 

For  a  few  weeks  life  was  one  awful  nightmare  for 
us.  “Where  can  1  find  Room  A?”  1  haven’t 
seen  you  for  weeks.  Have  you  been  hibernat¬ 
ing?”  We’ll  never  forget  rotary  traffic,  con¬ 
descending  seniors,  sympathetic  juniors  and 
weary  faculty. 

But  after  a  while  we  were  straightened 
out.  We  soon  were  used  to  the  miniature 
gym  and  the  swinging  doors.  Going  around 
the  traffic  officers  two  or  three  times  to  get 
upstairs  became  second  nature  to  us  and  we 


got  right  in  the  “little  ole’  rut’’  that  had  been  carved  for 
us  by  preceding  classes. 

After  a  long  and  drawn  out  struggle  with  various 
executives  and  councils  in  the  school  we  obtained  per¬ 
mission  to  hold  Sophomore  elections.  The  class  has 
since  been  stumbling  under  the  disabled  guidance  of 
their  president,  Janet  Bird,  assisted  by  her  more,  (much 
more)  able  subordinate  officers;  Joe  Dunn,  vice-presi¬ 
dent;  Ruth  Graupner,  secretary;  and  Carroll  Magison, 
treasurer. 

At  the  moment  we  are  struggling  to  overcome  all 
handicaps  one  meets  when  one  trys  to  swing  a  Sopho¬ 
more  Hop.  (That  is  not  spelled  with  a  “FL  ’!)  This  is 
to  be  held  on  May  29th  and  by  the  time  this  “flash” 
reaches  your  hands,  I  fear  that  1  and  the  other  commit¬ 
tee  members  will  be  far  from  here. 

Our  greatest  ambition,  however,  is  to  be  promoted 
so  that  we  won’t  be  compelled  to  undergo  the  ordeal  of 
being  Sophomores  all  over  again. 


Janet  Bird 


<•**»*• 


mmm 


Junior  Doings 


We  re  proud  of  the  record  George  Fennelly  made  on  the 
football  field,  of  Edward  Fitzgerald  in  basketball  and 
of  Paul  Quinlan’s  sterling  performance  as  outfielder  on 
the  baseball  diamond.  JNot  to  be  outdone  by  the  boys, 
our  Junior  girls  have  done  their  share  to  reap  glory. 
Helen  Poland,  speedy  participant  on  the  hockey  field, 
Nancy  Perry,  basketball  star,  and  Margaret  Ivers,  on 
the  tennis  courts  are  but  a  few  of  our  outstanding  female 
athletes. 

The  only  class  to  have  four  students  with  Maximum 
honors,  we  all  are  very  proud  of  Kenneth  Bushway, 
Steven  Miller,  Helen  Poland,  and  Margaret  Charles. 

The  senior  year  is  coming  up  and  we  are  ready  and 
waiting  with  full  steam  ahead  to  meet  it.  We  shall  do 
our  best  to  live  up  to  the  precedent  set  by  the  Class  of 
12  and  if  possible  we  will  add  more  glory  to  their  fine 
record.  Lucille  Watts 


The  Tri-Hi  Club  formally  began  its  second  year  of 
activity  October  2,  1941.  with  Elinor  Abbott  presiding, 
Jean  Maguire  as  vice-president,  Kay  Maling  as  secre¬ 
tary,  and  Phyllis  Barr  as  treasurer.  We  started  the  year 
with  the  induction  of  new  sophomore  members.  During 
the  fall  the  majority  of  our  meetings  were  devoted  to 
the  planning  of  the  events  and  projects  for  this  year. 
We  were  the  guests  of  Hi-Y  on  a  number  of  occasions; 
we  all  remember  particularly  the  monologue,  “The  Devil 
and  Daniel  Webster,  by  Mr.  Dixon,  which  was  both 

educational  and  amusing. 

Every  year  we  have  made  it  our 
policy  to  help  some  family  at  Christ¬ 
mas;  this  year  we  outdid  ourselves 
b\  aiding  two  families 

Our  very  patriotic  impulses 


were  aroused,  and  we  decided  to  raise  the  money 
for  a  bond.  We  sold  candy  at  the  basketball  games 
and  sponsored  a  dance  for  this  purpose.  We  also 
gave  our  services  to  the  Red  Cross  and  to  the 
Victory  Book  Campaign  for  the  men  in  the  army 
and  navy. 

At  one  of  our  meetings  we  were  very  fortunate  in 
having  Miss  Ernst  as  a  speaker.  She  showed  us  some 
souvenirs  of  her  trip  to  South  America  and  told  many 
of  her  interesting  experiences. 

On  March  19  we  displayed  our  individual  talent — 
some  good,  some — ? 

For  the  remainder  of  the  year  we  have  planned  an 
induction  of  sophomores  and  juniors. 

A  banquet  will  officially  end  our  year  of  fun  and 
activity. 


H  i  -  Y 


At  the  first  meeting  of  the  1941-42  season,  Joseph 
Anderson,  as  president,  gave  a  talk  on  the  history  of 
the  organization,  thus  enlightening  the  new  members  a s 
to  the  aims  and  purposes  of  Hi-Y. 

We  were  fortunate  to  have  several  outstanding 
speakers.  Among  them  were  Mr.  Lehman  who  spoke 
on  the  spreading  of  the  Hi-Y  organization  in  Massachu¬ 
setts,  Mr.  Struss  of  the  United  Slates  Navy,  who  talked 
about  that  branch  of  the  service,  the  Reverend  Mr.  Law- 
son  spoke  on  propaganda,  and  Mr.  Burton  who  gave  an 
interesting  talk  on  Chilian  life  in  China. 


On  our  social  calendar,  we  have  had  three  joint 
meetings  with  Tri-Hi,  one  of  these  being  an  induction 
of  new  members  into  their  club. 

Several  conferences  were  taken  in  by  the  members. 
The  fourth,  fifth,  and  sixth  of  December  were  spent  at 
the  “State  Hi-Y”  where  we  had  a  grand  time. 

We  have  been  very  unfortunate  in  losing  two  faculty 
advisers  this  year.  Mr.  Spencer  left  in  January  for  the 
Navy  and  Mr.  Derby  for  Army  camp. 

As  the  “Pioneer”  goes  to  press,  the  officers  have  not 
yet  been  elected  for  next  year. 


Th  ere’ve  Been  Some  Changes  Made 


With  the  expert  help  of  our  own  famed  G-man,  Cad- 
ton  Adams,  we  have  assembled  such  information  con¬ 
cerning  R.  H.  S.  graduates  of  recent  years  as  is  of  non¬ 
military  importance.  Because  of  his  key  position  in 
defense,  we  hesitated  to  mention  the  fact  that  Arthur 
Hopkins  is  a  welder,  but  with  the  express  permission  of 
Donald  M.  Nelson,  we  are  able  to  make  this  remarkable 
disclosure.  Representing  Reading  in  the  services  are 
Max  Ruderman,  Edson  Gray,  Jack  Greenleaf,  and  Fred 
Dacey  in  the  army;  Arthur  Beaudoin  and  Ed  Palmer  in 
the  air  force;  Charles  Nickerson  in  ihe  marines;  and 
Bob  Henderson  in  the  Coast  Guard. 

Also  on  the  fighting  front  is  Ben  Howe,  a  promis¬ 
ing  air  cadet,  who,  while  flying  over  Maine  on  maneu¬ 
vers,  saw  what  proved  to  be  the  last  “woman  of  his  life."’ 
Wasting  no  time,  he  was  married  twenty-four  hours 
alter  the  announcement  of  his  engagement.  Others  en¬ 
snared  in  the  fatal  trap  of  matrimony  include  Barbara 
Kimball,  Jeanette  Davis,  sister  of  this  year’s  Marshall 
Davis,  Barbara  Cleveland,  already  a  proud  and  happy 
mother,  and  Frank  Davis.  According  to  a  personal  in¬ 
terview  in  1938  Frank  hoped  to  see  the  world  at  peace, 
but  perhaps  now  not  even  his  own  world  is  at  peace. 
For  Marjorie  Morss,  daughter  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Law- 
lence  V.  Morss  of  7  Bond  Street,  Herb  Smith  proved  to 
be  the  long-awaited  Prince  Charming.  Among  projected 
marriages  is  that  of  Irma  DeLong,  known  to  the  boys  as 
Claire,  who,  after  waiting  a  whole  week  for  a  phone  call 
from  one  of  Reading’s  most  eligible  bachelors,  in  retali¬ 
ation  announced  her  engagement  to  “Tiger"  Devaney. 
Incidentally,  a  new  twig  has  appeared  on  the  Devaney 
family  tree  with  the  arrival  of  a  son  to  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Leo  James  Barry,  Mrs.  Barry  being  the  former  Mary 
Devaney  of  teaching  fame. 

Hesitating  on  the  brink  of  marital  enterprises  sev¬ 
eral  times,  but  always  managing  to  step  back  at  the  last 
moment,  is  Norman  Lloyd  of  Bates  College.  Norm’s 
Reading  interest  at  the  moment  is  one  of  this  year’s 
leading  seniors,  who,  by  the  way,  proudly  displays  a 
Syracuse  fraternity  pin.  No  doubt  at  least  two  more 

seniors  will  soon  be  wearing  frat 
pins,  for  according  to  late  bulletins, 
Nancy  Holcomb  and  Gloria  Shane 
spent  a  memorable  weekend  at  Irv¬ 
ing  Holcomb’s  fraternity  at  Cornell. 
At  Haverford  College  Malcolm  Mc¬ 
Cann  is  finishing  his  honors  thesis. 
“'Ihe  Activities  of  Italian  Bankers 
in  England  from  1329  to  1350.” 


Malcolm  s  serious  train  of  thought  is  frequently  inter¬ 
rupted  by  Dorothy  Babcock’s  “charming,  though  rather 
vacuous  letters,  which  reflect  the  gossamer-like  wander¬ 
ings  of  her  gentle  brain.”  Dorothy  is  vacationing  at 
Bates  College,  where  she  is  doing  very  well  socially, 
but  is  intellectually  far  overshadowed  by  Elisabeth 
White,  widely  known  as  “Whizzer,  who  has  recently 
acquired  an  extensive  knowledge  of  the  sewage  systems 
of  Lowell,  Lawrence,  and  Andover. 

Carolyn  Lumsden,  joining  Radeliffe  at  mid-years, 
has  enlivened  Radeliffe  teas  hitherto  ignored.  Abandon¬ 
ing  all  idea  of  tea,  we  now  focus  our  attention  upon 
New  York’s  celebrated  Stork  Club,  where  Polly  Stem- 
bridge  of  Barnard  College  is  reported  enjoying  night 
life.  Making  Harvard  famous  are  the  Poland  brothers — 
Ozzie  plotting  his  spring  campaign  at  Wellesley  College, 
and  Sherman  fulfilling  the  prophecy  made  in  the  1940 
Pioneer  that  “from  Harvard  he  will  climb  to  the  bar. 
He’s  well  on  the  way! 

Having  finished  off  Penn  Hall,  Linda  Twombly  is 
now  making  plans  to  become  a  farmerette  in  a  New 
Hampshire  victory  garden.  Helen  Farr  is  trying  to  get 
everyone’s  number  as  a  telephone  operator,  and  Mary 
Ellen  Ward,  having  just  become  a  nurse,  is  occupied 
with  her  first  case.  Tasting  financial  success  as  office 
girls  are  such  noted  alumni  as  Jane  Tanner,  Barbara 
Gonnam.  Ruth  Pollitz,  Doris  Steele,  Lorraine  Day,  and 
Dorothy  Leach,  all  of  whom  support  Boston  and  Maine 
as  commuters.  Lois  Ives,  attending  a  Boston  art  school, 
also  travels  by  train,  and  upon  her  arrival  at  the  Read¬ 
ing  station  makes  herself  most  popular  by  offering  rides 
to  weary  fellow-travelers.  Wandering  hopefully  about 
the  Harvard  yard,  Dorothy  Stratton  is  seen  daily  on  her 
way  to  an  unknown  destination.  Betty  Parks  drives  her 
Studebaker  coupe  to  and  from  Teacher’s  College. 

Most  recent  information  concerns  Mary  Mating,  the 
white  hope  of  dear  old  Katy  Gibbs,  and  the  equally 
famous  Mary  Maguire,  whose  courses  at  Boston  Univer¬ 
sity  are  hastily  pursuing  her.  Feet  burning  from  the 
city’s  heat,  the  two  girls  find  the  best  way  to  relieve 
their  discomfort  is  to  dangle  their  toes  from  the  window 
of  the  Maling  family  Oldsmobile  while  Auntie,  unper¬ 
turbed,  continues  homeward  well  within  the  speed  limits. 

Unable  to  recount  all  the  incidents  daily  affecting 
the  lives  of  our  alumni,  we  here  end  our  fortunately  brief 
narrative  and  leave  the  reader  free  to  go  on  to  the  next 
article. 

James  Webster  Hawes 

Stanley  Routh  Stembridge,  Jr. 


Junior  Women’s 


Defense  Corps 


About  the  first  of  October  a  new  organization  was  formed  at  Reading  High  School  to  meet  the  present 
war  situation.  It  was  called  the  Reading  Junior  Women’s  Defense  Corps.  This  group  was  broken  into  three 
sections,  the  Motor  Corps,  under  the  direction  of  Mrs.  Hall,  the  air  raid  warden,  with  Mrs.  Early  as  leader 
and  canteen,  under  the  supervision  of  Mrs.  Coye. 

The  defense  corps  met  on  Mondays  at  three  o’clock  for  a  two  hour  training;  the  first  hours  consisted 
of  lectures  and  questions  and  the  second  half  is  spent  in  the  gym  where  drilling  is  supervised  by  Lawrence 
Roberts  an  officer  in  the  R.  0.  T.  C.  at  Boston  University. 

The  entire  group  has  completed  a  first  aid  course  under  the  capable  direction  of  Mrs.  Clewley,  our 


school  nurse  and  director  of  health. 


A  Capella  Choir 

This  year  the  residents  of  Reading  as  well  as  the  High  School  have  been  conscious  of  the  excellent 
work  Mr.  Peck  has  done  with  the  A  Capella  Choir. 

Their  most  noteworthy  contribution  this  year  was  the  operetta  “H.  M.  S.  Pinafore”  by  Gilbert  and 
Sullivan.  It  was  first  previewed  at  the  Rotary  Club  and  then  presented  in  Concert  form  with  the  Reading 
Civic  Symphony  Orchestra.  In  addition,  performances  were  given  at  the  Junior  High  School,  Senior  High 
School,  Highland  School,  Pearl  Street  School,  and  in  North  Reading.  The  cast  included  Barbara  Rich,  Elsie 
Lindquist,  Emily  Hanley,  Nancy  Holcomb,  Harold  Holmes,  Siegfried  Pfeiffer,  Robert  Durney,  Carroll  Magi- 
son,  and  Donald  Clapperton. 

In  February  the  Choir  started  to  learn  a  series  of  nine  pieces  to  be  presented  on  several  different  oc¬ 
casions.  The  selections  included  “Requiem”,  “Open  Our  Eyes”,  “God  Is  A  Spirit”,  “Czechoslovakian  Dance 
Song”.  “The  Farmer’s  Daughters”,  “Alleluia”,  and  “The  Lost  Chord”.  This  group  of  numbers  was  presented 
in  North  Reading,  at  the  Rotary  Club,  at  the  State  Music  Festival,  and  on  several  other  occasions. 

At  Christmas  time  the  Choir  visited  the  Reading  Woman’s  Club  and  sang  a  group  of  well-known  carols 
which  was  enthusiastically  received  by  all. 

All  this  is  proof  in  itself  that  the  A  Capella  Choir  has  had  a  very  busy  and  profitable  year  and  its  rec¬ 
ord  is  evidence  of  its  talent  and  sincere  effort.  Elsie  Lindquist 


Chorus 

During  the  last  period  on  any  Monday,  you  may  have  heard  singing  in  the  music  room.  This  year  a 
group  of  students  interested  in  singing  and  those  unable  to  he  in  A  Cappella  Choir  have  been  meeting  in  the 
music  room  to  enjoy  a  period  of  music.  Those  who  are  in  chorus  get  one  point  of  credit  for  the  year. 

The  purpose  of  this  organization  is  to  have  fun  singing;  hut  there  is  another  purpose — to  prepare  for 
two  special  programs  to  he  given  during  the  year.  This  year  only  one  performance  will  be  given,  and  that 
will  he  in  May — probably  the  week  before  Memorial  Day.  Mr.  Peck  has  arranged  a  group  of  songs  which 
will  he  enjoyed  both  by  those  singing  as  well  as  those  listening.  The  students  have  enjoyed  chorus  this  year, 
and  many  intend  to  join  for  another  session  next  fall.  Mr.  Peck  hopes  to  see  an  even  larger  group  in  the 
future.  Connie  Chesley  ’44 
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Again  this  year,  in  response  to  Miss  Nichols  call  for  candidates  for  the  team  and  tournaments,  a  large 
group  of  ambitious  young  tennis  hopefuls  has  responded.  The  junior  girls  make  up  the  major  portion  of  the 
tennis  team,  with  the  following  girls  participating:  Beryl  Cook,  Lucille  Gonnam,  Nancy  Perry,  Joyce  Pollitz, 
Marilyn  Monegan,  Agnes  McGrath.  Margaret  O’Keefe,  Constance  Parry,  and  Helen  Poland.  There  are  forty 
girls  going  out  for  the  beginners,  intermediate,  and  advanced  groups.  Competition  should  he  keener  this 
year,  since  the  schedule  includes  a  larger  number  of  high  schools  than  in  the  past.  The  games  planned  are 
as  follows: 

May  12  Concord  at  Reading  May  18  Wakefield  at  Reading  May  25  Melrose  at  Reading 
15  Reading  at  Malden  21  Reading  at  Danvers  28  Reading  at  Arlington 

We  are  confident  that  the  Reading  team  will  make  excellent  showings  in  their  matches. 

Marjorie  Webster 


Girl’s  Basketball 


The  girls’  basketball  season  started  off  with  a  bang  as  the  seniors  beat  Winchester  29  to  9,  the  juniors 
won  18  to  3,  and  the  sophomores  were  triumphant  23  to  15.  The  second  game,  against  Arlington,  was  the 
most  hotly  contested  as  the  seniors  lost  by  the  score  18  to  21,  the  juniors  went  down  19  to  18  in  the  last  mo¬ 
ment  of  play,  and  the  sophomores  were  edged  out  27  to  25.  Melrose  was  completely  victorious  over  Reading, 
the  scores  being  seniors  35  to  14,  juniors  25  to  6,  and  sophomores  24  to  15.  In  the  game  against  Swampscott, 
the  Reading  seniors  won  42  to  14  and  the  juniors  and  sophomores  lost  21  to  9  and  26  to  21  respectively.  As 
Malden  had  a  small  number  out  for  basketball,  there  were  only  two  teams.  After  some  exciting  competition 
the  Reading  first  team  won  21  to  20.  The  Reading  second  team  beat  the  Malden  seconds  22  to  10. 


The  squad  included  Katherine  Maling,  senior  cap¬ 
tain;  Betty  Hoffer,  junior  captain;  Barbara  Fieneman, 
sophomore  captain;  Elinor  Abbott,  Harriette  Camp, 
Beverly  Buckler,  Jennie  Gromyko,  Alma  Towle,  Bea 
Ruderman,  Frances  Wheeler,  Betty  Campbell,  Barbara 
Merritt,  Anne  Barrett,  Althea  Crilley,  Edna  Barmby, 
Gertrude  Doucette,  Patricia  Gray,  Margaret  Ivers,  Nan¬ 
cy  Perry,  Betty  HofTer,  Betty  Hamm,  Jean  McClintock, 
Carolyn  Foster,  Helen  Dahlquist,  Barb  Normine,  Peggy 
Crowell,  Helen  Poland,  Dorothy  Libby,  Betty  Guild, 
Arlene  Surette,  Jean  MacLeod,  Louise  Davis,  Pat  Brad¬ 
ley,  Ruth  Batchelder,  Margaret  O’Keefe,  Margaret  Mc¬ 
Grath,  and  Gail  Packer. 

The  entire  squad  wishes  to  thank  Miss  Nichols 
for  patient  help  and  untiring  assistance. 

Helen  PolaniJ 


Riding  Club 


Can  you  imagine  riding  along  shady  bridlepaths 
such  has  been  the  exxperience  of  the  R.  H.  S.  riding  cli 
which  rode  on  different  days — one  on  Tuesday  and  one 

Thursday  Group 

Elaine  Austin 
Phyllis  Barr 
Virginia  Chute 
Beryl  Cook 
Joanne  Davis 
Doris  Delong 
Patricia  Dow 
Patricia  Gray 
Laura  Hamm 
Patricia  Lane 
Katherine  Maling 
Barbara  Teel 
Jessie  Althoff 
Lucienne  Dube 


under  the  clear  blue  sky  of  a  warm  spring  day?  Well, 
ib.  As  in  the  past  two  years,  two  groups  were  formed 
on  Thursday. 

Tuesday  Group 

Ruth  (  Tess 
Constance  Davis 
Jean  Gleason 
Bette  Ham 
Constance  Parry 
Beverley  Pitman 
Anne  Richmond 
Bea  Ruderman 
Anne  Schaeffer 
Gloria  Shane 
Lorraine  Laughlin 
Eleanor  Williams 

Beverley  Pitman 


Cheerleadin 


Our  cheering  squad  was  graced  with  eight  vivacious  leaders  this  year.  Adorned  in  firemen’s  red  mili¬ 


tary  jackets  with  the  shiney  brass  buttons  and  brief  wavy  skirts,  the  squad  was  lead  superbly  by  Nan  White. 


The  response  from  the  bleachers  was  great  and  R.  H.  S.  was  well  able  to  out-yell  any  opposing  team’s  by¬ 


standers.  As  far  as  cheerleading  goes,  our  season  consisted  of  rallies,  dances,  practice  8th 


periods,  and  of  course  our  usual  backing  up  o  f  the  boys  on  Saturdays.  We’re  leaving  the 


megaphones  to  you,  junior  cheerleaders,  in  hopes  that  you  will  do  next  year’s  football  team 


real  justice! 


Bev  Buckler 


Basketball 


The  Reading  High  Basketball  Team  started  the  season  with  an  altogether  new  team,  with  the  excep¬ 
tion  of  one  letterman,  Bob  Anderson.  Under  the  instruction  of  Coach  Althoff,  however,  the  new  hoys  have 
come  a  long  way.  At  the  end  of  the  season,  this  team,  although  occupying  the  cellar  of  the  league,  was 
feared  by  others  as  much,  if  not  more,  than  teams  of  higher  rating. 

Honor  was  brought  to  Reading  by  Ed  Fitzgerald,  the  sharpshootin  forward.  He  led  the  entire  Mid¬ 
dlesex  League  in  individual  shooting  honors,  and  outdid  all  rivals  by  a  wide  margin. 

The  lettermen  were  made  up  of  six  seniors  and  four  juniors:  Bob  Anderson,  Charles  Collins,  John 
Griffin,  George  Marehetti,  Jim  Robertson,  David  Dow,  Ed  Fitzgerald,  Joe  Pendergast,  Richard  Webster,  and 
Bill  Conron,  Manager. 

The  schedule  for  the  season  was  as  follows: 


January 

9 

Reading 

19 

14 

Reading 

31 

16 

Reading 

22 

at 

Stoneham 

30 

vs 

Alumni 

42 

vs 

Winchester 

33 

January 


21 

Reading 

29 

23 

Reading 

16 

28 

Reading 

54 

30 

Reading 

32 

February 

4 

Reading 

33 

6 

Reading 

31 

11 

Reading 

22 

13 

Reading 

22 

17 

Reading 

23 

20 

Reading 

40 

24 

Reading 

38 

*  League  Games 


vs 

Lexington 

36* 

at 

Belmont 

33* 

vs 

Saugus 

23 

vs 

Wakefield 

49* 

vs 

Woburn 

30* 

vs 

Stoneham 

29* 

vs 

Saugus 

21 

at 

Winchester 

36* 

at 

Lexington 

30* 

vs 

Belmont 

42* 

vs 

Wakefield 

40* 

Dick  Bowser 


Baseball 


With  the  coming  of  April,  baseball  candidates  reported  to  Coach  Radvilas  for  spring  training.  About 
fifty  candidates  appeared  at  the  first  session,  but  the  group  dwindled  to  thirty  who  comprise  the  Varsity  and 
Second  Teams. 

With  the  return  of  only  two  regulars  of  last  year’s  championship  team,  Captain  Ralph  Frotten  and 
George  Fennelly,  the  outlook  was  dismal.  The  development  of  a  whole  new  infield  and  two  out-fielders  was 
the  task  which  confronted  Coach  Radvilas. 

As  to  the  team  versatile  George  Fennelly  is  only  a  junior  but  has  held  the  catcher’s  post  for  the  last 
two  years  and  pitches  at  times.  At  first  base  is  Mike  Stephanian  a  senior.  Jackie  Hegarty  is  our  sterling 
second  baseman.  He  is  a  sure  fielder  and  a  grand  hitter.  Donald  “Busher"  Ahearn  a  sophomore  covers  the 
hot  corner.  In  shortfield  we  find  Joe  Pendergast  a  junior.  Joe  never  played  ball  before  but  in  addition  to 
being  a  good  fielder  he  is  noted  for  his  long  hits.  Switching  to  the  outfield  we  have  Paul  Quinlan  covering 
left  field.  Paul  by  garnering  five  inches  of  new  height  during  the  past  year  has  won  a  spot  on  the  first  team. 
Of  course,  his  fielding  and  batting  helped  no  end.  The  pitching  staff  is  composed  of  three  seniors,  Bob  An¬ 
derson,  A1  Colford,  and  Charlie  Collins.  In  center  field  is  Captain  Ralph  Frotten.  Ralph  is  the  backbone  of 
the  team.  He  has  saved  more  than  one  pitcher  from  ihe  showers  by  a  great  catch  or  a  timely  hit  at  bat. 
When  George  Fennelly  is  pitching  Ralph  does  the  catching.  In  right  field  is  usually  found  Bob  Anderson, 
who  also  pitches.  Penn  Michelini  and  Frannie  Kiley  do  a  fine  job  as  alternates  in  pitching. 

W  ith  Michael  Twomey,  Joe  Dunn,  Bill  Warren  and  a  host  of  others  giving  signs  of  promise,  Coach 
Rad\  ilas  need  not  worry  too  much  about  the  future. 

No  matter  what  the  won  and  lost  columns  may  say,  the  spirit  and  coaching  of  this  year’s  team  will  be 
as  fine  as  Reading  usually  has.  Michael  Stephanian 


Tennis 


Coach  AlthofFs  tennis  team  has  not  as  yet  started  playing  this  year.  However,  under  Captain  Steve 
Callan,  Donald  Pease,  Russ  Pollitz,  Harley  Towle,  Bob  Sanson,  Sherman  Stone,  Dick  Stevens,  Andy  Moores, 
Ralph  Smith,  Les  Hopkins,  Rodney  Rust,  Paul  Leshore,  George  Boyce,  Don  Lydstone,  Boh  Bryant  and  Don 
Webster  have  a  fine  chance  of  making  a  winning  tennis  team,  possibly  a  championship.  Who  knows? 

Despite  the  fact  that  there  are  only  two  seniors  on  the  team  we  have  good  material  and  opportunity 
to  win.  This  is  because  of  their  very  fine  freshmen  who,  without  a  doubt,  will  be  a  great  help  in  winning  the 
games. 

Because  of  the  war,  many  of  the  schools  which  we  have  played  in  past  years,  have  dropped  tennis. 
But,  nevertheless,  Coach  Althoff  has  managed  to  find  three  opponents  for  us  to  play.  These  are  Somerville, 
Wakefield  and  Danvers.  This  is  a  short  schedule,  but  the  team  has  plenty  of  action  and  pep,  and  they  will 
certainly  do  their  best  to  win  these  games. 

Here's  hoping  for  more  competition  next  year. 


Richard  Stevens  ’43 


Golf 


On  Friday,  April  11,  the  candidates  for  Reading  High's  golf  team  took  their  clubs  out  of  the  moth 
halls  and,  under  the  guidance  of  Coach  Althoff,  met  at  Meadow  Brook  Golf  Club.  Here  they  had  their  first 
lesson  from  the  “pro  ,  Clark  Morrow. 

Monday,  April  27,  Reading  journeyed  to  Sagamore  Golf  Club  and  played  its  first  match  with  Mal¬ 
den.  Reading  emerged  from  this  victorious,  7-2!  The  following  Thursday,  Reading  was  host  to  Wakefield 
at  Meadow  Brook  where  they  suffered  defeat  by  the  score  of  1-8.  Remaining  on  the  schedule  are  eight 
matches.  These  are  to  be  played  with  Malden,  Wakefield,  Melrose,  Stoneham  and  Saugus. 

The  personnel  of  the  team  consists  of  “Bill  "  Lander,  “Pinky’  Higgins,  “Jimmy”  Doran,  “Bob”  Lan¬ 
der,  Edward  Koptuck,  Robert  Laetsch,  “Skip”  Domin,  "Ken  Bushway,  “Bill’  Bowers,  and  Robert  Cooper. 
These  members  all  wish  to  extend  their  appreciation  to  the  Greens’  Committee  at  Meadow  Brook  for  the  use 
of  its  fine  course. 


Ken  Bushway  ’43 


Senior 


Activities 


Senior  Play 

Mrs.  Wiens  was  once 
more  at  R.  H.  S.  this  year 
to  devote  her  unswerving 
efforts  to  the  successful 
direction  and  production 
of  our  senior  play,  Booth 
Tarkington’s  “Clarence.” 

The  plot,  which  unfolds 
shortly  following  the  last 
world  war,  is  woven 
about  the  rather  gentle, 
returning  soldier,  Clar¬ 
ence,  (Marshall  Davis)  whose  harmless  attempts  to  secure  a  position  at  the  irascible  Mr.  Wheeler's  (Kenneth 
Brown)  New  York  office  implicate  him  in  the  chaotic  trials  and  tribulations  of  the  remarkable  Wheeler 
household.  Mrs.  Martyn,  (Marion  Langiell )  as  private  secretary  to  Mr.  Wheeler  is  faced  with  almost  insurmount¬ 
able  problems.  In  addition  to  being  the  indispensable  handy  man,  Clarence  soon  becomes  the  pet  and  confidante 
of  the  petulant  second  Mrs.  Wheeler,  (Winnie  Poland)  the  revered  mediator  in  the  constant  feud  of  the  amusing 
Wheeler  children,  Bobby  (Russell  Coombs)  and  Cora  (Betty  Campbell),  the  stumbling  block  in  the  persistent  ad¬ 
vances  of  the  wolfish  Mr.  Stem  (Robert  Bingham)  towards  the  lovely  governess.  Miss  Pinney  (Barbara  Teel)  and. 
lastly  the  helpless  third  party  in  an  eternal  triangle  involving  the  domestics,  Della  (Mary  Puzick)  and  Dinwiddie 
(Joe  Anderson).  However,  under  the  guiding  influence  of  the  clever  entomologist,  Clarence,  all  the  perplexing 
complications  are  eventually  rectified  and  Clarence  walks  off  with  Miss  Pinney  as  his  bride. 

Backstage  everything  transpired  smoothly  both  during  the  afternoon  performance  for  the  Junior  High  and 
throughout  the  final  presentation  at  Shepardson  Hall  on  that  memorable  Friday,  March  20th.  Opening  night,  how¬ 
ever,  between  acts  two  and  three,  there  was  slight  confusion  in  the  men’s  dressing  room,  when  it  was  suddenly  dis¬ 
covered  that  Russ  Coomb’s  trousers  had  been  mislaid  but  Bob  Merrill,  Don  Baisley.  Charlie  Spear,  and  Andy 
Moores  feverishly  combed  the  premises,  recovering  the  vital  garment  before  Russ  went  thoroughly  insane. 

Thanks  are  due  Mr.  Kibbee  for  his  excellent  backdrops  and  suggestions,  and  to  Mr.  Peck  and  the  Band  for 
their  fine  music. 

Oh  yes.  I  nearly  overlooked  our  great  backstage  crew,  especially  the  lads  with  the  fleet  of  trucks.  Boundless 
credit  for  the  brilliant  musical  effects  goes  to  that  resourceful  stage  manager,  A1  Gianascol.  Mike  Stephanian  was 
his  capable  assistant  while  Wally  Bailey  and  Thornton  Struss  were  knights  of  the  lights.  The  venture,  of  course, 
was  supported  by  a  host  of  enterprising  auxiliary  committees  composed  of  the  following: 

Costumes — Elinor  Abbott,  Nancy  White,  Katherine  Maling,  Dorothy  Doherty,  Donald  Baisley,  Andy  Moores, 
Ralph  Herrick  and  Stanley  Hrynowsky. 

Properties — Walter  Schofield,  Robert  Merrill,  Robert  Anderson,  Charles  Spear,  Martin  Shapiro,  Ann  Rich¬ 
mond,  Barbara  Davis  and  Lucille  Gonnam. 

Tickets — Harrietle  Camp,  Alice  Robinson,  Lorraine  Fox,  Marcia  Wentworth  and  Beverly  Buckler. 

Publicity — Nancy  Holcomb,  Eleanor  Williams.  Phyllis  Springford,  Harold  Rogers,  George  Marchetti,  Bar¬ 
bara  Glover  and  Virginia  Ward. 

Ushers — Ralph  Gibson,  Richard  Bowser,  Donald  Plouff,  Stephen  Callan,  Joseph  Merrill,  Wesley  Ryan, 
Francis  Aglio,  Howard  Bates  and  Lawrence  Shaw. 

Candy — Jean  Dodge,  Evelyn  Greenleaf,  Dorothy  Beasley,  Natalie  Cutcliffe,  Patricia  Lane,  Elizabeth  Boyd, 
Barbara  Bailey  and  Priscilla  Davis. 

Programs — Jennie  Gromyko,  Bernice  Bridge,  Barbara  King,  Helen  Batchelder,  Anne  Schaeffer,  Viola  Arsen¬ 
ault,  Dorothy  Arnold  and  Agnes  Meuse. 

Junior  High  Performance — Marcella  Hayes,  Emily  Hanley  and  John  Griffin. 

And  that  completes  the  story  on  one  of  the  banner  events  of  our  senior  year,  the  real  glory  for  which  be¬ 
longs  to  M  rs.  Wiens  who  made  us  what  we  were. 


Kenneth  Brown 


Class  Elections 


TITLE 

GIRL 

BOY 

Most  Popular 

Nancy  White 

Ralph  Herrick 

Best  Dressed 

Martha  Spaulding 

Stanley  Hrynowsky 

Cutest 

Beverly  Buckler 

Walter  Stark 

Best  Athlete 

Katherine  Maling 

Robert  Anderson 

Best  Dancer 

Bette  Ellis 

William  Conron 

Most  Personality 

Nancy  White 

Alfred  Gianascol 

Most  Ambitious 

Winnifred  Poland 

Robert  Crosby 

Wittiest 

Nancy  Holcomb 

Marshall  Davis 

Class  Clown 

Nancy  Holcomb 

Charles  Spear 

Teacher’s  Bane 

Martha  Spaulding 

Charles  Spear 

Teacher’s  Delight 

Marguerite  Marstaller 

Marshall  Davis 

Most  Likely  to  Succeed 

Winnifred  Poland 

Robert  Crosby 

Best  Natured 

Marion  Langiell 

Robert  Crosby 

Most  Serious 

Marguerite  Marstaller 

David  Littlefield 

Class  Giggler 

Nancy  White 

Harry  Irons 

Most  Flirtatious 

Winnifred  Poland 

Russell  Coombs 

Most  Sophisticated 

Dorothy  Beasley 

James  Robertson 

Class  Couple 

Elizabeth  Burpee 

John  Crooker 

Most  Scholarly 

Marguerite  Marstaller 

David  Littlefield 

Heartbreaker 

Beverly  Buckler 

Stephen  Callan 

Most  Vivacious 

Nancy  White 

Walter  Stark 

Neatest 

Beverly  Pitman 

Stanley  Hrynowsky 

Most  Cheerful 

Marion  Langiell 

Charles  Spear 

Most  Dignified 

Dorothy  Beasley 

Kenneth  Brown 

Most  Courteous 

Beverly  Buckler 

Robert  Crosby 

Best  Sport 

Katherine  Maling 

Joseph  Merrill 

Class  Actor  (Actress) 

Winnifred  Poland 

Marshall  Davis 

Ideal  K.  H.  S.  Student 

Elinor  Abbott 

Joseph  Anderson 

Class  Artist 

Barbara  Teel 

Harold  Rogers 

Class  Baby 

Ann  Richmond 

Robert  Saunders 

Class  Worker 

Elinor  Abbott 

Marshall  Davis 

Best  Leader 

Winnifred  Poland 

Ralph  Herrick 

Chatterbox  i 

Anne  Schaeffer 

Charles  Spear 

Scatterbrain  *- 

Martha  Spaulding 

Charles  Spear 

Junior  Boy  and  Girl 

Bette  Hamm 

Donald  Clapperton 

Dorothy  Fienemann 
Marion  Langiell 
David  Littlefield 


Class  W  ill 


We,  the  highly  esteemed  class  of  42,  more  than 
mindful  of  the  fact  that  we  are  rapidly  approaching  the 
end,  wish  to  leave  these  last  few'  possessions  to  those 
worthy  of  their  ownership: 

We  bequeath: 

1.  To  Miss  Ziminermann  Nancy  Holcomb’s  white 
mice.  May  the  air  “up  country”  prove  more  wholesome 
than  that  here  in  the  city. 

2.  To  Russ  Coombs  this  slightly  undersized  pair 
of  trousers  that  he  may  never  again  come  so  close  to 
catastrophe  as  he  did  at  the  dress  rehearsal  of  “Clar- 
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ence. 

3.  To  Mr.  Fitzgerald  this  guide  to  ski  resorts — 
need  we  give  a  reason? 

4.  To  our  sophisticated  Winnie  Poland,  otherwise 
known  as  “Queenie  La  Flame,”  the  bubble  that  she  may 
always  have  a  source  of  income. 

5.  To  “Hugger’’  Stark  honorary  membership  in 
the  W.  C.  T.  U.  This  is  an  honor  bestowed  on  very  few 
of  our  colleagues. 

6.  The  class  of  ’42  leaves  the  class  of  ’43 — alone! 

7.  To  Martha  Spaulding  this  cook  book — guaran¬ 
teed  to  bring  favorable  results.  Undoubtedly  she  and 
Russ  will  find  a  worthwhile  use  for  it  in  years  to  come. 

8.  To  Dorothy  Beasley  a  map  of  New  York  City— 
may  it  comfort  her  when  the  going  in  the  Bay  State  gels 
tough. 

9.  For  future  classes  we  have  arranged  to  have  an 
automatic  red  light  installed  in  each  room  that  they  may 
know  when  the  two  way  system  is  in  action. 

10.  To  Nancy  Holcomb  this  flute  that  she  may 
some  day  realize  her  life’s  ambition — namely,  to  be  first 
flutist  with  a  symphonic  orchestra. 

11.  To  our  cherub  Charlie  Spear  this  curling  iron. 
Straight  hair  in  Charlie’s  case  would  be  cataclysmic. 
Long  may  it  curl — Charlie! 

12.  To  our  tres  fickle  Bruce  Putnam  we  leave  the 
sophomore  girls  and  to  playboy  Ralph  Gibson  the  junior 
girls. 

13.  To  Miss  Tisdale  this  long,  black  whip,  that 
she  may  crack  it  around  the  ears  of  our  many  inatten¬ 
tive  students. 

14.  To  Nancy  White,  our  head  cheer  leader  we 
leave  this  package  of  vitamin  pills  in  hopes  that  they 
will  help  you  regain  some  of  the  vitality  you  so  nobly 
donated  at  the  fall  games.  Please  share  it  with  that  bevy 
(get  it?)  of  beauties  who  aided  you. 

15.  On  Bob  Merrill  we  bestow  this  special  priority- 
on  bowr  ties  that  his  colorful  supply  may  never  be  ex¬ 
hausted. 

16.  To  our  jovial  friend  and  teacher,  “Pop” 
Wheeler,  we  offer  this  set  of  tires  so  that  he  may  keep 
on  bringing  the  kids  to  school. 

17.  To  football  Captain  Joe  Merrill  w-e  leave  this 
biography  of  Demosthenes,  the  famed  Greek  orator.  We 
hope  you  11  profit  by  the  example. 

18.  To  Charlie  Cummings  this  single  rose.  You, 


Charlie,  are  the  only  regular  enrollee  at  this  institution 
of  learning  who  has  been  cheerful  each  and  every  day. 

19.  To  that  great  Spanish  athlete  Andy  Moores 
we  leave  this  little  China  bull  that  he  may  more  easil\ 
throw  it. 

20.  To  “Hap”  Holmes  we  give  this  package  of 
“Wings”  with  which  to  pursue  his  aeronautical  ambi¬ 
tions. 

21.  To  Jean  Dodge  we  leave  this  grid  ( -le )  iron 
to  remind  her  constantly  of  her  paramount  obsession, 
football. 

22.  To  Miss  Reed  we  leave  this  four-leaf  clover. 
May  it  bring  you  all  the  luck  you  are  so  deserving  of. 

23.  To  Miss  Ernst  and  Miss  Simone  this  credit 
slip  for  the  first  payment  on  a  perfectly  stunning,  guar- 
anteed-never-to-fail  S.  S.  Kresge  can  opener. 

24.  To  Mr.  Sussmann  we  leave  this  two  months’ 
scholarship  to  Arthur  Murray’s  School  of  the  Dance  so 
that  he  may  pass  on  to  the  faculty  the  new  steps  since 
the  conga. 

25.  To  Bea  Ruderman  we  leave  a  waterglass  an 
essential  part  of  the  equipment  of  all  eminent  lecturers. 

26.  To  Glo  Shane  this  paint,  not  the  type  that  most 
girls  would  be  given  because  it  is  very  obvious  that 
mother  nature  has  taken  care  of  that,  but  a  reminder 
that  we  are  looking  forward  to  seeing  more  of  her  illus¬ 
trations  as  fine  as  the  December  cover  of  our  Pioneer. 

27.  To  Barb  Davis  we  leave  this  one-way  ticket  to 
New-  York  for  we  know  when  the  editor  of  MADEMOI¬ 
SELLE  has  interviewed  Barb  and  viewed  her  literary 
accomplishments,  she’ll  never  be  allowed  to  return  to 
Reading. 

28.  For  Mr.  Dixon — we  have  thought  of  nothing 
worthy  of  you.  We  can  only  say  our  most  enjoyable 
and  lucrative  periods  have  been  those  in  Room  2. 

29.  To  Anne  Schaeffer  we  leave  this  pug-nosed 
pekinese — on  certain  conditions: 

1.  That  you  won’t  dissect  him  when  you  get 
to  college. 

2.  That  you  won’t  give  him  a  blue  rinse. 

30.  To  Marion  Langiell  we  leave  these  bobby  pins 
(they  were  about  to  be  melted  down  into  a  jeep).  Please, 
Mrs.  Martyn,  always  wear  your  hair  in  the  up-do  it  was 
so  cute. 

31.  To  Bette  Ellis,  for  your  invaluable  assistance 
in  promoting  the  Pioneer,  this  blank  check  upon  which 
we  would  like  to  write  a  large  number  but  until  the 
Pioneer  becomes  a  paying  proposition  you  will  have  to 
accept  our  verbal  thanks. 

32.  To  Mr.  Kibbe  we  leave  this  current  Petty  Cal¬ 
endar  to  replace  those  models  who  will  soon  leave  the 
third  floor  workshop. 

33.  To  the  composers  of  this  gem,  we  three  wits, 
we  leave  a  cell  where  we  may  spend  the  rest  of  our  years 
for  not  being  able  to  meet  payments  on  these  objects. 

Bea  Ruderman 
Charlie  Spear 
Kenneth  Brown 


(Mass 


Prophecy 


PART  i 

It  was  a  bright  sunny  afternoon,  that  day  of  June 
11,  1999.  Captain  Herrick,  proprietor  of  the  majestic 
Houseboat  K.  H.  S.  was  idly  smoking  his  pipe  on  Lop 
deck  when  he  heard  a  shrill  whistle  on  the  opposite  shore 
of  the  River  Styx.  This,  of  course,  meant  that  there 
were  prospective  passengers  who  had  been  accepted  into 
Hades  and  were  now  awaiting  transportation  across  the 
River  Styx.  Alter  shouting  an  order  of  ‘'All  hands  on 
deck  ’,  Captain  tlerrick  rushed  to  the  steering  wheel  and 
prepared  to  take  over.  In  no  time  at  all  the  Houseboat 
had  crossed  the  river  and  was  patiently  waiting  at 
Lai  tit's  Harbor  to  lake  on  its  new  passengers.  Captain 
Herrick  stood  anxiously  at  the  top,  waiting  to  accept 
their  souls  as  payment  for  their  journey  across.  And 
who  should  he  first  in  line  but  Joe  Merrill.  Esq.,  retired 
business  manager  ot  Consolidated  Tooth  Pick  Works. 
Herrick’s  next  surprise  was  to  see  Charles  Carroll  come 
sauntering  up,  followed  by  a  whole  crowd  of  giggling 
females,  "‘bay,’'  shouted  the  Captain,  "What  was  your 
racket,  Carroll? 

“Oh,  I  was  a  Sultan  in  India,  Captain,  meet  my 
Harem,  Bernice  Bridge,  Ruth  Crowell,  Joan  Ceasar  and 
Virginia  Chute.  Remember  them,  not  bad,  eh  what?” 

The  mob  finally  past,  the  Captain  turned  and  lo  and 
behold!  there  was  John  Carney,  old  and  gray,  with 
whiskers  to  his  feet.  When  asked  by  the  Captain  why 
he  had  aged  so,  he  explained  that  his  position  as  janitor 
of  Meanie’s  Morgue  had  driven  him  to  this  condition  and 
finally  he  had  committed  suicide.  Tough  luck,  old  man! 
Suddenly  there  was  a  terrific  splash.  Someone  had  fallen 
overboard.  In  jumped  three  of  the  Houseboat’s  able 
bodied  crew1,  1st  mate  Robert  Cail,  2nd  mate  Don  Bais- 
ley  and  ship’s  cook,  Hank  Carder.  They  fished  out  the 
unfortunate  victim  and  who  should  it  be  but  Marguerite 
Marstaller.  She  had  been  telling  the  people  behind  her 
of  her  harrowing  experience  of  being  eaten  by  cannibals 
(thus  sadly  ending  her  life  as  a  missionary  in  Africa) 
and  she  had  walked  right  off  the  gangplank.  And  10 
whom  had  she  been  talking  but  Helen  Batchelder  and 
Viola  Arsenault,  two  former  Ballet  queens  of  the  Paris 
Stage.  Bringing  up  the  rear  was  Dick  Beaumont,  famous 
catcher  of  the  Chicago  Big  Wigs,  who  had  been  hit  by 
a  baseball  and  thus  was  no  more — at  least  on  earth.  He 
was  running  pell  mell  to  keep  from  getting  hit  by  that 
wild  man  of  the  auto  races,  Dick  Bowser,  who  wishing 
to  bring  his  car  to  Hades,  was  driving  it  up  the  gang¬ 
plank.  "Hey,  yelled  Captain  Herrick,  “This  is  no 
terry  get  that  crate  off  there! 

Bowser,  seeing  it  was  no  use.  climbed  out,  opened 
the  rumble  seat  and  out  popped  Howie  Bates,  George 
Black,  Bob  Merrill  and  David  Crane,  that  famous  Bar¬ 
bershop  Quartet,  all  of  whom  had  died  of  German 


measles.  “Guess  it  s  no  use  fellas,"  grumbled  Bowser. 
You’ll  have  to  pay  your  fare  after  all. 

Everyone  now  on  board,  the  Houseboat  shifted  its 
course  and  headed  back  to  Hades.  Upon  arriving  at 
Hades  Harbor,  the  new  arrivals  were  greeted  by  cheers 
and  yells  and  a  band,  led  by  Frances  Aglio  Drake,  be¬ 
gan  to  play  “Mama’s  in  de  Cold  Cold  Ground  '.  1  he 

reception  committee  consisting  of  Stevie  Callan,  Natalie 
Coker  and  Natalie  Cutcliffe,  all  famous  Hollywood  stars 
who  had  been  accidently  machine  gunned  in  a  war  pic¬ 
ture,  came  forth  and  escorted  the  new-comers  to  the 
Town  Hall,  where  a  banquet  was  to  be  held  in  honor  of 
the  new  citizens.  Once  they  had  been  seated  at  the  table, 
the  guests  were  able  to  gaze  around  a  bit.  Here  and 
there  ihey  distinguished  familiar  faces:  John  Crooker, 
former  mayor  of  New  York  City  who,  they  recalled  had 
ueen  murdered  by  one  of  his  own  henchmen,  Wallace 
Bailey,  in  1992;  Libby  Burpee,  his  lovely  secretary,  who 
had  committed  suicide  soon  after;  Bob  Crosby,  that 
famous  tight  rope  walker  who  was  over  exhilerated  while 
rope-walking  once  and- — well  there  he  was;  next  to  Bob 
was  an  old  friend  Dick  Brooks,  former  Fire  Chief  of 
Reading  who  had,  in  1938,  died  of  an  incurable  case  of 
hay  fever. 

That  face  there  looks  familiar — why  it’s  Bill  Con- 
ion,  once  big-time  agent  for  Arthur  Murray  who  had 
danced  himself  to  death;  and  there,  too,  were  Priscilla 
Davis,  Barbara  Bailey  and  Elizabeth  Boyd,  those  three 
fearless  women  pilots  in  the  U.  S.  Air  Corps  who,  in 
1966,  had  flown  off  the  Earth  and  landed  accidentally 
in  Hades,  where  they  have  been  ever  since.  After  recog¬ 
nizing  so  many  old  friends,  the  guests  were  now  able  to 
enjoy  their  meal,  which  was  served  by  Elinor  Abbott  and 
Dorothy  Beasley,  who  had  married  into  wealthy  English 
homes,  had  hated  life,  and,  after  death,  both  resolved 
to  return  to  the  simple  way  of  doing  things.  The  cook 
of  this  marvelous  meal  later  made  an  appearance  and 
who  was  it  but  Rudy  De  Rosa  who,  in  life,  had  done  so 
well  running  the  “Eat,  Drink  and  Pay  When  Served," 
that  he  was  made  official  banquet  cook  in  Hades.  The 
banquet  now  over,  Beverly  Pitman,  one-time  opera  singer 
for  the  Zoot  Suit  Opera  Company,  led  the  audience  in 
two  verses  of  the  National  anthem  “Satan  Takes  a  Holi¬ 
day”.  The  guests  were  then  invited  by  those  co-proprie¬ 
tors  of  the  “Yellow  Outpost  ”,  Eddie  Noonan  and  Clar¬ 
ence  Arsenault,  (two  carefree  fellows  on  Earth  but  now 
in  Hades,  running  a  very  successful  “Joint”)  to  attend 
an  evening  of  dancing  at  their  place.  Before  they  could 
receive  any  answers,  Bob  Anderson,  famous  Olympic 
runner  who  had  finally  run  out  of  breath,  came  rushing 
over  to  insist  that  they  attend  the  premiere  of  the  “Re¬ 
turn  of  Clarence”,  that  sparkling  hit  (revived  after  all 
these  years)  which  was  to  be  held  that  very  evening  on 
the  Houseboat. 


Nancy  Holcomb 


PART  II 


Later  that  evening  the  suggestion  was  carried  out. 
Captain  Herrick  stood  at  the  top  of  the  gangplank  and 
viewed  the  oncoming  procession.  In  a  happy  twosome 
were  Pat  Lane  and  katy  Maling,  who  had,  in  the  1940’s 
together  run  A  Home  to  Build  up  Aged  Bones  and,  when 
it  folded  up  in  1951,  both  girls  folded  up  with  it.  They 
were  followed  by  Jimmie  Robertson,  Public  Enemy  No. 
1  in  Boston  until  1993,  when  he  turned  over  a  new  leaf 
and  the  sudden  changed  killed  him.  He  was  carrying  on 
an  ardent  conversation  with  Don  Plouff,  former  owner 
of  Japanese  Coffin  Company  who  got  locked  in  one  of 
his  coffins  once  and  never  did  get  out.  Chatting  about 
the  possible  success  of  the  play  were  several  eminent 
dramatic  critics,  David  Littlefield,  Bob  Perry,  Mary 
Menchions,  and  Phyllis  Gormlie,  each  of  whom  had 
carried  his  profession  from  this  world  to  the  next.  Re¬ 
porter  Frannie  Wheeler  came  sneaking  along  behind 
them  trying  to  pick  up  some  material  for  her  daily  col¬ 
umn  “Snooping  Susie  ’.  Behind  her  came  a  representa¬ 
tive  body  of  that  exclusive  men’s  club  of  New  York  City. 
W.  W.  T.  B.  A.,  George  Marchetti,  Tom  Ratchford,  Wal¬ 
ter  O’Connell  and  John  Mentus  (W.  W.  T.  B.  A.  means, 
by  the  way,  “We  Want  To  Be  Alone’’ — but  that’s  not 
saying  with  whom.) 

Suddenly  Captain  Herrick  heard  a  commotion  on 
the  roof  of  the  Houseboat.  Glancing  up  he  saw  Maurice 
Proctor  and  Russ  Ralston  (you  remember  those  two 
dashing  playboys  of  the  1950’s)  frantically  signalling  to 
Bruce  Putnam,  original  owner  of  the  Stop  and  Slop  Res¬ 
taurant  who  had  been  pushed  overboard  by  Roland  Dew- 
hurst,  a  former  swimming  teacher  at  Vassar.  Everyone 
was  trying  to  instruct  the  victim  as  to  how  to  get  back 
on  board.  Once  sure  that  all  was  under  control,  Captain 
Herrick  again  turned  his  attention  to  the  oncoming 
crowd.  He  next  recognized  Flo  Pierce  and  Ann  Rich¬ 
mond,  fashion  stylists,  whose  modernistic  hats  had 
finally  caught  up  with  them.  Close  behind  them  came 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Eddie  Mclntire  with  their  nine  children 
trailing  along.  And  who  was  that  running  up  the  gang¬ 
plank  as  the  Captain  was  about  to  raise  it?  Only  Charlie 
Collins;  late,  as  usual. 

Inside  Andy  Moores  stood  solemnly  collecting  tick¬ 
ets,  of  course  a  fitting  job  since  his  days  as  ticket  col¬ 
lector  at  the  Old  Coward,  and  beside  him  was  Barb 
Merritt,  one-time  feature  bubble  dancer,  happily  munch¬ 
ing  pop-corn.  Flitting  gayly  about,  were  program  girls 
Priscilla  Proctor,  Ruth  McMenamin,  Evelyn  Peters, 
Christine  Meuse  and  Sarah  Fennelly. 

Seated  in  the  audience  were  Siegfried  Pfeiffer  and 
Joyce  Pollitz,  two  more  products  of  Zoot  Suit  opera  who 
were  blocking  their  ears  upon  hearing  that  hot  music  of 
A1  Gianascol’s  Hepcat  Band  (revived  after  the  old  days  ) 
with  Gordon  Mills,  world  famous  tuba  player  at  the 
tuba,  naturally,  and  Warren  Martin,  Gene  Krupa’s  pro¬ 
tege  at  the  drums,  “Snug”  Shaw  on  the  alto  sax,  Butch 
Sletterink  and  Bud  Sherman  on  the  clarinets,  Alice  Rob¬ 
inson,  that  famed  founder  of  “Reet  Beat”  piano  style, 
playing  the  “ivories”.  Feature  singer  Elsie  Lindquist 
and  Mary  McNeil,  her  rival,  exchanged  dagger-like 
looks.  As  the  last  chord  of  Moonlight  Gin  Fizz  resound¬ 


ed  through  the  theatre,  the  curtain  went  up  on  Act  I  of 
that  exciting  drama  “The  Return  of  Clarence". 

The  newcomers  to  Hades  were  pleased  to  see  that 
the  old  cast  of  “Clarence”  still  remained — Marshall 
Davis  and  his  leading  lady,  Barb  Teel,  Marion  Langiell, 
Betty  Campbell,  Winnie  Poland,  Mary  Puzick,  Kenny 
Brown,  Russ  Coombs,  Joe  Anderson,  and  Bob  Bingham. 
Between  acts  candy  was  distributed  by  Agnes  Meuse, 
Juanita  Lewis,  Eloise  Nichols  and  Dorothy  Arnold. 

As  the  curtain  went  down  on  the  fourth  and  last  act 
of  this  smashing  hit,  the  applause  from  a  much  pleased 
audience  sounded  through  the  Houseboat.  From  the 
remarks  which  Captain  Herrick  heard  as  the  crowd  filed 
out,  the  play  had  certainly  been  a  great  success. 

Beverly  Winn 

PART  III 

The  next  day,  Captain  Herrick  anchored  his  boat 
at  the  Harbor  of  Harbor,  long  before  the  sun  had  rise  i. 
He  was  to  lake  some  of  the  new  inhabitants  of  Hades  on 
an  “around-the-island"  cruise.  The  first  passengers  were 
Paul  Johnson,  an  embalmer,  and  his  helper  Robert 
Laetsch  whom  Paul  had  embalmed  by  mistake  when  his 
fiancee,  Marcella  Hayes  had  shown  him  a  Ju  Jitzi  Trick 
and  knocked  him  out  by  mistake.  Kenny  Gray,  John 
Griffin,  and  Wilbur  Doucette,  joint  partners  in  a  beer 
parlor,  were  welcomed  next.  Their  bartender,  William 
Hudson,  had  thought  up  that  witty  ditty  which  had  be¬ 
come  the  barroom  slogan — -“Walk  out  before  you  Pass 
out”. 

Who  should  the  next  passengers  be  but  Lorraine 
Fox,  Evelyn  Greenleaf,  Bette  Ellis,  and  Martha  Spauld¬ 
ing  of  that  famous  play  by  Henry  Jacques  “A  Strip  to 
Boston."  They  were  followed  by  Harry  Irons  and 
Thomas  Hubbard,  managers  of  the  Scollay  Square  Opera 
House  (The  play  had  last  been  held  there),  who,  in  turn 
had  been  driven  to  the  Devil  by  Ruth  Kimball. 

Captain  Herrick  was  much  surprised  to  see  Barb 
Glover  and  Connie  Ham,  the  two  most  photographed 
women  in  Siberia,  who  were  now  honorary  members  of 
the  Hades  Health  Club.  Irene  Keefe  and  Gloria  King, 
their  traveling  companions,  were  also  coming  aboard. 

Next  came  Marcia  Wentworth  and  Eleanor  Will¬ 
iams,  two  comediennes  who  had  died  laughing  at  their 
own  jokes.  “Happy”  Holmes,  World  War  II  flying  ace 
who  never  came  back,  had  to  be  talked  out  of  flying  over 
the  island  in  the  plane  which  he  had  designed  himself 
and  which  he  had  built  in  his  factory  by  John  Hegarty 
and  Walter  Gallant,  the  best  in  the  business.  Happy’s 
secretary,  Emily  Hanley,  finally  convinced  him  that  he 
should  go  by  boat  instead — she  didn’t  want  to  be  the 
“girl  he  left  behind.” 

Captain  Herrick  raised  the  gangplank  and  they 
started  on  their  sight-seeing  tour.  Being  curious,  Paul 
Morrice  and  Nat  Pestana,  a  pair  of  trapeze  artists  who 
hadn’t  connected  once  (that  was  enough),  asked  Captain 
Herrick  what  he  had  done  to  become  what  he  was  now. 
He  replied  that  Nanc\  Holcomb,  Ralph  Gibson  and  him¬ 
self  had  formed  a  monopoly  on  bassoons.  Lucy  Gon- 


nam,  who  played  duets  (two  bassoons  at  once — yes,  it 
was  different  to  say  the  least)  had  to  leave  the  country 
with  Barbara  King,  her  secretary,  A1  Colford,  her  press 
agent,  and  Loretta  Levasseur,  her  business  manager,  for 
protection.  I  hey  later  learned  that  no  one  wanted  bas¬ 
soons  and  that  the  government  of  Guatemala  objected 
to  their  using  tin  for  such  a  thing.  When  asked  to  re¬ 
linquish  their  suppl)  of  tin,  they  utterly  refused.  Stanley 
Hrynowsky,  of  the  Guatemala  1.  B.  F.,  finally  caught  up 
with  them.  Gibson  shot  him,  and  because  of  this  the 
entire  company  was  hanged, — that  intricate  tale  all  sums 
up  to  how  Captain  Herrick,  along  with  many  others  got 
to  Hades. 

Hattie  Camp  came  tripping  up  and  with  an  English 
accent  (she  finally  achieved  her  ambition  of  going  to 
England  but  had  been  killed  while  on  air  raid  duty) 
asked  if  she  mig  ht  j  oin.  Bev  Buckler,  sweetheart  of  the 
Navy,  Army  and  Marines,  and  Barb  Davis,  the  famous 
authoress  of  “How  Green  Was  My  Alley’"  in  a  game  of 
shuffle-board  were  all  deeply  absorbed  in  the  game  when 
Statia  Hoffer  and  Claire  Johnson,  wives  of  millionaires, 
strolled  up  and  told  them  that  they  had  taken  their  hus¬ 
bands’  millions  and  gone  to  see  if  what  they  said  about 
Hades  was  true.  They  found  it  quite  interesting,  but 
they  missed  their  husbands.  Ralph  Frotten  star  pitcher 
of  the  “Chicken  Hearted  Nine" — baseball  team,  who  had 
been  killed  when  hit  by  a  line  drive,  was  playing  catch 
with  Arthur  Foster,  a  farmer  married  to  Jennie  Gromyko 
(both  had  died  of  starvation — evidently  Arthur’s  spring 
crop  wasn’t  very  successful). 

r;v 

The  smell  of  food  greeted  their  nostrils  and  they 
knew  it  was  close  to  dinner  time.  Katie  Griffin  sat  down 
at  the  table  beside  Mary  Higgins,  her  assistant.  Katie 
was  a  gym  teacher  specializing  in  wrestling.  Mary  took 
care  of  all  papers  and  law  suits  concerning  broken  arms 
and  legs.  Jean  Dodge  and  Laura  Hamm  sat  down  near¬ 
by.  These  two  were  well-known  for  their  radio  talks  on 
beauty  and  the  care  of  clothes.  They  were  sponsored 
by  Dot  Doherty  and  Dot  Fienemann,  joint  owners  of 
Sloppy’s  Salve  good  for  the  face,  tired  feet,  and  with 
lettuce.  After  the  delicious  meal  was  finished,  the  boat 
returned  to  Harbor  Harbor.  There  the  captain  left  his 
charges.  His  duties  were  not  quite  completed. 

Beverly  Winn 

PART  IV 

As  the  weary  Captain  Herrick  returned  toward  the 
Earth's  Harbor  for  the  last  cargo  of  shady  shades  a  sweet 
song  wafted  to  his  ears  and  peering  over  the  misty 
waters  he  recognized  the  vocalist  as  being  Gertrude 
Thieme,  the  songstress  of  “The  Lair”,  that  exclusive  dive 
managed  by  Cliff  Toussaint  and  Bob  Saunders.  Upon 
drawing  closer  to  the  shore  the  captain’s  sore  eyes  were 
greeted  by  the  chorus  of  “The  Lair"  which  included 
Edythe  Stanley,  Bette  Walker,  Virginia  Ward,  and  Mar¬ 
jorie  Webster.  Leading  this  array  of  pulchritude  was 
Beverly  Winn,  the  brilliant  protege  of  Hans  W  iener. 

Suddenly  this  tranquil  scene  was  interrupted  by  the 
sound  of  a  heated  argument.  Out  of  the  shadows  came 


Roy  Sherrod,  the  noted  mechanic  of  V  alter  Stark,  “King 
of  the  Speedway.  Roy  was  denying  Hugger's  accusa¬ 
tion  that  the  crash,  in  which  Hugger  died,  was  caused 
by  a  mechanical  imperfection. 

Following  them  strolled  Ann  Schaeffer,  mistress  of 
the  “Kiddies  Kindergarten  ,  arm  in  arm  with  Charlie 
Spear,  president  of  the  “Crumby  Chewing  Gum  Co.”  At 
last  Ann  has  found  an  inexhaustible  supply  of  gum.  The 
crew  then  made  the  boat  fast  to  the  pier  and  lowered  the 
gangplank.  Surveying  the  boat  and  its  equipment  with 
a  critical  eye  was  the  American  Scientific  Board  of  Ex¬ 
ploration.  This  distinguished  group  was  composed  of 
Phyllis  Springford,  Gloria  Shane,  Martin  Shapiro,  Har¬ 
old  Rogers  and  Kenneth  Sawyer.  Off  in  the  distance 
could  be  seen  the  manly  figure  of  Leonard  Rose  that 
brilliant  concert  baritone  soloist  followed  by  his  admir¬ 
ers,  the  leading  debutantes  of  New  York:  Alma  Towle, 
Jean  Sullivan  and  Louise  Sias. 

Escorted  by  Walter  Schofield,  a  prominent  booker 
of  orchestras,  came  Bea  Ruderman  the  only  woman  who 
had  become  editor  of  “The  Up  Beal  the  magazine  for 
"Kilties’  (just  vocab  for  feminine  “Cats”).  Next  on 
board  was  Bolic  Schultz,  the  Dr.  Christian  of  1980. 
Colic  was  escorting  the  leading  lady  of  his  latest  picture, 
Viola  Stewart. 

Tenderly  grasping  a  small  plant,  Alan  Whitney,  the 
noted  horticulturist  was  inspecting  the  strange  vegeta¬ 
tion  which  flourishes  on  the  banks  of  the  River  Styx.  He 
was  accompanied  by  his  competent  staff  of  assistants: 
William  Zitzow,  Donald  Wilmot,  Richard  White  and 
Joe  Collins. 

Bob  Turner,  America’s  No.  1  playboy  was  endeav¬ 
oring  to  persuade  Tom  Thornton,  the  manager  of  "The 
Wolfpack  Escort  Service”,  to  permit  him  to  escort  Betty 
Theodorou  across  the  river.  Betty  was  the  originator 
of  the  new  fashions  which  had  been  produced  at  Mine. 
Jeanne  Stimpson’s  Fashion  Shop  in  Paris. 

Katherine  White,  the  editor  of  the  woman’s  sport 
page  for  the  “New  York  Script”  could  be  seen  striving 
to  get  by  Wesley  Ryan.  Wes,  the  manager  of  Mike  Ste- 
phanian  the  1960  “Boxing  Wonder  Boy”,  was  managing 
to  keep  her  away  from  Mike.  Mike  seemed  to  be  pre¬ 
occupied  talking  to  Nancy  White,  the  widow  of  Admiral 
Thornton  Struss.  Thornton  was  killed  while  directing 
the  fire  of  the  cannon  which  sunk  the  Bismarck  in  1950 
in  the  last  great  sea  battle  of  the  second  World  War. 

After  a  weary  “all  aboard”  the  captain  gave  the 
order  to  hoist  the  gangplank  and  spread  the  sails  and 
the  boat  slowly  started  toward  the  opposite  bank.  As 
the  boat  touched  the  opposite  shore  there  arose  a  clamor 
of  shouts  from  the  shades  already  there. 

The  sun  was  rapidly  sinking  behind  the  lofty  peaks 
which  surrounded  the  land  of  Hades  and  darkness  de¬ 
scended  over  the  happy  group  which  was  united  after 
many  years.  The  moist  mist  of  the  river  now  had  inter¬ 
fused  with  the  sombre  curtain  of  darkness  which  covered 
the  eternal  reunion  from  the  eyes  of  all  mortals. 


Class  History 


Let  s  go  back  now  to  the  fall  of  1939,  when  on  a 
certain  Indian  summer  day  of  early  September,  as  fresh, 
sun-tanned,  Junior  High  graduates,  we  idled  about  the 
broad  lawns  of  R.  H.  S.,  our  future  place  of  learning. 
How  were  we  supposed  to  know  that  pupils  must  use  the 
back  doors  at  all  times?  We  continued  to  lounge  about 
comfortably,  renewing  acquaintances  and  exchanging 
tall  stories  of  summer  conquests  when,  with  brutal  ab¬ 
ruptness,  we  were  told  to  go  to  the  back  door  and  then 
hurry  to  the  assembly  hall.  That  assembly  hall  was  a 
far  cry  from  the  stream-lined,  Venetian-blinded  library 
of  today — crooked  rows  of  squeaky  chairs,  long  scarred 
with  the  names  of  various  prodigal  sons  of  R.  H.  S.  were 
piled  in  helter-skelter  and  don’t  think  it  took  us  long — 
lowly  sophomores  though  we  were,  to  leave  our  mark 
in  the  study-hall. 

That  first  week  is  a  blur  to  most  of  us —  a  mad 
scramble  to  find  our  respective  rooms  in  the  jumbled 
number  system  after  the  scientific  classification  of  the 
Junior  High.  There  were  several  members  of  our  class 
who  hired  guides  to  take  them  to  Room  A,  which  is  still 
in  the  mysterious  unknown  to  some.  The  mist  of  con¬ 
fusion  was  cleared  by  a  smiling,  kindly  teacher — Miss 
Simon,  our  class  adviser,  and  it  was  not  long  before  we 
were  in  the  swing  of  things  and  picking  up  the  sophisti¬ 
cated  mannerisms  of  those  ethereal  seniors. 

Soon  there  was  a  class  meeting  and  our  officers  were 
chosen.  “Happy”  Holmes  was  elected  to  the  Presidency 
and  his  was  the  delicate  task  of  putting  the  Class  of  ’42 
on  the  map.  To  help  him,  there  was  Nancy  White,  Vice- 
President  in  charge  of  sunshine  baskets;  Nancy  Hol¬ 
comb,  our  ingenious  Secretary  in  charge  of  correspon¬ 
dence;  and  “Russ”  Coombs,  our  Treasurer  in  charge  of 
absolutely  nothing.  This  condition  was  short-lived  for 
dues  were  paid  promptly  and  the  Sophomore  Class  had 
a  treasury.  Room  4  will  always  be  remembered  for  its 
miraculous  payment  of  dues  each  year.  Can  it  be  that 
“Pop”  was  a  good  incentive? 

Although  our  football  players  were  on  the  second 
and  third  teams,  our  class  filled  the  bleachers  to  over¬ 
flowing  and  proudly  watched  Elinor  Abbott  strut  her 
stuff  between  the  halves  of  the  game  and  Bette  Ellis  lead 
her  baton  squad  in  the  “greatest  little  show7  on  earth”. 
It  was  also  about  this  time  that  Mr.  Peck  organized  the 
famed  A  Capella  Choir  and  the  lilting  voices  of  many 
talented  members  of  the  Sophomore  Class  could  be 
heard,  painstakingly  striving  for  perfection  during  8th 
periods. 


Mid-years!  We’d  heard  all  about  them,  but  never 
did  we  expect  such  grueling  agony !  Deep  purple  shad¬ 
ows  beneath  the  eyes,  wan  faces,  dejected  slouches  de¬ 
veloped  in  that  week.  We  were  growing  up  the  hard 
way — maturity  was  fast  approaching!  Then  we  found 
we  had  passed  and  the  world  was  bright  again. 

In  the  spring,  we  discussed  a  tennis  star  in  our  one 
and  only  Steve  Callan  who  turned  out  to  be  Coach  Al- 
thoff’s  pride  and  joy  on  the  courts.  It  was  about  this 
time  that  plans  for  that  social  event  of  the  season  went 
under  way — yes,  the  Sophomore  Hop!  We’d  show  those 
upperclassmen!  Will  you  ever  forget  those  palm  trees 
and  the  hula  a  la  Harriet  Shepardson? 

Soon  graduation  week  was  at  hand  and  then  there 
were  no  more  Seniors,  so  the  Juniors  and  Sophomores 
became  good  pals.  Finals  were  upon  us  but  even  these 
we  took  in  our  stride.  That  devil-may-care  attitude  was 
fast  enveloping  the  Sophomore  Class  and  then,  lo — it 
was  vacation  time. 

Back  again  we  trudge,  now  as  Juniors,  who  looked 
down  their  noses  at  these  tiny  people  who  were  invading 
dear  old  R.  H.  S.  Don’t  they  grow  tall  people  any  more? 
We  felt  gigantic!  New  class  officers  were  chosen  and 
this  time  Ralph  Herrick  was  elected  to  lead  us  on  to 
greater  victories  and  right  behind  him,  pushing  ever-so- 
slightly,  was  Nancy  White  our  Vice-President.  Jean 
Dodge  was  our  new  Secretary  and,  of  course,  good  old 
reliable  “Russ”  was  our  Treasurer. 

This  year,  not  only  did  we  watch  Elinor  and  Bette, 
but  we  gave  three  beauteous  debs  to  the  cheering  squad 
— Nancy  White,  “Bev”  Buckler  and  Alice  Robinson,  it 
was  during  this  year  that  the  Tri-Hi  Club  was  organized 
and  Elinor  Abbott  was  chosen  to  be  its  first  Vice-Presi¬ 
dent,  and  Miss  Nichols,  its  leader.  Our  Junior  Prom 
came  right  on  schedule,  filled  with  sparkly  snow  flakes 
and  Christmas  greens.  Mr.  Halpin,  our  class  adviser, 
showed  us  how  to  run  a  dance  on  next  to  nothing  and 
come  out  even  in  the  end — a  formula  he  has  no  doubt 
derived  from  a  well-rounded  knowledge  of  logarithms, 
theorems,  and  the  unknown  quantity. 

As  for  sports,  the  Rifle  Club  found  some  very  likely 
sharpshooters  in  the  feminine  part  of  our  class  in  the 
persons  of  Marcella  Hayes,  Phyllis  Springford,  and 
Frances  Wheeler.  The  basketball  team  located  a  shining 
star  in  one  Bob  Anderson  who  dribbled  his  way  to  suc¬ 
cess. 


The  Pioneer  came  out  and  one  could  begin  to  see 
the  Class  of  ’42  rearing  its  little  head  right  in  the  midst 
of  it.  And  then  came  Spring  and  baseball  with  “Bob’" 
Anderson,  “Al”  Colford  and  Harry  Irons  giving  their 
all  on  the  diamond.  Claire  Johnson,  “Marj  Webster, 
Lucile  Gonnam,  and  “Ev’  Greenleaf  practically  took 
over  the  tennis  honors  of  R.  H.  S.  and  did  a  pretty  good 
job  of  it,  too. 

1  hen  we  heard  that  “Bev  Buckler  and  “Mike 
Stephan ian  were  chosen  Junior  Girl  and  Boy;  were  we 
proud  of  them  and  proud  of  the  Seniors  for  choosing 
two  of  our  own  favorites!  Time  had  rolled  around  for 
the  Seniors  to  prepare  for  graduation.  Our  boys  were 
replacing  the  Senior  traffic  leaders  and,  after  much  tor¬ 
menting  from  their  classmates,  became  full-fledged  of¬ 
ficers  of  the  law  or  rotary  traffic.  The  Junior-Senior 
reception  was  given  in  due  course  of  time  with  “Freddie 
Gianascol  doing  the  honors  from  a  bower  of  South 
American  travel  posters.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  the  place 
had  so  many  llowers  and  shrubs  that  it  looked  like  a 
clinging  vine.  Well,  we  did  our  best  to  entertain  our 
departing  brelheren  and  we  had  a  wonderful  time  doing 
it. 

We  listened  sadly  to  the  Seniors'  Class  Day  Pro¬ 
gram  and  wiped  a  tear  away  slyly  when  they  graduated 
and  we  returned  a  little  subdued  to  final  exams.  But 
vacation  was  upon  us  and  we  were  to  return  in  a  couple 
of  months  as  upper  classmen,  so  we  laughed  gaily  and 
flounced  from  the  school,  leaving  behind  us  a  building 
smothered  in  memories. 

Could  it  be  possible?  We  had  reached  our  long 
dreamed  of  station  as  seniors  at  Reading  High.  This 
position,  of  course,  filled  us  with  pride  and  we  looked 
sternly  down  upon  the  incoming  sophomores  and  fell 
pretty  much  like  the  head  men  around  our  school.  But 
despite  all  this,  maybe  we  kind  of  felt,  deep  down,  just 
a  little  depressed  at  the  thought  of  it.  We  knew  full 
well  that  this  was  our  last  year  in  school  and  that  the 
members  of  our  class  would,  after  the  school  session,  go 
their  own  separate  ways,  and  we  would  not  see  each 
other  very  often.  But  we  shook  off  this  feeling  and  de¬ 
cided  that  it  was  great  to  be  the  top  classmen  of  R.  H.  S. 

The  first  thing  we  noticed  as  we  walked  through  the 
hall  was  the  new  library.  We  became  acquainted  also 
with  our  librarian,  Miss  Tisdale,  who  knew  about  the 
latest  books  and  helped  everyone  a  lot. 

We  then  found  out  that  Mr.  Campbell  had  left  the 
school.  He  was  at  R.  H.  S.  only  a  year,  but  during  that 
time  he  had  become  quite  popular  with  everyone.  Next 
we  discovered  that  Mrs.  Wiens  and  Miss  Ernst,  who  were 
here  in  our  sophomore  year,  had  returned  and  were  re¬ 
suming  their  teaching  activities. 

With  our  able  Ralph  Herrick  again  al  the  helm,  we 
began  this  happy  year  in  earnest.  “Winnie”  Poland 
wras  our  vice-president,  Bette  Ellis,  our  secretary,  and 
“Russ  Coombs  had  been  chosen  for  the  third  year  as 
our  treasurer.  We  certainly  had  no  complaints  to  make 


over  his  ability  in  handling  our  money. 

The  exciting  football  season  of  1941  began  with 
Captain  “Joe’  Merrill  leading  our  squad.  There  surely 
were  lots  of  exciting  games  and  those  snappy  cheerlead¬ 
ers  contributed  an  extra  zip  to  each  game.  If  we  should 
look  back  over  the  records  we  w  ould  see  that  more  games 
were  lost  than  won,  but  we  will  always  remember  the 
fighting  spirit  of  the  R.  H.  S.  eleven.  One  of  the  more 
stubborn  fighters  on  our  team  was  George  Fennelly  who 
fought  hard  right  up  to  the  last  second  of  play.  Those 
nifty  passes  received  by  “Joe  Anderson  added  up  the 
points  and,  of  course,  “Bob  Anderson  played  a  sweet 
game  as  he  is  tops  in  any  sport. 

Shortly  following  the  football  season  came  Christ¬ 
mas  and  that  much  needed  vacation.  As  we  left  school 
Christmas  week,  we  were  given  our  Pioneers.  Delight¬ 
edly  we  discovered  that,  contrary  to  previous  years,  there 
were  pictures  in  this  issue.  The  staff  did  an  excellent 
job  and  the  pictures  added  much  to  our  magazine. 

After  the  vacation  we  returned  to  our  desks  to  start 
work  again  in  that  period  before  the  dreaded  mid-year 
exams.  They  had  always  seemed  horrible  things  to  us 
but  this  year  they  seemed  even  worse.  May  be  it  was 
because  we  were  growing  older  and  were  becoming  lazier 
with  each  year.  We  struggled  through  those  exams  and 
immediately  afterwards,  Mr.  Spencer  and  Mr.  Bronner 
left  for  services  in  the  U.  S.  Navy. 

Following  the  mid-year  period  we  began  to  notice 
that  each  room  was  being  wired  for  something  or  other. 
Day  by  day  more  and  more  progress  was  made  until 
suddenly  we  discovered  speakers  attached  to  the  ends 
of  the  wires  and  Mr.  Sussmann  made  his  first  announce¬ 
ment.  Now  we  have  a  daily  bulletin  read  over  the  ad¬ 
dress  system  by  our  principal  and  other  significant  no¬ 
tices  or  broadcast  by  members  of  the  faculty  and  stu¬ 
dents.  We’ll  never  forget  the  day  we  were  all  frightened 
out  of  our  wits  when  suddenly  a  chorus  of  “Deep  in  the 
Heart  of  Texas”  burst  forth  from  the  speaker. 

By  this  time  considerable  progress  was  being  made 
on  “Clarence”,  our  play  for  this  year.  Finally  the  big 
night  came  and  Shepardson  Hall  was  filled  to  the  rafters 
with  an  enthusiastic  audience.  It  seemed  awfully  queer 
after  the  curtain  had  gone  up,  to  see  our  own  classmates 
up  there  on  the  stage  acting  so  professionally.  We  were 
mighty  proud  of  them.  The  play  was  a  great  success 
thanks  to  the  capable  direction  of  Mrs.  Wiens. 

Gosh!  This  year  has  flown  by  so  fast  that  we  hardly 
know  it  has  begun.  Before  we  realize  it  we  will  be  tossed 
out  into  this  troubled  world  where  there  are  great  tasks 
to  be  accomplished.  We  envy  the  incoming  sophomores 
of  the  class  of  1945  because  we  know  the  fun  that  lies 
before  them.  We  certainly  will  remember,  as  other 
classes  have  done  before  us,  this  last  year  at  Reading 
High. 

Barbara  Davis 
Harold  Holmes 


TORCH  ORATION 


Speeches 


The  torch  that  I  am  holding  was  given  to  me  by  the 
President  of  the  class  of  1941.  It  has  been  a  tradition 
at  Reading  Senior  High  School  to  pass  the  torch  from 
the  graduating  President  of  the  senior  class  to  the  in¬ 
coming  president. 

This  torch  personifies  the  spirit  of  freedom  and 
knowledge  that  is  necessary  to  a  democracy.  The  cold 
definition  of  democracy  is  a  government  where  supreme 
power  is  retained  by  the  people.  But  something  is  lack¬ 
ing  in  this  definition.  In  order  to  have  this  government 
live  and  continue  to  grow,  there  must  be  a  common 
cause  to  unify  the  people — something  that  is  held  dear 
by  all.  This  torch  I  have  here  is  something  that  the 
members  of  this  particular  class  hold  dear.  It  is  our 
contribution  to  the  vast  number  of  traditions  that  make 
America  what  it  is.  It  is  the  result  of  these  traditions 
that  America  is  looked  to  for  leadership  in  the  dark 
period  of  world  history  that  we  are  passing  through. 

People  in  foreign  nations  who  have  lost  the  right 
of  freedom  and  knowledge  look  to  America,  a  country 
that  still  retains  those  precious  freedoms,  to  restore  the 
right  of  freedom  and  knowledge  to  the  world. 

It  is  with  these  thoughts  in  mind,  that  I  present  to 
you  Michael  Twomey,  the  incoming  senior  class  presi¬ 
dent,  this  torch.  May  you  continue  to  hold  it  as  high 
as  the  classes  in  the  past  have  done. 

Ralph  Herrick 


THE  ABUNDANT  LIFE 

“Tell  me  not  in  mournful  numbers. 

Life  is  but  an  empty  dream! — 

For  the  soul  is  dead  that  slumbers, 

And  things  are  not  what  they  seem.” 

Thus  begins  the  “Psalm  of  Life”.  It  speaks  not  of 
a  shallow  existence,  but  of  a  life  where  the  streams  run 
deep.  It  speaks  of  a  better  life,  after  which  humanity 
has  always  been  striving.  Life  is  not  existence.  Whereas 
an  animal  can  be  satisfied  with  existence — that  which 
cares  for  the  body — ,  man  can  be  completely  satisfied 
only  with  life — that  which  cares  for  the  soul.  Just  as 
inorganic  matter  of  itself  cannot  develop  life,  just  so  we 
cannot  develop  higher  life,  the  abundant  life,  without 
some  higher  organism,  so  to  speak,  stepping  in  to  im¬ 
part  that  life. 

The  search  for  the  abundant  life  is  a  national  theme. 
One  of  the  definitions  of  this  life  put  before  the  public 
during  recent  years  is:  “A  moderately  full  life  for  a 
family  under  American  conditions  would  cost  about 
$2500  a  year.” 

The  abundant  life  cannot  be  defined  in  terms  of 
money  or  what  money  can  buy,  but  in  terms  of  habits 
and  actions,  that  is,  character.  A  life  of  true  character — 
that  is  life.  It  is  a  life  of  giving,  giving  of  oneself.  It 


is  a  life  in  which  hard  things  play  a  larger  part.  Think 
of  the  men  whom  the  world  considers  great.  Were  their 
lives  just  a  bed  of  roses?  Suffering  is  a  part  of  great¬ 
ness.  “It  should  be  no  ambition  of  ours  to  traverse  a 
paLh  without  a  thorn  or  stone.” 

But  though  suffering  is  an  integral  part  of  charac¬ 
ter,  it  does  not  mean  the  abundant  life  is  hard,  austere, 
or  monotonous.  It  is  not.  It  is  a  happy  life — not  oi 
painted-smile  happiness,  but  of  bounding,  spontaneous 
joy  that  comes  from  within.  The  abundant  life  is  a  life 
of  achievement,  a  life  of  success,  a  life  of  improvement. 
This  is  the  life  of  great  men.  This  is  the  life  for  those 
who  want  to  live. 

“To  suffer  woes  which  hope  thinks  infinite; 

To  forgive  wrongs  darker  than  death  or  might; 

To  defy  power,  which  seems  omnipotent; 

To  love,  to  hear,  to  hope  till  Hope  creates 

From  its  own  wreck,  the  things  to  contemplate; 

Neither  to  change,  to  falter,  or  repent; 

This,  like  the  glory  Titan,  is  to  be 

Good,  great  and  joyous,  beautiful  and  free; 

This  is  alone,  Life,  Joy,  Empire,  and  Victory." 

Marguerite  Marstaller,  Valedictory 


AN  OPEN  LETTER  TO  PARENTS 

June  10,  1942 

Dear  Mother  and  Daddy: 

Today  is  one  of  the  most  exciting  days  of  my  life. 
I  am  graduating!  After  twelve  long  years,  I’ve  reached 
my  goal  and  in  doing  so,  you  might  say,  am  closing  a 
chapter  of  my  life. 

Without  meaning  to  feel  as  you  do,  I  know  that  your 
hearts  are  not  filled  to  the  brim  with  joy  on  this  oc¬ 
casion,  because  at  last  your  daughter  is  no  longer  a 
“little  girl".  You  are  thinking  of  what  lies  ahead  for 
me — of  the  knocks  and  blows  of  Destiny  that  will  fall 
my  lot.  To  yourselves  you  are  saying:  “How  we  wish 
we  could  help  you!” 

You  cannot  make  my  way  in  life  for  me.  I  realize 
that.  However,  you  can  help.  There  is  something  that 
you  and  only  you  can  give  me.  That  is — encourage¬ 
ment  ! 

We  of  the  younger  generation  are  asking  you  to 
give  us  confidence  in  ourselves.  We  are  young  and 
easily  discouraged.  You  can  help  us  to  believe  that 
there  shall  be  a  silver  lining  in  the  days  to  come. 

Well,  it  won’t  be  long  now  until  I’ll  be  able  to  say: 
Pm  a  high  school  graduate.  I  can  hardly  wait! 

Your  daughter, 

Winnie 

Winnifred  Poland,  Faculty  Honors 


AND  THIS,  TOO,  SHALL  PASS  AWAY 

Centuries  ago  a  few  wisemen  living  in  the  East 
thought  of  a  sentence  which  would  fit  any  subject,  on 
any  occasion,  and  at  any  place.  The  sentence  was  merely 
‘'And  this,  too,  shall  pass  away".  This  aphorism  will 
hold  true  to  every  worldly  thing. 

The  great  Greek  empire  was  born.  Everybody 
worked  hard  and  long  to  build  a  great  empire  for  Greece 
hut  they  all  failed  for  the  principles  and  the  spiriL  of 
Greece  had  vanished;  even  the  Greeks  themselves  ha\e 
passed  away.  It  is  the  people  and  their  spirit  which  is 
important,  not  what  they  build,  or  make,  or  say. 

Though  the  material  things  wrought  by  the  Romans 
are  left  to  us  even  more  intact  than  the  Greeks’,  as  a 
people  and  a  spirit  the  Romans  are  just  as  dead  as  the 
Greeks. 

Then,  what  is  the  sense  in  building  America  if  it 
will  only  pass  away  just  as  did  Greece  and  Rome? 

A  man  who  today  supports  America  and  lives  in  the 
American  way  of  life,  even  though  he  has  lived  in  no 
foreign  country,  can  easily  answer  this  question. 

The  original  United  States  has  passed  away,  and 
most  of  us  have  not  realized  it.  The  United  States  today 
is  not  the  same  nation  that  was  originally  planned.  We 
have  solved  many  problems  but  from  these  solutions 
new  problems  have  arisen.  As  we  have  progressed  we 
have  slowly  changed.  Many  buildings,  customs,  prej  u- 
dices  have  passed  away;  so  will  those  of  today  pass 
away  in  the  future. 

Our  government  is  based  upon  something  that  is  in¬ 
herent  in  every  human  being;  that  is,  life,  liberty,  and 
the  pursuit  of  happiness.  As  long  as  men  are  men  and 
our  government  is  based  upon  this  belief,  our  nation 
will  stand.  Our  nation,  as  a  people  and  a  spirit,  shall 
stand  forever,  for  the  youth  of  today,  and  of  all  our  to¬ 
morrows  will  adopt  and  cherish  this  spirit. 

Marshall  Davis,  Faculty  Honors 


AMERICA,  WORTH  FIGHTING  FOR 

Seeking  a  ray  of  hope  across  the  great  blue  ocean, 
from  Europe  came  a  persecuted  people  to  gain  the  free¬ 
dom  which  had  never  been  theirs:  Freedom  of  press, 
Freedom  of  speech,  and  above  all  Freedom  to  worship 
God  in  the  way  which  they  saw  fit.  They  built  for  them¬ 
selves  a  “land  of  hope  and  glory" — America. 

Today,  the  United  States  of  America  finds  herself 
in  the  chaos  of  a  bloody  war.  Co-operation  will  be  the 
main  factor  in  determining  if  this  nation  so  dedicated 
to  the  principles  of  democratic  living  can  survive  under 
the  strains  of  the  constant  pressure  of  the  dictator  na¬ 
tions.  We  can  win,  we  will  win,  but  only  through  the 
complete  co-operation  on  the  part  of  every  red-blooded 
American  citizen.  True,  we  can’t  all  fight  on  the  battle 
field — we  can’t  all  work  in  a  defense  plant,  but  we  can 


put  every  spare  penny  into  the  purchase  of  Defense 
Stamps  and  Bonds. 

On  this  graduation  day,  we  have  but  one  thought 
in  mind:  America  is  worth  fighting  for,  and  we  aim  to 
do  it. 

When  the  war  is  finally  over,  and  provided  you 
have  done  your  best  in  whatever  branch  you  have  chosen, 
you  can  say  to  yourself,  classmates,  “When  this  world 
in  its  crisis  called  for  volunteers,  for  men  of  faith  in 
life,  of  patience  in  service,  of  charity,  and  of  insight,  I 
responded  to  the  call,  however  I  could.  I  volunteered 
to  give  myself  to  my  master — the  cause  of  humane  and 
brave  living.  I  studied,  1  loved,  I  labored  unsparingly 
and  hopefully  to  be  worthy  of  my  generation.” 

Robert  Crosby,  Class  Honors 


THE  USE  OF  INTELLIGENCE  IN  WARTIME 

Intelligence,  as  defined  by  the  dictionary,  is  the 
faculty  of  understanding;  the  capacity  of  knowing  or 
apprehending. 

In  wartime  it  is  essential  for  each  one  of  us  to  use 
this  faculty  in  analyzing  what  we  read  or  hear;  for  we 
are  continually  being  subjected  to  all  sorts  of  subversive 
propaganda. 

Take  the  more  sensational  newspaper  and  maga¬ 
zine  corporations  for  example.  Most  of  these  companies 
are  not  intentionally  trying  to  undermine  our  govern¬ 
ment;  yet  they  are  fully  aware  of  the  fact  that  sensa¬ 
tional  stories  bring  extra  sales.  Naturally  they  are  not 
going  to  be  too  much  concerned  whether  what  they  print 
is  true  or  not. 

Then,  of  course,  there  are  always  those  people  who 
seem  to  take  pleasure  in  creating  confusion  by  inventing 
and  spreading  rumors. 

These  forces  along  with  numerous  others  are  con¬ 
stantly  working  against  us;  trying  to  break  down  mor¬ 
ale  and  to  promote  civil  strife.  They  constitute  a  de¬ 
cided  threat  to  our  welfare  whether  they  are  intention¬ 
ally  trying  to  weaken  us  or  not. 

If  we  use  intelligence  in  dealing  with  these  things, 
we  need  have  no  fear  of  their  effect.  But  if  we  neglect 
to  do  this  the  enemy  will  certainly  have  gained  an  im¬ 
portant  victory. 

It  is  equally  important  for  us  to  use  intelligence  in 
acting.  We  should  all  ask  ourselves  this  question:  “In 
attempting  to  show  my  patriotism  am  I  really  contribut¬ 
ing  something  to  the  war  effort,  or  am  I  wasting  my  time 
as  well  as  my  country’s  time?” 

If  everyone  would  use  intelligence  in  matters  relat¬ 
ing  to  the  war,  I  believe,  and  I  think  you  will  agree,  that 
it  would  be  a  definite  step  in  the  right  direction. 

David  Littlefield,  Class  Honors 


ELINOR  ABBOTT 


President  of  Tri-Hi,  Stu¬ 
dent  Council,  Basketball,  Sen¬ 
ior  Play  Committee,  Pioneer 
Staff,  Tennis,  Junior  Wo¬ 
man’s  Club,  Hockey,  and  that 
high-stepping  drum  major  — 
yes,  this  versatile  person  is 
Elinor.  She  lends  her  pep 
and  vitality  to  R.  H.  S.,  but 
her  heart  remains  at  Martha’s 
Vineyard.  Come  fall,  Elinor 
will  join  “Robby”  at  U.  N. 
H.,  where  she  must  study 
more  Chemistry. 


FRANCIS  AGLIO 


Francis’  main  interest  in 
life  is  music.  He’s  a  meat- 
cutter  in  the  new  Super-Mar¬ 
ket  and  is  very  proud  of  his 
work.  His  one  ambition  is  to 
be  an  orchestra  leader.  He 
plays  in  the  band  and  orch¬ 
estra,  and  sings  a  good  tenor 
in  the  A  Capella  choir.  A 
well-done  steak  and  Harry 
Jame’s  music  to  soothe  him 
will  satisfy  Francis. 


JOSEPH  ANDERSON 


“Joe”,  a  student  of  the 
scientific  course,  is  one  of  our 
busiest  seniors.  His  activities 
have  ranged  from  the  foot¬ 
ball  and  baseball  te'ams  to 
president  of  the  Student 
Council  and  Hi-Y,  Senior  Ex¬ 
ecutive  Board,  A  Capella 
Choir.  Who  could  forget  his 
•excellent  portrayal  of  “Din- 
widdie”,  the  butler  in  our  sen¬ 
ior  play?  “Joe”  being  a  virtu¬ 
oso  of  the  violin,  is  a  lover 
of  classical  music.  Next  year, 
he  plans  to  enter  Northeast¬ 
ern  University  specializing  in 
the  field  of  chemical  engineer¬ 
ing. 


ROBERT  ANDERSON 


Better  known  as  Bob  Andy 
or  Red — Andy  will  breathe  a 
sigh  of  relief  when  he  re¬ 
ceives  his  Comprehensive  dip¬ 
loma  in  June.  Football  is 
Andy’s  favorite  sport,  al¬ 
though  h-e  is  a  great  center 
on  the  basketball  floor  and 
a  “crack’’  mound-man  in  base¬ 
ball.  His  ambition,  so  he 
says,  is  to  get  married  and 
settle  down. 


DOROTHY  ARNOLD 


See  that  small  girl  strug¬ 
gling  up  the  stairs  under  an 
armful  of  books?  That’s 
“Dot”,  who’s  always  in  a  hur¬ 
ry.  During  her  busy  life,  she 
has  taken  part  in  Junior  Wo¬ 
man’s,  Rainbow,  Mariners, 
Tennis,  and  J.  W.  D.  C.  Her 
pet  peeve  is  shared  by  many 
of  our  fair  sex — homework  on 
date  nights.  To  be  a  good 
nurse,  to  the  best  of  her  abil¬ 
ity — that  is  indeed  a  worthy 
ambition  and  one  which  re¬ 
quires  the  patience  and  skill 
which  we  know  Dorothy  has. 


CLARENCE  ARSENAULT 

Every  school  morning  at 
eight,  Clarence  can  be  seen 
trudging  in  the  direction  of 
the  Junior  High  for  shop. 
Stoneham  Kelley  has  enjoyed 
the  Senior  assemblies  most  of 
all  at  R.  H.  S. ;  but  has  dis¬ 
liked  being  called  to  the  of¬ 
fice.  He  has  been  both  bas¬ 
ketball  and  baseball  manager. 
Next  year  lie’s  going  to  school 
to  learn  how  to  be  a  skilled 
tool  maker,  but  his  final  goal 
is  the  navy.  He  says  his  hob¬ 
by  is  women,  but  we  know 
there  is  an  extra-special  one 
on  his  mind.  His  favorite 
form  of  entertainment  is 
dancing  in  a  neighboring 
town. 


VIOLA  ARSENAULT 

Out  of  the  wilderness  came 
“Vicky”  to  lend  a  little  ray 
of  sunshine  to  R.  H.  S. 
Wherever  she  goes,  you  can 
be  sure  her  smile  goes  with 
her !  “Vicky’’  is  one  of  the 
many  Glenn  Miller  fans  who 
likes  her  music  in  alternate 
doses  of  sweet  and  hot  and 
whatever  the  tempo  her  danc¬ 
ing  is  a  dream.  She  has  gone 
out  for  basketball  and  is  a 
member  of  the  J.  W.  D.  C. 
We  wonder  why  she  always 
seems  so  anxious  to  go  to  the 
control  room  on  Wednesday 
afternoons !  “Vicky’s”  pet 
peeve  is  having  to  wear  rub¬ 
bers  and  fire  drills  in  Janu¬ 
ary. 


BARBARA  BAILEY 


The  fact  that  Barb  finds 
great  interest  in  music  has 
been  proven  by  her  regular 
attendance  at  A  Capella  Choir 
and  Music  Appreciation. 
Most  of  her  leisure  hours 
are  spent  at  the  piano  where 
she  practices  in  order  to  have 
her  ambition  to  be  a  great 
musician  realized.  Next 
September,  R.  H.  S.  will  again 
welcome  Barb  back  as  a  P. 
(».  She  will  go  to  the  Boston 
University  School  of  Music, 
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WALLACE  BAILEY 


Wally  and  radio — hand  in 
glove !  This  boy  eats,  drinks 
and  dreams  radio  with  the  re¬ 
sult  being  a  top-notch  tech¬ 
nician.  Taking  time  out  from 
his  Comprehensive  Course, 
Wally  did  a  splendid  job  on 
the  electrical  end  of  the  Sen¬ 
ior  Play  with  the  lighting 
system.  He  has  been  a  mem¬ 
ber  of  Hi-Y  Club  and  De- 
Molay,  enjoys  snow  trains 
and  will  never  forget  the  time 
he  first  tried  skiing.  He 
hopes  to  contribute  to  hu¬ 
manity  by  inventing  some¬ 
thing  new,  novel  and  nifty. 


DONALD  BAISLEY 

Don  has  followed  the  Scien¬ 
tific  Course  and  plans  to  at¬ 
tend  Prep  School  this  fall 
where  he  will  continue  to 
pave  the  way  towards  his  des¬ 
tination,  that  of  becoming  a 
Naval  Officer.  He  won  his 
letter  on  the  Soccer  Team, 
belongs  to  the  Service  Squad 
and  was  one  of  the  most  ac¬ 
tive  members  of  the  back 
stage  crew  during  the  Senior 
Play.  His  hobbies  are  mak¬ 
ing  model  aircraft  and  collect¬ 
ing  records.  Supremely  fond 
of  fast  wit,  music  and  cars, 
Don  can  be  seen  frequently 
roaring  about  town  in  his 
flashy  green  Ford. 


HELEN  BATCHELDER 


Anytime  you  hear  a  laugh 
you  can  always  be  sure  it’s 
Helen  who  is  the  cause  of  it 
all.  She’s  our  happy-go-lucky 
red-head  with  a  grand  sense 
of  humor.  Helen’s  activities 
this  year  included  basketball, 
tennis,  and  the  Defense  Corps. 
We  hear  that  Helen  will  nev¬ 
er  forget  the  time  that  she 
won  a  banana  royal  from 
none  other  than  Mr.  Fitzger¬ 
ald.  Other  than  liking  these 
banana  royals,  she  enjoys  the 
920  Club,  movies,  skating  and 
dancing.  Her  ambition  is  to 
be  an  airplane  hostess. 


GEORGE  BLACK 


George  has  been  pursuing 
the  College  Course  while  in 
high  school,  and  along  with 
many  of  the  rest  of  us,  he 
casts  his  ballot  for  Homeroom 
as  his  favorite  period.  George 
was  a  member  of  our  lusty 
football  team  during  his  soph¬ 
omore  year.  Next  year  he 
plans  to  go  to  night  school 
at  Northeastern.  In  this  way, 
he  can  prepare  for  his  life’s 
ambition,  which  is  to  become 
an  accountant.. 


ROBERT  BINGHAM 


Who  can  forget  Bob  step¬ 
ping  out  on  to  the  stage  in  that 
gabardine  suit  in  his  dashing 
portrayal  of  Air.  Stem?  In 
addition  to  the  Senior  Play 
Bob  has  been  active  in  both 
soccer  and  tennis ;  also  we 
remember  seeing  him  almost 
every  time  the  Snow  Train 
made  a  trip  up  north.  Bob 
has  completed  the  College 
Course  and  intends  to  enter 
Boston  University  this  fall 
with  a  legal  profession  as  his 
goal.  His  pet  peeve  seems  to 
be  “sub-debs”  with  their  at¬ 
tempts  to  be  glamorous. 


RICHARD  BEAUMONT 


If  you’ve  ever  seen  an  R. 
H.  S-  cross-country  race  or 
a  baseball  game  at  Washing¬ 
ton  Street,  “Red”  has  been 
there,  participating  in  the 
sport.  This  curly-haired  fel¬ 
low  has  followed  the  Civic 
Preparatory  Course.  He  has 
disliked  the  detention  room 
most  at  R.  H.  S.  "Red”  can 
always  be  found  at  McCanns 
with  the  rest  of  the  gang.  IF? 
says  his  pet- peeve  is  Coach 
Radvilas’s  Courtesy  Club. 
“Red’s"  ambition  is  to  be  a 
first  class  engineer  on  an 
ocean  liner.  He’s  heading  for 
his  goal  by  joining  the  Mar¬ 
ines  next  year. 


DOROTHY  BEASLEY 


If  all  the  girls  were  as  at¬ 
tractive  as  Dot,  what  a  world 
this  would  be !  Dot  came  to 
R.  H.  S.  from  New  York  in 
her  sophomore  year  and  we 
wonder  if  the  big  city  is  still 
hidden  in  her  mind.  She 
claims  her  greatest  loves  are 
South  America  with  its  con¬ 
gas,  and  Xavier  Cugat’s 
rhumbas.  Being  treasurer  of 
Jr.  Woman’s  and  spending 
her  leisure  hours  knitting 
sweaters  have  kept  her  busy 
She  also  has  belonged  to  our 
riding  club,  served  on  a  senior 
play  committee,  and  rates  a 
high  position  in  the  honors 
group. 


RICHARD  BOWSER 

“Dick”  is  that  popular  sen¬ 
ior  who  may  be  seen  at  8:14 
every  morning  careening  into 
the  school  parking  lot  in  his 
chariot.  Dick,  who  is  the  up¬ 
per  seventh  of  the  graduating 
class,  was  an  usher  at  the 
Senior  Play,  a  member  of  the 
Pioneer  Board  and,  last  but 
not  least,  an  active  member  of 
the  Hi-Y  Club.  He  has  also 
earned  his  letter  for  soccer. 
“Biz”  plays  a  solid  piano  and 
has  performed  with  several 
local  orchestras.  His  favorite 
recreation  is  travelling  as  il¬ 
lustrated  by  his  jaunt  to  Flor¬ 
ida  this  spring.  Richard 
plans  to  go  to  Dartmouth  and 
study  chemical  engineering. 
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BETTY  BOYD 


BERNICE  BRIDGE 


RICHARDS  BROOKS 


KENNETH  L.  BROWN 


Betty  has  diligently  main¬ 
tained  a  good  standard  in  the 
Secretarial  Course  and  hopes 
to  get  a  job  next  year.  A 
member  of  Rainbow  Girls,  she 
was  also  one  of  the  diminu¬ 
tive  candy  sellers  at  the  Sen¬ 
ior  Play.  Another  Glenn 
Miller  fan,  Betty  enjoys  lis¬ 
tening  to  the  920  Club  in  her 
spare  time.  Coach  Radvilas’ 
history  class  rates  high  with 
her.  Dancing  and  eating  are 
favorite  pastimes  of  Betty’s. 


’’Bernice”  has  enjoyed 
everything  at  R.  H.  S-  in  gen¬ 
eral  and  the  art  class  in  par¬ 
ticular.  As  for  sports,  she 
has  actively  participated  in 
basketball.  Bernice  has  a 
very  worth  ambition,  that  of 
becoming  a  nurse ;  in  which 
field,  we  are  sure  she’ll  attain 
the  peak  of  success.  She  likes 
good  music,  especially  as  play¬ 
ed  by  Guy  Lombardo.  The 
good  old  summertime  is  her 
favorite  season  when  she  can 
practice  her  chosen  form  of 
recreation,  canoeing.  A  shy, 
but  appealing  person,  Bernice 
is  sure  to  gain  friends. 


Dick  is  the  fellow  we  con¬ 
stantly  see  directing  traffic 
on  the  second  floor.  He  cer¬ 
tainly  makes  the  loiterers 
step  particularly  the  male  el¬ 
ement.  Dick  is  an  ardent 
swing  fan  and  claims  Glenn 
Miller  for  his  favorite  band 
leader.  While  in  R.  H.  S. 
Richard  has  been  absorbing 
the  Scientific  Course,  and  has 
high  hopes  of  becoming  a  suc¬ 
cessful  television  technician. 
Because  he  has  such  a  keen 
interest  in  this  field,  Dick’s 
ambition  should  become  a 
reality  in  a  very  short  time. 


Ken  has  breezed  through 
the  College  Course  and  plans 
to  enter  Amherst.  He  hopes 
to  have  an  author’s  career;  if 
you’ve  ever  read  his  24  page 
English  compositions,  you’d 
know  that  he  at  least  has  the 
vocabulary.  The  Chronicle 
deemed  Ken  the  outstanding 
character  in  our  Senior  play. 
His  favorite  amusement  and 
business  is  appearing  radical, 
cynical  and  unique.  Ken  is 
well  acquainted  with  classical 
music,  American  history,  and 
English  literature;  is  it  any 
wonder  that  he  graduates 
with  honors  ? 


BEVERLY  BUCKLER 

There’s  no  denying  that 
when  “Buck”  migrated  from 
Stoneham  it  was  a  great  ad¬ 
dition  to  the  class  of  ’42.  A 
rare  combination  is  found  in 
Bev;  not  only  does  she  ex¬ 
cel  in  fair  looks,  but  also  in 
brains.  She  found  Math  III 
an  intriguing  subject  and  was 
chosen  by  the  class  of  ’41  as 
Junior  Girl.  “Buck”  has  been 
an  enthusiastic  participant  in 
Tri-Hi,  Jr.  Woman’s,  tennis, 
riding  and  cheerleading.  As 
if  this  were  not  enough,  she 
also  wields  a  magic  knitting 
needle  and  posts  a  daily  mes¬ 
sage.  Her  chosen  profession 
is  dieteties. 


ELIZABETH  BURPEE 


Libby,  usually  a  demure 
young  lady,  presented  a  con¬ 
trasting  picture  on  the  grid¬ 
iron  while  energetically 
cheering  one  member  of  our 
illustrious  football  team.  Tri- 
Hi  and  Junior  Woman’s  Club 
demanded  a  large  portion  of 
her  time,  but  left  an  ample 
amount  for  her  favorite  sport, 
figure  skating.  Libby  has  ac¬ 
quired  a  certain  fame  for  her 
numerous  parties.  In  the  fu¬ 
ture  “Lib’’  will  be  studying  at 
Lasell  Jr.  College. 


STEPHEN  CALLAN 


During  your  peregrinations 
around  school  you’ve  seen 
“Steve’’,  for  he  is  our  star 
wanderer.  As  an  able  traffic 
leader  he  has  made  the  sec¬ 
ond  floor  landing  an  oasis  for 
many  care-worn  souls.  “Steve” 
was  a  tower  of  strength  on 
our  stalwart  eleven  served 
his  way  to  tennis  victory,  and 
one  of  the  resplendent  ushers 
at  the  Senior  Play,  and  a 
member  of  the  Hi-Y.  Many 
are  the  feminine  heart  throbs 
when  this  modest  fellow  dis¬ 
plays  impartially  his  grand 
grin. 


HARRIET  CAMP 


Hear  that  laughter  coming 
from  "Pop’s”  homeroom? 
That’s  “Hattie’’  during  her 
most  enjoyable  hours  at  R.  H. 
S.  She  has  found  time 
for  Pilgrim  Fellowship,  Junior 
Woman’s,  basketball,  and  the 
Pioneer.  Harriet  had  com¬ 
plete  charge  of  tickets  for 
the  Senior  play.  Next  year, 
better  address  your  let¬ 
ters  to  Oberlin,  because  that 
will  be  her  hang  out  while 
studying  to  be  a  social  work¬ 
er.  Better  write  promptly  too 
as  "Hattie’s”  pet  peeve  is  peo¬ 
ple  who  are  too  slow  answer¬ 
ing  letters. 


ELIZABETH  CAMPBELL 


That  lovable  brat,  “Cora” 
of  the  Senior  Play  is  a  far 
cry  from  the  quret,  efficient 
Betty  that  we  know.  The 
town  is  still  talking  about  her 
stupendous  performance  and 
predicting  a  brilliant  future 
for  the  “star  of  R.  H.  S.” 
Betty  has  been  on  the  field 
hockey  and  basketball  teams 
and  participates  in  all  sports 
in  her  leisure  hours.  She  in¬ 
tends  to  go  into  training  for 
nursing  next  year. 


JOAN  CEASER 


Here  comes  that  girl  with 
personality  plus.  Joan  is  one 
of  our  foremost  typists  which 
is  bound  to  bring  her  nearer 
her  goal — to  be  a  secretary. 
She  enjoys  dancing,  especially 
to  the  lilting  strains  of  Glenn 
Miller.  Among  her  other  in¬ 
terests  are  swimming  and 
bowling.  As  for  her  pet 
peeve,  it's  history.  Perhaps 
the  dark  days  of  the  past 
overshadow  her  ever  cheer¬ 
ful  outlook. 


WALTER  CARDER 


Hank  is  the  fellow  with  the 
smile  that  gets  all  the  girls 
down.  He  has  be*en  pursuing 
the  Civic  Preparatory  Course 
while  at  R.  H.  S.,  and  heart¬ 
ily  confesses  that  his  favorite 
subject  is  home  room.  He 
was  a  member  of  our  gallant 
basketball  team  during  his 
junior  year.  As  an  ardent 
swing  fan,  Hank  gives  his 
vote  to  Harry  James,  his  fav¬ 
orite  orchestra  leader.  His 
ambition  is  to  land  a  job 
which  will  pay  a  salary  of 
$100  a  week. 


JOHN  CARNEY 

Folks,  meet  “The  Carn.’’ 
This  is  the  lad  who  can  be 
found  in  “Pop’s”  room  dur¬ 
ing  his  leisure  moments  in 
school  and  at  the  old  “Ecco” 
store  after  the  2:30  dismissal. 
He  is  one  of  our  ardent  stamp 
collectors,  but  has  little  time 
to  donate  to  his  hobby  be¬ 
cause  his  love  for  sports  finds 
him  busy  every  season  of  the 
year.  At  R.  H.  S.  be  has 
played  football,  but  can  be 
found  participating  in  any 
game  the  gang  around  the 
bridge  may  incorporate.  Upon 
graduating,  he  plans  to  learn 
a  trade  and  advance  to  a  high- 
paying  position. 


CHARLES  CARROLL 

If  you’re  ever  around  R.  H. 
S.  Wednesday  afternoon  or 
Friday,  8th  period,  take  a 
look  into  the  music  room  and 
we’ll  wager  you’ll  see  “Chuck’’ 
in  there  blowing  his  trusty 
horn.  Our  loss  is  another’s 
gain,  for  “Chuck”  intends  to 
,go  to  Mass.  Aggie  after  com¬ 
pleting  his  Civic  Preparatory 
Course  with  us.  There  is  one 
sentence  which  sums  up  his 
character  better  than  any¬ 
thing  else  and  that  is  the  ans¬ 
wer  he  gave  to  the  questions 
asked  him  about  his  favorite 
form  of  entertainment.  Said 
“Chuck”,  “Doing  things  that 
other  people  don’t  do.” 


ALFRED  COLFORD 


NATALIE  COKER 


VIRGINIA  CHUTE 


Working  always  toward  her 
goal — that  of  being  a  secre¬ 
tary,  Virginia  has  completed 
the  Secretarial  Course.  She 
has  enjoyed  history  but  found 
shorthand  a  bit  tedious.  When 
not  trying  to  master  the  intri¬ 
cacies  of  those  hen  scratches 
she  collects  pictures  of  movie 
heroes  and  spends  some  time 
at  horseback  riding.  She’s 
going  to  Burdett  in  th-e  fall. 


“Nat”  is  one  of  many  stu¬ 
dents  struggling  with  the 
Business  Course,  and  well  she 
might  be,  for  next  year  she 
plans  to  become  a  secretary. 
“Nat’s”  ambition  is  to  get 
married ;  however,  her  pet 
peeves  are  dishes  and  making 
beds.  Evidently  “Nat’’  is 
seeking  warmer  climates,  for 
when  asked  abut  her  future, 
she  answered,  “California, 
here  I  come;” 


Why  is  it  that  every  time 
we  think  of  “Al”  we  think  of 
the  baseball  diamond?  Well, 
because  “Al”  is  one  of  Read¬ 
ing’s  best  pitchers  isn’t  that 
reason  enough?  However, 
sports  aren’t  all  that  occupy 
his  time  for  he  does  a  little 
stamp  collecting  on  the  side. 
“Al”  has  taken  a  rather  mix¬ 
ed  course  at  R.  H.  S.  and 
plans  on  graduating  to  help 
win  the  war  from  the  sky  as 
an  Army  Pilot.  Woe  be  to 
the  Japs  if  he  throws  as  many 
strikes  with  bombs  as  he  has 
with  baseballs  for  Reading! 


CHARLES  COLLINS 


During  his  three  years  at 
Reading  High,  Charlie  has 
been  carefully  following  the 
Civic  Preparatory  Cours-e. 
Having  successfully  complet¬ 
ed  such,  Charlie  says  he’s 
ready  for  a  job.  In  regards 
to  this,  he  must  be  slightly 
pessimistic,  for  he  is  planning 
to  return  for  one  more  year 
as  a  P.  G..  We  all  rem-ember 
seeing  Charlie  on  the  baseball 
diamond  and  then  again  on 
the  basketball  floor,  but  did 
you  know  he  most  enjoys  the 
football  games  ? 


JOSEPH  COLLINS 


Better  known  as  Joe,  this 
lad  is  strictly  a  sports  fan, 
playing  football  last  fall  and 
basketball  with  the  C.  Y.  O. 
team.  Joe  spends  his  leisure 
time  listening  to  Glenn  Mil¬ 
ler’s  music  or  a  good  sports 
program.  His  pet  peeves  are 
homework  and  detention. 
Joe’s  ambition  is  to  fly  a 
Douglas  bomber. 


RUSSELL  COOMBS 

We  all  know  Russ,  that 
dashing  young  man  who  is 
also  the  teachers’  problem 
child.  His  high  school  activi¬ 
ties  have  included  three  years 
of  service  as  class  treasurer, 
orchestra,  traffic  squad,  Hi-Y 
and  his  never-to-be-forgotten 
actions  as  “Bobby”  in  the  sen¬ 
ior  play.  Outside  of  school, 
Russ  has  found  time  to  serve 
as  an  airplane  spotter.  His 
favorite  form  of  entertain¬ 
ment  is  “courtin’  a  girl’’.  Russ 
hopes  to  travel  over  the  en¬ 
tire  U.  S.  A.  and  started  to 
fulfill  this  desire  by  planning 
a  trip  south.  Next  year,  Russ 
intends  to  join  the  F.  B.  I. 


WILLIAM  CONRON 


Here  comes  the  fellow  with 
the  dancing  feet.  It’s  Bill. 
While  at  R.  H.  S.,  Bill  has 
participated  in  basketball,  and 
during  his  senior  year  he  was 
manager  of  the  team.  Bill 
says  his  favorite  class  has 
been  Problems  of  Democracy 
— A-La-Radvilas.  Ambitions 
are  great  things,  and  Bill's  is 
extra  special — he  wants  to 
join  the  Army.  Next  year  will 
probably  find  him  either  danc¬ 
ing  in  some  musical  show  or 
behind  a  rifle  in  the  army. 


JOHN  CROOKER 


ROBERT  CROSBY 


NATALIE  CUTCLIFFE 


DAVID  CRANE 


Dave  has  busied  himself 
with  the  Practical  Arts 
Course  and  has  been  quite  a 
success  in  it.  He  is  very  much 
interested  in  automobile  en¬ 
gineering  and  plans  to  enter 
some  sort  of  business  where 
he  may  have  experience  in 
that  field.  In  fact,  even  now 
he  spends  most  of  his  leisure 
time  working  on  them.  Dave 
will  consider  himself  success¬ 
ful  in  life  if  he  can  eventual¬ 
ly  enter  business  for  himself. 


If  you  ever  wander  up  No. 
Main  St.  way  you  will  be 
sure  to  find  John.  He  is 
quite  a  versatile  fellow  as 
shown  by  his  high  school 
career.  He  has,  for  the  last 
three  years,  served  as  a  for¬ 
midable  football  player  as  well 
as  on  our  baseball  team.  He 
has  held  the  office  of  chaplain 
in  Hi-Y,  and  at  present  serves 
as  treasurer.  John  has  also 
devoted  his  spare  time  to  the 
duties  of  an  air  raid  warden. 
His  plans  for  next  year  are 
still  vague,  but  he  aspires  to 
be  a  successful  business  man. 


Bob  has  taken  the  Account¬ 
ing  Course  throughout  his 
years  at  High  School  and  has 
done  so  well  that  be  has  been 
elected  for  Class  Honors.  He 
has  a  great  desire  to  become 
a  teacher  and  plans  to  attend 
Burdett  next  year  in  prepara¬ 
tion  for  this.  In  addition  to 
being  an  efficient  member  of 
the  Traffic  Squad,  he  cheer¬ 
fully  accepted  many  jobs 
which  required  the  use  of  his 
excellent  speaking  voice.  Bob 
also  found  time  to  help  com¬ 
pose  some  write-ups  for  this 
edition  of  the  Pioneer. 


Natalie  has  been  absorbing 
the  ins  and  outs  of  the  Sec¬ 
retarial  Course  most  ably. 
Nat  was  an  active  member  of 
the  Baton  Squad  and  one  of 
tl  >e  candy  girls  at  the  Senior 
Play.  The  9 :2l)  Club  occupies 
a  great  deal  of  Nat’s  leisure 
hours  along  with  eating  and 
sleeping.  Her  favorite  hang¬ 
out  is  Colonial  Spa.  Nat  was 
one  of  our  smiling  models  at 
the  Senior  fashion  show. 


BARBARA  DAVIS 

Take  an  exceptionally  well 
dressed  girl,  add  a  large  por¬ 
tion  of  wit  and  humor,  place 
her  in  the  upper  seventh  of 
the  class,  and  there  you  have 
Barb.  Barb  has  been  a  mem¬ 
ber  of  the  Student  Council 
and  held  important  positions 
in  Tri-Hi  and  Junior  Wo¬ 
man’s  Club.  As  a  member  of 
the  Senior  Play  Properties 
Committee,  she  ran  about 
with  little  vases  and  added 
that  “feminine  touch”  to  the 
settings.  Barb  would  like 
someday  to  edit  a  fashion 
magazine.  If  her  work  these 
three  years  on  the  Pioneer  is 
an  example,  her  wish  will  be 
a  reality  tres  quick. 


MARSHALL  DAVIS 

We  will  never  forget  Mar¬ 
shall  who  convulsed  the  audi¬ 
ence  with  his  brilliant  inter¬ 
pretation  of  the  title  role  in 
“Clarence”.  “Swamp’s”  schol¬ 
astic  attainments  have  won 
him  a  place  in  the  upper  sev¬ 
enth  in  this  our  class  and  he 
has  been  chosen  as  well  for 
faculty  honors.  Next  year 
he  will  be  found  at  Bow- 
doin  diligently  launching  his 
career  as  a  history  scholar. 
He  likes  reading,  writin’,  and 
good  swing.  Marshall  has  de¬ 
voted  much  time  and  thought 
to  the  Pioneer  as  a  very  cap¬ 
able  chairman  of  the  board 
and  acting  editor  for  the  last 
few  weeks. 


PRISCILLA  DAVIS 


Priscilla  is  the  small  miss 
who  modeled  in  our  fashion 
show.  Other  activities  at  R. 
H.  S.  include  tennis,  working 
on  committees  for  dances, 
Senior  Play,  and  Junior  Wo¬ 
man’s.  Priscilla  has  taken  the 
Secretarial  Course  and  some 
day  hopes  to  be  a  private  sec¬ 
retary.  Her  pet  peeve  is  peo¬ 
ple  who  honk  horns  in  traf¬ 
fic  jams.  She  says  she  has 
no  leisure  hours,  but  she  can 
sometimes  be  found  driving 
a  red  car.  Next  Priscilla  may 
be  found  at  Kathleen  Dell 
where  she  will  prepare  for  her 
future. 


RUDOLPH  DeROSA 


“Potentially  one  of  the  best 
tackles  in  the  State”  —  to 
quote  Coach  Radvilas,  Rudy 
has  worked  hard  on  the  grid¬ 
iron  for  three  years  and  has 
really  earned  his  letter.  He 
claims  that  he  belongs  to  the 
O.  F.  F.  (Off  F>ems  Forever) 
but  we  know  differently.  He 
doesn't  think  much  of  hang¬ 
ing  pictures  for  Mr.  Kibbe 
but  it  will  come  in  handy,  we 
believe.  His  plans  for  the  fu¬ 
ture  are  not  definite  as  yet. 


ROLAND  DEWHURST 


WILBUR  DOUCETTE 


DOROTHY  DOHERTY 


JEAN  DODGE 


EVewey  is  one  of  our  dili¬ 
gent  classmates  who  has  been 
in  the  Comprehensive  Course. 
He  has  been  a  member  of  the 
soccer  team,  the  stud-ent 
council,  and  the  traffic  squad. 
His  worthwhile  ambition  is  to 
become  an  Osteopath,  M.  D. 
and  Surgeon,  owning  a  string 
of  hospitals  and  medical 
schools.  Dewey,  who  works 
nights  as  an  electrician’s  help¬ 
er,  is  planning  to  enter  Lib-er- 
al  Arts  College  next  year  in 
preparation  for  the  fulfillment 
of  his  great  ambition. 


Jean  is  another  enthusiast 
of  the  Classical  Course,  Next 
year  sh-e  plans  to  attend  Kath¬ 
erine  Gibbs  and  prepare  for 
an  interesting  business  career. 
Jean  enjoyed  our  football 
games  and  dances.  Her  am¬ 
bition  is  to  own  a  fur  coat. 
Her  pet  p-eeves  are  education¬ 
al  movies  and  people  without 
rhythm.  Harry  James  is  her 
ideal :  fried  clams  her  “favorite 
food ;  horror  movies  and  the 
9 :2U  Club  her  favorite  forms 
of  entertainment. 


Here  is  that  witty  young 
lady  who  seems  to  have  a  lim¬ 
itless  store  of  energy.  Dot 
plans  to  go  to  Burdett  Col¬ 
lege  next  year  where  she’s 
certain  to  make  good.  She’s 
a  great  basketball  player  and 
sings  in  A  Capella  Choir.  Dot 
detests  snobbish  people  and  is 
herself  one  of  the  friendliest 
persons  we  know.  She  is  a 
great  Glenn  Miller  fan  and 
collects  records  and  photo¬ 
graphs  as  a  hobby.  Her  am¬ 
bition  is  to  be  a  good  secre¬ 
tary. 


Wilbur  plans  after  gradua¬ 
tion,  to  go  to  Trade  School 
and  tlven  he  a  defense  work¬ 
er.  Right  now  he  is  taking  a 
mixed  course.  At  home  he 
raises  hens  and  pigeons  and 
is  undisputed  champ  of  whist. 
Like  most  other  R.  H.  S.  stu¬ 
dents,  Wilbur’s  pet  banes  in 
school  have  been  detention 
and  book  reports.  Well,  we 
don’t  know  so  much  about  the 
first  but  we  certainly  agree 
on  the  latter. 


BETTE  ELLIS 


Petite  Bette  is  an  outstand¬ 
ing  m<ember  of  the  Secretarial 
Course,  having  been  secre¬ 
tary  of  the  Senior  Class.  Her 
ambition  is  to  he  a  private 
secretary  to  a  well-known 
personality.  We  all  remem¬ 
ber  B'ette  either  leading  the 
Baton  Squad  or  jitterbugging 
at  lunch.  Bette  sang  in  the 
choir  and  was  an  enthusias¬ 
tically  received  vocalist  at 
many  of  our  school  dances. 


SARAH  FENNELLY 


Sarah  is  one  of  the  girls 
who  wends  her  way  to  Junior 
High  each  day  for  Practical 
Arts.  She  certainly  is  prepar¬ 
ing  to  make  some  man  a  cap¬ 
able  wife  for  her  hobbies  are 
sewing  and  cooking.  One  is 
likely  to  see  Sarah  hiking 
along  the  highways  and  by¬ 
ways  of  Reading  these  days, 
for  walking  in  the  springtime 
is  one  of  her  favorite  pas¬ 
times.  The  football  games  at 
R.  H.  S.  have  given  Sarah 
much  enjoyment.  It  must  be 
a  great  thrill  to  watch  famous 
brother  Geofige  make  those 
spectacular  plays ! 


DOROTHY  FIENEMAN 


Dot,  having  completed  the 
college  course,  plans  to  at¬ 
tend  Framingham  College 
next  year  where  she  will  ma¬ 
jor  in  dietetics.  Bossy  peo¬ 
ple,  deficiencies  and  home¬ 
work  head  her  list  of  hearty 
dislikes.  Dot  is  a  Rainbow 
Girl  and  a  member  of  the  De¬ 
fense  Corps.  She  also  work¬ 
ed  on  the  class  elections.  Site 
is  busy  from  dawn  to  dusk, 
but  always  has  time  to  lend  a 
smile  to  everyone  as  she  goes 
on  her  way. 


ARTHUR  FOSTER 


Standing  steadfast  as  a  bul¬ 
wark  of  the  law,  Arthur  has 
been  an  ever  watchful  traffic 
leader.  He  has  enjoyed  his 
College  Course  to  the  utmost 
with  perhaps  the  exception  of 
the  English  classes.  Winter 
means  his  favorite  season 
and,  also,  skiing,  his  pet  pas¬ 
time.  Next  year  Arthur  will 
be  found  once  again  walking 
the  hallowed  halls  of  R.  H.  S. 
as  a  P.  G.  studying  in  prep¬ 
aration  for  the  G.  E.  Appren¬ 
tice  School.  His  spare  hours 
ar>e  spent  reading  non-fiction 
and  building  model  airplanes. 


RALPH  FROTTEN 


Ralph,  a  tall,  lanky  indivi¬ 
dual  with  an  ever-ready  smile, 
is  taking  the  Civic  Prepara¬ 
tory  Course.  We  shall  all 
remember  Ralph  for  his  great 
work  as  right  end  of  that 
famed  football  line.  He  is  an 
outfielder  on  the  baseball 
team  and  his  ambition  is  to 
be  a  pro  ball-player.  Woody 
Herman’s  blues,  a  thick  juicy 
steak,  and  all  sports  are  his 
special  likes. 


WALTER  GALLANT 


Walter  has  studied  in  the 
Civic  Preparatory  Course 
during  his  sojourn  here  at 
school,  though  he  frankly  ad¬ 
mits  that  he  is  more  attracted 
to  sports.  He  played  base¬ 
ball,  ran  on  the  cross  country 
team  for  two  years,  and  was 
a  member  of  the  rifle  team. 
Besides  these  interests,  he  is 
active  in  the  C.  Y.  O.  His  am¬ 
bition,  is  to  join  the  Navy 
where  his  training  in  sports 
will  certainly  stand  him  in 
good  stead. 


AL  GIAN ASCOL 

Here  we  see  Al,  creator  of 
the  renouned  “Sharpie” ;  one 
of  the  great  musicians  of  R. 
H.  S.,  Al  as  chief  of  the  back 
stage  crew  was  right  on  tap 
with  his  saxophone  during  the 
musical  moments  of  “Clar¬ 
ence”.  He  is  a  member  of  the 
Hi-Y  and  Service  Squad  and 
especially  enjoys  music  and 
swimming.  hollowing  the 
Scientific  Course,  Al's 
achievements  gained  him  a 
position  in  the  Upper  Seventh 
of  our  class  and  he  plans  to 
enter  college  this  fall.  He  re¬ 
calls  with  fond  memories  his 
famous  “trip"  to  Times  Sq. 
with  Russ  Coombs. 


RALPH  GIBSON 


“Gib”  is  one  of  our  suave 
playboys.  If  a  blue  bolt 
should  go  streaking  by,  it 
might  possibly  be  Ralph  be¬ 
hind  the  wheel.  If  not  re¬ 
turning  from  a  DeMolay 
meeting,  he  would  probably 
be  taxiing  the  Tri-Hi  girls 
home  via.  Torre’s.  One  may 
also  find  “Gib”  sixth  period, 
in  some  secluded  spot,  advo- 
eating  better  democracy 
along  a  certain  line.  Ralph 
hopes  to  enter  the  field  of  avi¬ 
ation.  Next  year  he  will  at¬ 
tend  a  “prep”  school  follow¬ 
ed  by  collegt. 


BARBARA  GLOVER 


Here  is  the  girl  who  pos¬ 
sesses  pep,  good  looks,  origi¬ 
nality,  and  who  is  a  perpetual 
fun  seeker.  “Barb’’  has  most 
enjoyed  “the  gang”  at  R.  H. 
S.  Besides  basketball,  every 
season  she  has  belonged  to 
the  riding  club  .  “Barb”  *en- 
joys  dancing,  Andre  Ko'stel- 
anetz’s  music,  Woody  <>Her- 
man’s  blues ;  dislikes  crowds 
and  too  much  work.  Barb’s 
plans  for  next  year  are  as  yet 
indefinite,  but  we  hope  she’ll 
cultivate  that  lovely  voice. 


LUCILE  GONNAM 

Everyone  knows  “Lucy’’, 
the  versatile  young  girl  that 
has  been  such  a  faithful  mem¬ 
ber  of  the  Pioneer  Board.  Her 
business  management  has 
brought  the  advertising  up 
beyond  all  precedents.  Lucile 
helped  with  the  properties 
committee  for  the  Senior 
Play,  is  in  Tri-Hi,  and  played 
basketball,  and  tennis— not  to 
mention  all  her  outside  activ¬ 
ities.  Next  year  “Lucy”  plans 
to  work  and  go  to  night 
school,  where  she  will  start  on 
the  road  to  success.  With 
all  her  other  activities  “Lucy” 
has  found  time  to  enjoy  “all 
the  fun  that  goes  with  high 
school.” 


PHYLLIS  GORMLIE 


“Phil”  would  like  to  become 
a  private  secretary  next  year 
and  we  know  her  success  will 
be  assured  because  she  has 
been  a  member  of  the  Secre¬ 
tarial  Course  this  year.  She  has 
played  tennis  at  R.  H.  S.  and 
is  looking  forward  to  summer 
when  she  can  enjoy  her  fav¬ 
orite  sport. 


KENNETH  GRAY 


K>en  will  complete  the  Ir¬ 
regular  Course  at  Reading 
High  in  June,  but  says  that 
he  is  determined  that  this  is 
his  last  year  in  a  school.  He 
sang  in  chorus  and  will  al¬ 
ways  be  remembered  as  the 
little  sophomore  who  -enchant¬ 
ed  all  the  seniors  by  his  du¬ 
ties  as  waterboy. 


“Ev’’  has  a  brand  of  per¬ 
sonality  all  her  own  which  is 
as  refreshing  as  a  “coke”.  She 
has  played  on  the  tennis  team 
and  can  be  found  any  fin-e 
day  at  Birch  Meadow  with 
the  gang.  “Ev”  was  one  of 
those  beauteous  candy  girls 
who  successfully  sold  her 
wares  at  the  Senior  Play. 
Coach’s  history  class  has  giv¬ 
en  her  great  enjoyment  and 
she  will  expound  for  hours  on 
its  glory  if  given  the  chance. 
“Ev”  likes  music  and  anyone 
who  has  heard  her  piano  play¬ 
ing  doesn’t  forget  it  in  a  hur¬ 
ry- 


“Jay  Boy’’  is  a  quiet  fellow 
with  a  whiffle.  John  has  en¬ 
joyed  football  the  most  at  R. 
H.  S.  but  has  disliked  walk¬ 
ing  home  from  basketball 
practic-e.  Next  year  he  is 
taking  a  P.  G.  Course  (in 
which  he  will  have  time  to 
further  engage  Mr.  Dixon  in 
debate)  and  prepare  for  his 
ultimate  goal,  the  Air  Corps. 


We  hope  Katy’s  arguing  on 
both  the  “pros”  and  “cons” 
of  nursing  will  aid  her  when 
sh-e  enters  this  profession. 
Some  of  our  R.  H.  S.  teach¬ 
ers  have  provoked  her,  but 
nevertheless  she  intends  a 
further  education.  Parties 
and  musical  comedies  offer 
Katy  much  -enjoyment  while 
Business  Law  has  proved 
Otherwise. 


Jennie  proved  to  be  one  of 
our  able  forwards  in  basket¬ 
ball  and  aided  the  team  in  its 
victorious  season.  An  out¬ 
standing  athlete,  Jenni-e  en¬ 
joys  tennis,  swimming,  and  the 
study  of  astronomy.  She  is 
taking  a  Secretarial  Course 
and  next  year  plans  to  be  a 
clerical  worker.  Dancing  is 
among  her  favorite  pastimes 
and  anything  by  Glenn  Miller 
suits  her  to  a  “T”.  Her  only 
wish  is  that  she  were  a  better 
student. 


CONSTANCE  HAM 


Although  “Connie”  was  a 
new  member  of  R.  H.  S.  last 
year,  she  has  quickly  adapted 
herself  to  her  surroundings 
and  has  become  pals  with 
everyone  here,  pupils  and 
teachers  alike.  Despite  the 
fact  that  her  favorite  pastime 
is  loafing,  she  has  been  busy 
with  Tri-Hi,  Jr.  Woman’s, 
and  Riding  Clubs. 


LAURA  HAMM 

Laura,  known  as  “Hammie” 
to  her  friends,  is  the  only  girl 
in  our  band.  Maybe  that’s 
why  “Hammie”  has  enjoyed 
football  games  most  of  all  at 
R.  H.  S.  She  has  taken  the 
Comprehensive  Course  and 
claims  she  dislikes  deficien¬ 
cies  and  detention.  A  partici¬ 
pant  of  Jr.  Woman’s  Club, 
Mariners,  Riding,  J.  W.  D. 
C.,  band  and  orchestra ;  Laura 
is  a  pretty  busy  young  lady. 
Her  pet  peeve  is  boys  who 
run  their  fingernails  down 
blackboards  in  German  Class. 
Next  year  will  l>e  spent  at 
school  “somewhere”  for  in  the 
future  she  intends  to  be  a  so¬ 
cial  worker. 


EMILY  HANLEY 


Emily  is  a  sweet  girl  with 
sparkling  eyes  whose  ambi¬ 
tion  is  to  be  a  school  teach¬ 
er.  We’re  sure  she’ll  make  a 
fine  one,  for  besides  being  on 
the  honor  roll,  Emily  has  been 
a  faithful  member  of  the  A 
Capella  Choir  Chorus,  J.  W. 
D.  C.,  Tri-Hi,  and  Senior 
Play.  Her  music  ability  has 
been  proven  by  her  beautiful 
presentation  of  “Hebe”  in 
“Pinafore”.  We  all  think  that 
Emily  is  just  splendid,  and 
were’s  positive  that  wonderful 
things  are  in  store  for  her. 


MARCELLA  HAYES 


Meet  the  tiny  miss  who  left 
Malden  to  join  us  during  our 
Junior  year.  “Cell”  has  taken 
the  Comprehensive  Course. 
Many  of  us  remember  her  as 
the  spirit  behind  the  Rifle 
Club  last  year,  and  with 
“Cell”  as  captain,  that  organ¬ 
ization  was  at  its  best.  She 
has  also  been  an  active  mem¬ 
ber  of  J.  W.  D.  C.  She  is  a 
hard  worker,  and  plans  to  get 
a  job,  probably  along  secre¬ 
tarial  lines. 


JOHN  HEGARTY 


Despite  John’s  English 
class,  lie  has  finally  completed 
the  College  Course  and  is 
looking  forward  to  next  year. 
John  keeps  away  from  fe¬ 
males  and  insists  he  will  be  a 
bachelor.  He  has  always  been 
one  of  our  most  ardent  sports 
enthusiasts.  At  R.  H.  S.  he 
has  demonstrated  his  ability 
in  baseball,  and  he  has  also 
been  active  in  the  C.  Y.  O.  He 
so  loves  baseball,  that  he 
hopes  to  become  a  profession¬ 
al  player. 


RALPH  HERRICK 


Being  class  president  has 
been  a  full  time  job,  but 
Ralph  lias  nevertheless  main¬ 
tained  a  high  scholastic  aver¬ 
age  in  the  Civic  Preparatory 
Course.  He  has  helped  with 
the  boosting  of  the  sale  of 
Defense  Stamps  and  been  in 
charge  of  the  Service  Squad 
this  year.  He  plans  to  further 
his  education  at  Fitchburg 
State  Teachers  College. 


MARY  HIGGINS 


Just  call  her  “Higgy”.  She’s 
the  little  girl  with  blond  hair 
and  an  infectious  giggle  who 
flits  around  the  corridors  of 
R.  H.  S.  Mary  may  not  have 
told  you,  but  she  sings  in 
her  church  choir.  Her  ambi¬ 
tion  is  to  join  the  white  par¬ 
ade  and  become  a  good  nurse 
and  in  keeping  with  this  she 
is  an  efficient  member  of  the 
Defense  Corps.  We  are  ex¬ 
pecting  Mary  back  at  her  al¬ 
ma  mater  next  year  for  a  P. 
G.  Course. 


STATIA  HOFFER 


Statia  has  been  quietly 
studing  a  secretarial  course 
and  certainly  has  been  one  of 
Miss  Kling’s  blessings.  Her 
hobbies  include  listening  to 
the  9:20  Club  and  seeing  good 
movies.  Statia  says  her  am¬ 
bition  is  to  graduate,  and  then 
she  will  go  on  to  work  some¬ 
where. 


NANCY  HOLCOMB 


Nancy  claims  to  be  a  des¬ 
cendant  of  William  the  Con¬ 
queror  and  Roger  Williams 
and  who  are  we  to  doubt  the 
word  of  a  Chelsea  Collitch 
Co-ed?  Hoke  will  join  bro¬ 
ther  Irving  at  Cornell  next 
year  where  she  will  continue 
studying  art.  As  Art  Editor 
of  this  publication,  Nancy's 
creations  have  adorned  both 
of  tli is  year’s  issues.  She  be¬ 
longs  to  Tri-Hi,  Junior  Wo¬ 
man’s,  and  Riding  Club.  She 
has  been  faithful  to  the  A 
Capella  Choir  for  three  years 
and  practices  daily  on  the 
flute ! 


HAROLD  HOLMES 


“Happy”  has  occupied  him¬ 
self  in  the  Scientific  Course 
which  he  enjoys  immensely. 
He  plans  to  make  his  future 
work  naval  aviation.  His 
hobby  has  been  model  air¬ 
planes  and  he  has  studied  avi¬ 
ation  outside  of  school.  A 
star  member  of  A  Capella 
Choir,  people  are  still  ac¬ 
claiming  his  performance  as 
Sir  Joseph  Porter  in  “Pina¬ 
fore”.  He  was  president  of 
the  class  of  ’42  in  our  sopho¬ 
more  year  and  helped  write 
our  class  history. 


STANLEY  HRYNOWSKY 


“Hiram”,  one  of  our  “best 
dressed  men”  admits  that  his 
most  enjoyable  moments 
come  after  2 :30  and  that 
homework  just  doesn’t  appeal 
to  him.  His  contribution  in 
the  field  of  R.  H.  S.  athletics 
was  basketball,  but  he  enjoys 
all  indoor  sports.  Next  year 
he  plans  to  sleep  24  hours  a 
day. 


THOMAS  HUBBARD 


We  present  Richie  and  his 
pleasing  personality.  Richie 
has  taken  the  Irregular 
Course  at  R.  H.  S.  and  has 
enjoyed  football  th<e  most.  He 
spends  his  leisure  time  read¬ 
ing  and  listening  to  Abe  Ly¬ 
man’s  music.  Any  time  you’re 
in  the  Stop  &  Shop  this  fel¬ 
low  may  be  seen  hustling 
around.  He  states  that  his 
p>et  peeve  is  women.  He  has 
no  plans  for  next  year  as  he 
thinks  he’ll  be  drafted. 


WILLIAM  HUDSON 


HARRY  IRONS 


HENRY  JAQUES 


CLAIRE  JOHNSON 


Of  all  his  subjects  in  the 
Civic  Preparatory  Course, 
math  appealed  most  to  Bill. 
Fresh  water  fishing  is  his 
main  interest  in  life.  His 
prize  fish  story  is  about  the 
time  he  caught  one  of  those 
water  creatures  by  the  tail.  At 
present  he  spends  much  time 
on  a  poultry  farm.  However, 
next  year  he  starts  working 
toward  his  ambition — an  elec¬ 
trical  engineer. 


Harry  is  like  a  twin  brother 
of  "Herb”  Sherman :  if  you 
see  one  you  see  the  other. 
Harry  is  staggering  under  the 
weight  of  the  Civic  Business 
Course  and  plans  to  go  to  the 
Bentley  School.  You  may 
have  seen  the  personable 
young  chap  capably  covering 
third  base  for  the  baseball 
team.  An  ideal  day  for  Harry 
would  consist  of  a  Big  League 
game  in  the  afternoon,  a  de¬ 
licious  steak  dinner  at  some 
restaurant,  and  then  off  to  a 
good  movie  with  some  com¬ 
panionable  young  lady. 


Henry  is  of  a  rather  reserv¬ 
ed  personality,  but  has  a  great 
sense  of  humor  and  is  most 
interesting  to  know.  He  be¬ 
longs  to  the  DeMolay  and  the 
Hi-Y  and  won  his  letter  on 
the  Soccer  Team.  Henry’s 
goal  is  to  become  a  chemist 
and  he  intends  to  return  to 
old  R.  H.  S.  for  a  P.  G.  in 
the  fall.  He  devotes  his  lei¬ 
sure  time  to  sketching  and 
the  study  of  war  maps ;  his 
hobby  is  book  collecting  and 
he  is  particularly  fond  of 
George  Gershwin’s  music. 


When  a  request  for  a 
speedy  typist  is  forthcoming, 
Claire’s  name  is  always  men¬ 
tioned.  Besides  taking  the 
Commercial  Course  in  school, 
she  has  found  time  to  star  in 
hockey,  basketball,  and  ten¬ 
nis.  She  plans  to  utilize  her 
secretarial  studies  for  a 
while,  and  then  perhaps  she 
will  be  able  to  make  use  of 
her  former  -experience  at  the 
Reading  Diner. 


GLORIA  KING 


ROBERT  LAETSCH 


Gloria  has  pursued  th-e 
Practical  Arts  Course  while 
at  R.  H.  S.  and  her  hobbies 
are  sewing  and  cooking.  Rol¬ 
lerskating,  dancing  and  bike 
riding  are  her  favorite  forms 
of  entertainment.  She  has 
also  been  a  member  of  the  J. 
W.  D.  C.  Gloria’s  pet  peeve 
is  getting  up  in  the  morning, 
but  in  spite  of  this  she  always 
shows  up  at  R.  H.  S.  with  a 
bright  smile  for  everyone. 
Gloria  claims  she  will  never 
live  down  the  first  time  she 
went  sailing. 


Bob  is  one  of  our  most  rad¬ 
ical  exponents  of  swing,  es¬ 
pecially  the  brand  manufac¬ 
tured  by  Woody  Herman.  His 
ambition  is  a  unanimous  one, 
to  become  a  playboy  and 
though  he  likes  nothing  bet¬ 
ter  than  golf  and  girls,  he 
plans  to  go  to  work  next  year. 
Bob’s  favorite  hangout  is  the 
gas-station  where  he  can  gen¬ 
erally  be  found  chatting  with 
his  cronies. 


PATRICIA  LANE 


Pat  has  studied  in  the  Col¬ 
lege  Course  and  she  aspires 
to  become  “An  Angel  in 
White.”  She  says  she  has 
enjoyed  most  the  involved 
discussions  at  lunch  and  danc¬ 
ing  with  anyone  tall.  She  has 
participated  in  basketball, 
hockey,  tennis,  riding,  and 
last  but  not  least  A  Capella 
Choir.  However,  she  is  even 
more  interested  in  Domestic 
Science  and  looks  forward  to 
owning  her  own  home.  She 
plans  to  enter  Mass.  General 
next  year  for  the  fulfillment 
of  her  ambition. 


MARION  LANGIELL 


“Mrs.  Martyn”,  that  crisp, 
efficient  secretary  of  the  Sen¬ 
ior  Play,  “Clarence”,  was  real¬ 
ly  Marion  and  she  did  a  grand 
job.  She  is  a  member  of  the 
J.  W.  I).  C.,  the  Rifle  Club, 
and  has  played  tennis.  Her 
plan  for  next  year  is  to  train 
as  a  nurse  with  the  future 
ambition  of  joining  the  armed 
forces.  With  her  friendly  per¬ 
sonality,  wherever  she  goes, 
Marion  will  be  a  great  fav¬ 
orite. 


PAUL  JOHNSTON 


IRENE  KEEFE 


Paul  has  been  taking  the 
Civic  Preparatory  Course  for 
three  years  and  intends  to 
matriculate  at  Massachusetts 
School  of  Physiotherapy. 
Paul  enjoys  a  sense  of  humor 
and  therefore  has  many 
friends.  His  amiable  person¬ 
ality  will  be  an  asset  in  his 
future  career. 


Of  all  the  activities  at  R. 
H.  S.,  the  things  Irene  -en¬ 
joyed  most  were  study  per¬ 
iods.  Next  year  she  hopes  to 
go  to  work ;  let’s  hope  she 
can  find  a  position  in  the  al¬ 
luring  field  she  craves,  that  of 
mod-eling.  Dancing,  or  mere¬ 
ly  listening  to  the  strains  of 
Glen  Miller’s  band  will  put 
her  in  seventh  heaven.  If  the 
field  of  modeling  does  not 
present  an  opportunity,  Irene 
intends  to  tak-e  advantage  of 
her  secretarial  training  and 
secure  a  temporary  job. 


Ruth  has  taken  the  Civic 
Business  Course  and  plans  to 
continue  her  schooling  next 
year.  She  has  helped  with 
clerical  work  in  the  office. 
Movies,  bowling,  candy,  Glen 
Mill-er’s  swing,  skating,  and 
Bob  Crosby’s  Bob-Cats  are 
just  about  perfect  to  Ruth. 
To  be  called  “Kimball”  is  par¬ 
ticularly  irksome  to  this  mem¬ 
ber  of  that  famous  tribe. 


BARBARA  KING 


Barb  is  the  dark-haired 
miss  with  the  winning  smile 
and  pleasant  personality  who 
gave  so  much  time  and  serv¬ 
ice  to  the  program  committee 
for  the  Senior  Play.  In  the 
Senior  Style  Show  she  was 
one  of  our  attractive  models. 
Her  hobby  is  making  a  collec¬ 
tion  of  elephants.  It  certain¬ 
ly  must  be  fascinating  as 
each  one  must  have  its  trunk 
down.  Sh-e  has  enjoyed  her 
homeroom  more  than  any¬ 
thing  else  in  R.  H.  S.  Next 
year  Barb  plans  to  work  and 
that  some  day  in  the  near  fu¬ 
ture  her  ambition  is  to  be¬ 
come  an  interior  decorator. 


RUTH  KIMBALL 


LORETTA  LEVASSEUR 


ELSIE  LINDQUIST 


DAVID  LITTLEFIELD 


KATHERINE  MALING 


Anytime  a  good  bookkeep¬ 
er  is  needed,  Loretta  is  called 
upon.  She  has  been  on  the 
basketball  team  for  two  years 
and  has  enjoyed  homeroom 
and  lunch  periods  most  at  R. 
H.  S.  Loretta  spends  her 
leisure  time  either  reading  or 
in  the  movies ;  venture  to 
guess  that  she  spends  some 
of  it  writing  letters.  She  finds 
lots  of  fun  in  life  just  living. 


Elsie  is  the  friendly  little 
girl  whose  greatest  interest  in 
life  is  music.  Her  biggest 
moment  in  High  School  was 
undoubtedly  the  night  of  the 
performance  of  “H.  M.  S. 
Pinafore”.  Elsie  has  taken  a 
college  course  and  next  year 
plans  to  further  her  educa¬ 
tion  at  some  school.  For  all 
her  three  years  here,  Elsie 
has  been  an  outstanding  mem¬ 
ber  of  the  A  Capella  Choir. 
She  spends  her  leisure  time 
playing  the  piano,  which  goes 
to  prove  she  will  have  a  mu¬ 
sical  career. 


Dave  is  the  one  person  in 
the  Senior  Class  who  has  re¬ 
ceived  all  A’s  in  the  Scienti¬ 
fic  Course  and  he  certainly 
has  earned  them.  In  fact,  he 
received  class  honors  and  is 
greatly  admired  by  his  school 
chums  for  his  outstanding 
achievements.  Dave  has  play¬ 
ed  on  the  soccer  team  and 
has  enjoyed  United  States 
History  with  Mr.  Dixon  most 
in  school.  Dave  plans  to  con¬ 
tinue  his  studies  in  college 
next  year. 


Kay  'will  long  be  remem¬ 
bered  as  the  captain  of  our 
basketball  team  and  one  of 
our  star  forwards.  This  tall, 
athletic  girl  has  taken  the  Col¬ 
lege  Course  and  has  enjoyed 
Mr.  Spencer’s  3rd  year  Latin 
class  most  at  R.  H.  S-  Kay  is 
secretary  of  Tri-Hi,  which  will 
come  in  handy  as  her  ambi¬ 
tion  is  to  be  secretary  to  a 
college  president.  Her  pet 
peeve  is  walking  up  and  down 
these  stairs.  Next  year  Kay 
will  be  found  at  Katherine 
Gibbs’. 


GEORGE  MARCHETTI 


MARGUERITE  MARS  I  ALLER 


WARREN  MARTIN 


EDWARD  McINTIRE 


“Whipper”  has  been  pre¬ 
paring  himself  in  a  combina¬ 
tion  of  a  Business  and  a  Civic 
Course.  This  year,  however, 
he  proved  that  he  also  had  ar¬ 
tistic  talents  when  he  joined 
an  art  course  and  was  quite 
successful  in  wielding  the 
brush.  George  is  famous,  not 
only  in  R.  H.  S.  but  also  in 
surrounding  towns  for  his 
dancing.  He  played  football, 
baseball,  and  basketball  dur¬ 
ing  his  high  school  years.  His 
ambition  is  to  join  the  navy 
^nd  see  the  world. 


Marguerite  belongs  to  the 
more  studious  element  of  our 
population.  She  has  come  out 
on  top,  and  she  certainly  de¬ 
serves  the  highest  scholastic 
honor  which  is  hers.  Besides 
hard  study,  her  activities  in¬ 
clude  reading  sewing,  garden¬ 
ing,  violin  practice,  and  school 
orchestra.  She  has  enjoyed 
one  of  our  hardest  subjects, 
Mr.  Dixon’s  U.  S.  History. 
Always  shall  we  remember 
Marguerite  as  our  worthy  val¬ 
edictorian. 


Warren  is  being  haunted  by 
the  “mystery  course’’,  don’t 
ask  us  what  he’s  taking.  War¬ 
ren  is  the  outdoor  type,  and 
has  played  soccer  and  base¬ 
ball  at  R.  H.  S.  If  you’ve 
ever  seen  him  whizzing  across 
the  ice  or  gliding  over  the 
snow  you’d  know  why  he  was 
a  member  of  the  Senior  Car¬ 
nival  Committe«e.  “Sonny”  is 
a  versatile  fellow  for  he’s  also 
a  musician,  band,  orchestra, 
chorus,  and  A  Capella  Choir 
are  a  part  of  his  life.  Warren 
has  a  fine  sense  of  humor,  and 
will  make  an  excellent  chef 
for  that’s  his  ambition. 


“Red”  walks  away  hands 
down  with  the  title  of  this 
year’s  possessor  of  the  red¬ 
dest  red  hair.  Preferring 
math  to  all  his  other  subjects, 
Ed  has  enjoyed  his  Civic  Pre¬ 
paratory  Course.  He  loves  to 
dance  and  thinks  Reading 
girls  tops  in  this  line,  but  the 
girl  who  talks  too  much  is  his 
pet  peeve.  Working  now  on  a 
farm,  his  ambition  is  to  some 
day  own  a  barn,  cow  and  veg¬ 
etable  patch  of  his  own. 


RUTH  McMENAMIN 


Ruth  has  that  quiet  smile 
that  denotes  a  mild  friendli¬ 
ness  toward  the  world  in  gen¬ 
eral.  Whil-e  at  the  high 
school,  Ruth  has  followed  the 
Commercial  Course  and  hopes 
to  take  advantage  of  her  ed¬ 
ucation  in  the  business  world. 
She  enjoys  good  music,  especi¬ 
ally  Harry  James  and  it  fol¬ 
lows  that  dancing  is  her  fav¬ 
orite  form  of  entertainment, 
with  the  movies  taking  a  sec¬ 
ond  place  in  her  hit  parade 
of  past  times. 


JOSEPH  MERRILL 


Presenting  Joe,  our  husky 
football  captain  who  will  long 
be  remembered  as  one  of  the 
best  sports  in  our  class.  Joe 
has  taken  the  Civic  Prepara¬ 
tory  Course.  Junior  member 
of  Rotary,  Senior  Play,  foot¬ 
ball  and  one  year  of  baseball 
have  kept  Joe  Busy.  He  says 
he  spends  his  leisure  hours 
sleeping,  but  sometimes  he 
can  be  found  driving  around 
in  his  car.  His  ambition  is  to 
be  a  football  coach  and  we 
know  he’ll  be  good  if  his  pre¬ 
sent  records  means  anything. 


MARY  McNEIL 


“Mac’’  is  that  rather  quiet 
girl  who  is  a  lot  of  fun  to 
everyone  who  knows  her. 
“Mac’s”  ambition  is  to  be¬ 
come  a  registered  nurs-e  and, 
in  her  own  words  “to  kill  or 
cure”.  The  only  trouble  is  that 
her  patients  would  be  apt  to 
delay  recovery.  “Mac’’  is  a 
songstress  who  lends  her 
voice  to  the  chorus. 


ROBERT  MERRILL 


Bob  is  one  of  the  social 
men-about-town  of  the  class 
of  ’42.  His  greatest  pleasure 
at  R.  H.  S.  was  derived  from 
working  on  the  Senior  Play. 
He  was  one  of  those  who  not 
by  acting,  but  by  collecting 
properties,  shifting  scenery, 
and  by  performing  other 
tasks  back  stage  which  are 
necessary ;  helped  to  make 
“Clarence”  such  a  fine  pro¬ 
duction.  He  was  a  member  of 
the  committee  for  the  missing 
Senior  Carnival.  Bob  en¬ 
joys  jitterbugging  from  the 
spectator’s  side  and  isn’t  ad¬ 
verse  to  dancing  to  Woody 
Herman’s  band. 


MARY  MENCHIONS 


Mary,  5th  on  the  Honor’s 
Parade  is  bound  to  gain  a 
place  in  her  chosen  field,  re¬ 
search  chemistry.  In  Sep¬ 
tember  she  intends  to  enter 

eith<er  Jackson  or  Mass.  State. 
On  the  recreational  side  Mary 
enjoys  the  music  of  Cole 

Porter  and  the  singing  of 

Jeanette  MacDonald.  As  for 
leisure  hours,  Mary  claims 
that  she  hasn’t  any  and  her 
marks  testify  to  the  truth  of 
that  stat>ement.  It  wouldn’t 
surprise  her  classmates  if 
Mary  becomes  another  Ma¬ 
dame  Curie ! 


BARBARA  MERRITT 


This  appealing  brunnette 
greets  everyone  with  a  cheery 
“hello”.  Barb  is  the  busy  girl 
who  has  mastered  the  Secre¬ 
tarial  Course  and  in  her  spare 
hours  has  been  the  charming 
ticket  seller  at  the  Reading 
Theatre  where  she  intends  to 
continue  working  until  oppor¬ 
tunity  knocks.  As  one  of  our 
star  basketball  players,  she 
has  been  a  joy  to  the  class 
and  she  is  certainly  no 
“slouch"  on  the  Tennis  courts 
either. 


JOHN  MENTUS 


Here  comes  one  of  our  fu¬ 
ture  Marines.  Yes,  Johnny 
plans  to  follow  in  the  foot¬ 
steps  of  his  brother  and  join 
this  branch  of  the  service. 
While  within  the  portals  of 
R.  H.  S.  John  has  been  pur¬ 
suing  the  Civic  Preparatory 
Course.  He  frankly  admits 
that  report  cards  have  been 
his  greatest  worry.  He  en¬ 
joys  good  swing  music  and 
casts  his  vote  for  Glenn  Mil¬ 
ler  as  his  favorite  band  lead¬ 
er. 


AGNES  MEUSE 


“Penny”  has  been  a  capable 
member  of  the  basketball 
team  while  she  has  been  at 
high  school  and  one  of  the 
pulchritudinous  program  girls 
at  the  Senior  Play,  “Clar- 
ence”.  People  who  chew  gum 
depress  her  tremendously,  es¬ 
pecially  those  who  make  noise 
while  doing  so.  “Penny’’  is 
listed  as  taking  an  Irregular 
Course  and  her  ambition  is  to 
get  whatever  she  wants. 


CHRISTINE  MEUSE 


The  last  three  years  have 
seen  Christine  as  a  member 
of  the  Civic  Business  Course. 
Stenography  has  been  her 
most  enjoyable  subject  while 
oral  reports  have  been  her 
Waterloo.  Christine’s  ambi¬ 
tion  is  to  be  a  secretary  and 
next  year  she  plans  to  work. 
Most  of  her  leisure  hours  are 
spent  dancing,  attending  mov¬ 
ies  and  visiting.  A  good  mur¬ 
der  picture  tops  the  list  as 
her  favorite. 


GORDON  MILLS 


Gordon  is  one  of  the  musi¬ 
cal  “sharpies”  in  our  class, 
having  been  a  member  of  the 
orchestra,  band,  chorus,  and 
choir.  Like  many  of  the  rest 
of  us  at  R.  H.  S.  Gordon  has 
enjoyed  lunch  period  best,  and 
homework  least.  Gordon’s 
plans  for  the  future  are  rath¬ 
er  indefinite,  but  he  hopes  to 
either  further  his  education 
or  join  the  Marines. 


ANDREW  MOORES 


Andy  has  taken  the  Com¬ 
prehensive  Course  during  his 
three  years  at  R.  H.  S..  He 
confesses  he  has  tried  to  con¬ 
centrate  on  school  work,  out¬ 
side  attractions  have  proved 
too  interesting  —  especially 
DeMolay.  He  has  been  a 
member  of  the  tennis  team 
and  .gave  a  lot  of  his  time 
to  the  production  of  “Clar¬ 
ence’’.  Andy  claims  he  has 
received  most  of  his  enjoy¬ 
ment  from  the  vacations  so 
were  glad  lie’s  returning  in 
the  fall  for  a  P.  G.  because 
there  are  many  more  vaca¬ 
tions  in  store  for  him. 


PAUL  MORRICE 


Paul  will  complete  the  Col¬ 
lege  Course  this  June.  He 
has  enjoyed  history  most  and 
found  English  his  greatest 
stumbling  block.  He  hopes 
that  this  world  will  see  him 
ten  years  from  now  working 
on  his  own  farm.  When  not 
busy  striving  toward  that  goal 
he  spends  his  spare  time 
hunting  and  fishing.  His  fav¬ 
orite  indoor  entertainment  is 
Beano  and  proving  himself  a 
whiz  at  card  parties.  Paul 
shudders,  even  now,  when  one 
reminds  him  of  the  time  he 
trapped  skunks  and  was  shun¬ 
ned  by  society  for  many  days. 


EDWARD  NOONAN 

Eddie  is  rushing  through 
the  Civic  Preparatory  Course 
like  a  race  car — can  he  help  it 
if  the  car  stalled?  He  has 
found  the  girls  at  R.  H.  S. 
tremendously  satisfying  to  his 
eyes  and  even  ventures  to 
say  they  are  the  pleasantest 
thing  about  the  school.  Ed¬ 
die  claims  his  hobby  to  be 
wrecking  buses  and  from  all 
reports  we  guess  that’s  no  lie ! 
His  favorite  hang-out  is 
where  all  the  other  profes¬ 
sional  loungers  congregate. 
We  are  still  trying  to  figure 
out  why  Eddie  said  his  fav¬ 
orite  food  was  Ry-Krisp. 
Could  it  be  that  the  lad  is 
sporting  a  sense  of  humor? 


WALTER  O’CONNELL 


Walter  is  one  of  the  quiet¬ 
est  boys  of  our  class,  but  also 
one  of  the  best-looking.  Walt 
has  taken  the  Stenographic 
Course  and  went  out  for  foot¬ 
ball  for  a  year.  He  likes 
sports  and  offhand  we’ll  say 
Bill  Cunningham  is  his  ideal. 
He’s  enjoyed  the  cheerlead¬ 
ers  most  at  R.  H.  S.  and  we 
guess  he’s  not  the  only  one. 
He  seemed  to  have  a  little 
trouble  getting  to  shorthand 
class  on  time  so  he  was  pre¬ 
sented  with  an  alarm  clock. 
Plans  for  next  year  include 
either  Burdett  or  the  Navy. 


ROBERT  PERRY 


Bob  has  completed  the  Sci¬ 
entific  Course  and  plans  to 
continue  his  education  in  the 
Fall.  He  has  participated  in 
Soccer,  Tennis,  and  Baseball 
having  been  captain  of  the 
Soccer  Team,  and  is  a  mem¬ 
ber  of  the  Junior  Rotary  and 
Service  Squad.  Bob  is  par¬ 
ticularly  interested  in  current 
events  and  South  America 
and  devotes  his  leisure  time  to 
reading,  enjoying  classical 
music  and  discussing  the  pol¬ 
itical  situation.  Few  people 
have  had  the  privilege  of 
hearing  Bob  render  one  of 
his  trombone  solos ! 


ELOISE  NICHOLS 


Eloise  Nichols  to  stranger, 
but  “Nickie”  to  pals,  has  just 
completed  the  Secretarial 
Course.  “Nickie”  has  found 
English  and  typing  to  her  lik¬ 
ing  at  high  school,  but  she 
maintains  that  history  has 
been  an  infinite  bore.  “Nick- 
ie’s”  ambition  is  one  which 
makes  us  proud  we  know  her 
for  she  wants  to  establish  a 
home  for  orphans.  Her  pet 
aversion  is  teasing  people. 
Her  hobbies  which  occupy 
her  leisure  hours  are  writing 
letters  and  photography. 


WINNIFRED  POLAND 

Winnie  will  be  remembered 
both  as  the  impetuous  Mrs. 
Wheeler  of  “Clarence”  fame, 
and  tbe  outstanding  speaker 
of  R.  H.  S.  Our  vice-presi¬ 
dent  in  charge  of  “sunshine 
baskets”  and  “get-well-cards”, 
she  is  one  of  the  few  re¬ 
maining  followers  of  the  Clas¬ 
sical  Course.  W  innie  had  tbe 
distinction  of  being  elected  to 
faculty  honors.  She  cap¬ 
tained  the  field  hockey  “fight- 
in’  femmes’’  which  at  long  last 
won  a  game.  Our  “Queenie” 
hopes  to  study  at  Swarthmore 
College.  Winnie  was  a  mem¬ 
ber  of  Tri-Hi  and  vice-presi¬ 
dent  of  tbe  Student  Council. 


JOYCE  POLLITZ 


Nothing  can  keep  a  good 

person  down.  Last  year  even 
though  Joyce  left  us  for 

Florida,  she  came  out  third 

highest  in  our  class.  Joyce 

has  taken  the  College  Course 
at  R.  H.  S.  Joyce  is  a  star 
on  the  tennis  court,  and  has 
come  out  tops  in  the  tourna¬ 
ments.  Next  summer  will  find 
her  waiting  on  tables  at  Jack- 
son  and  after  that  Westbrook 
College  claims  her.  Her  am¬ 
bition  is  to  be  a  secretary. 


NATALIE  PESTANA 


Natalie  is  one  of  our  bet¬ 
ter  typists  and  has  been  a 
member  of  the  Secretarial 
Course.  During  her  stay  at 
R.  H.  S.  “Nat”  has  partici¬ 
pated  in  field  hockey  and 
tennis.  She  enjoys  reading, 
dancing  and  bowling.  The 
blu<e  ocean  appeals  to  her, 
perhaps  because  it  is  her  am¬ 
bition  to  sail  across  its  wide 
sweep  toward  her  hoped  for 
home  in  South  America. 


EVELYN  PETERS 


“Pete”,  a  midget  member  of 
our  senior  class,  hop-es  to  be 
a  model  wife.  “Ev”  is  pursuing 
the  Irregular  Course  and 
plans  to  find  herself  a  good 
job  next  year.  She  is  an  ar¬ 
dent  Guy  Lombardo  fan.  She 
has  enjoyed  Study  Hall  and 
Problems  and  Democracy 
Class  at  R.  H.  S.  and  has  dis¬ 
liked  homework.  This  sum¬ 
mer  “Ev”  is  going  to  rest  and 
then  start  work  in  the  fall. 


SIEGFRIED  PHEIFFER 


Siegfried  is  a  comparatively 
new  member  of  our  class,  but 
just  about  everybody  knows 
him.  One  of  his  main  inter¬ 
ests  is  music  and  h<e  remarks 
that  he’d  like  to  re-appear  on 
this  earth  as  an  opera  star. 
Other  interests  include  ski¬ 
ing,  swimming,  dancing,  and 
making  model  airplanes.  He 
is  taking  the  Scientific  Course 
He  also  plans  to  make  an  ex¬ 
tensive  study  of  foreign  lan¬ 
guages  and  he  is  going  to  the 
University  of  Mexico. 


FLORENCE  PIERCE 


Easily  one  of  our  best- 
groomed  co-eds,  Flo  possesses 
one  of  the  sweetest  and  most 
demure  personalities  of  the 
class.  Last  football  season 
sbe  was  one  of  R.  H.  S.’s  pep¬ 
py  cheerleaders  and  certainly 
added  to  the  beauteous  cheer¬ 
leading  squad.  Flo  has  also 
been  kept  busy  this  year  with 
Junior  Woman’s,  and  various 
other  committees.  She  is  tak¬ 
ing  the  secretarial  course,  arid 
plans  to  go  to  business  school 
next  year.  Later  she  intends 
to  work  in  an  office. 


BEVERLY  PITMAN 


Although  “Bev’’  hasn’t  been 
with  us  the  entir>e  year,  she 
has  been  successful  in  carry¬ 
ing  out  the  Comprehensive 
Course.  She  has  been  a  valu¬ 
able  member  of  both  the  band 
and  orchestra,  and  whenever 
a  trumpet  solo  has  been  called 
for,  “Bev”  has  been  on  hand 
to  present  it.  Her  hobby  is 
skiing  and  we  hear  that  she 
beads  towards  New  Hamp¬ 
shire  during  the  winter 
months.  Next  year  will  find 
"Bev”  back  again  at  R.  H.  S. 
as  a  P.  G. 


DONALD  PLOUFF 


We  who  know  Don  may 
understand  why  his  favorite 
form  of  entertainment  is  auto 
racing  for  he  zooms  around 
town  as  if  he  were  practicing 
for  one.  Don  has  been  study¬ 
ing  a  mixed  course  during 
high  school  and  plans  to  work 
after  graduation.  Like  most 
others,  his  happiest  moments 
were  passed  during  lunch  per¬ 
iods.  Too  bad  they  don’t  sell 
hamburgers  in  the  cafeteria ! 


Bruce  is  drowsily  playing 
around  with  the  Scientific 
Course,  but  regardless  of  this 
he  plans  to  attend  Norwich 
University  next  fall.  He  is 
the  d>eacon  of  Hi-Y  and  a 
member  of  DeMolay.  You 
probably  saw  him  playing 
guard  in  that  stalwart  line 
of  R.  H.  S.  he-men.  He 
spends  his  leisure  hours  work¬ 
ing  in  a  green  house.  His 
favorite  expression  is  “I  don’t 
know,”  at  least  we  found  one 
fellow  who  isn’t  afraid  to  ad¬ 
mit  it ! 


Russ  is  a  member  of  our 
Band,  Orchestra  and  Service 
Squad  and  his  hobbies  are 
music  a  la  Glenn  Miller  and 
t-ennis.  He  tells  us  his  favorite 
form  of  entertainment  is 
“courten”?  Russ  is  quite  a 
patriotic  lad  and  spends  from 
midnight  to  3:00  a.  m.  on  Sat¬ 
urday  morning  spotting  planes 
up  at  the  Observation  Tower 
with  the  other  Russ. 


THOMAS  RATCHFORD 


“Tom”,  as  he  is  better 
known,  will  not  admit  he  is  a 
student,  in  fact,  h«e  claims  he 
has  ambitions  though  they’re 
anything  but  scholastic.  His 
main  desire  is  to  get  through 
High  School.  He  has  enjoyed 
2:30  the  most  and  8:15  the 
least.  Tom’s  very  mechanical¬ 
ly  minded  and  can  fix  a  motor 
in  nothing  flat.  He  wants  to 
go  to  work  next  year  and  buy 
a  16-cylinder  Rolls  Royce. 


ANN  RICHMOND 


Student  Council,  Pioneer 
Staff,  Tri-Hi,  Senior  Execu¬ 
tive  Board,  Jr.  Woman’s 
Club,  Riding  Club,  Senior 
Play  Properties  Committee, 
dance  committees  are  just 
some  of  the  things  with  which 
Ann  has  been  busy.  Is  it  any 
wonder  that  she’s  always 
rushing  somewhere  when  one 
meets  her  in  the  corridors? 
Next  year  she  will  attend  Col¬ 
by  junior  College.  Ann’s 
famous  parties  will  leave  her 
ever  in  our  memories  as  the 
perfect  hostess. 


JAMES  ROBERTSON 


“Jimmie”  has  now  complet¬ 
ed  the  Civic  Preparatory 
Course,  but  like  others,  he  has 
had  many  outside  attractions 
to  keep  him  from  becoming 
a  bookworm.  Incidentally, 
his  pet  peeve  is  book  reports. 
“Jimmie”  was  one  of  the 
dashing  members  of  our  bas¬ 
ketball  team,  and  a  real  trum¬ 
pet  player  in  our  High  School 
Band.  He  always  liked  danc¬ 
ing  which  accounts  for  lunch 
being  his  favorite  period. 
“Jimmie’’  wants  to  work  next 
year  until  time  to  serve  in  the 
armed  forces. 


ALICE  ROBINSON 


“Robie”  will  long  be  re¬ 
membered  for  her  marvellous 
record  collection  which  help¬ 
ed  make  the  many  “vie”  dan¬ 
ces  successful.  Although  her 
vivacity  does  seem  to  be  in¬ 
exhaustible,  she  has  her  more 
serious  moments  and  her  hap¬ 
piest  high  school  experience 
was  that  first  A  in  English. 
Alice  has  been  a  member  of 
the  cheerleading  squad  for  2 
years  and  added  both  beauty 
and  volume — no  end.  She  has 
been  a  member  of  Tri-Hi, 
Junior  Woman’s  Club,  riding 
and  the  Pioneer  Staff.  Alice 
will  enter  New  Hampshire 
University  in  the  fall. 


Maurice  has  studied  in  the 
College  Course  and  has  most 
enjoyed  mathematics  with 
Mr.  Halpin.  He  will  be  best 
remembered  as  standing  at  his 
traffic  duty  post  on  the  sec¬ 
ond  floor  landing,  where  his 
jaunty  red  cap  could  be  seen 
between  every  period. 
Though  he  has  no  plans  for 
his  immediate  future  his  am¬ 
bition  is  to  own  a  farm  in 
northern  New  Hampshire. 
Maurice  is  quite  a  student,  for 
he  actually  enjoys  studying 
most  any  subject  and  spends 
his  leisure  time  reading  good 
literature. 


Most  enjoyable  of  Priscil¬ 
la’s  activities  in  R.  H.  S.  have 
been  the  hours  she  has  spent 
working  in  the  office.  She 
has  been  a  faithful  member  of 
the  A  Capella  Choir  for  three 
years  and  has  found  time  for 
many  outside  social  activities. 
In  her  leisure  time  she  en¬ 
joys  reading,  knitting,  swim¬ 
ming  and  bowling  when  she’s 
not  at  her  favorite  hangout, 
Her  plan  for  next  year  is  to 
obtain  a  good  secretarial  po¬ 
sition. 


BRUCE  PUTNAM 


RUSSELL  RALSTON 


■A 


MAURICE  PROCTOR  JR. 


PRISCILLA  PROCTOR 


HAROLD  ROGERS 


Although  “Hal”,  as  he  likes 
to  be  called,  has  been  success¬ 
ful  in  the  Scientific  Course, 
he  has  be^n  taking  art  on  the 
side  with  definite  results.  This 
probably  accounts  for  the 
fact  that  Walt  Disney  is  his 
ideal.  As  a  member  of  our 
Traffic  Squad,  he  has  done 
much  towards  maintaining  or¬ 
der  in  the  corridors.  “Hal” 
claims  that  his  plans  for  next 
year  ane  uncertain,  but  we 
hope  he  will  continue  his 
work  in  art. 


ROBERT  SAUNDERS 


“Bob’’  is  that  tall  slim  chtef 
of  our  famous  traffic  squad. 
He  is  working  in  the  Ac¬ 
counting  Course  as  he  plans 
to  venture  forth  someday  into 
the  business  world.  He  en¬ 
joys  good  swing  music  of  the 
Glenn  Miller  variety,  and 
would  like  very  much  to  be 
sitting  in  the  drummer’s  posi¬ 
tion  in  some  good  band. 
Thos„e  who  know  him  realize 
lie's  a  gun  fiend,  because  he 
has  a  great  interest  in  thest 
weapons  in  any  form. 


LEONARD  ROSE 


And  now  let  me  introduce 
that  famous  radio  entertainer, 
“Lenny”  Rose !  That’s  how 
positive  we  are  that  he’ll  at¬ 
tain  his  ambition  to  break  in¬ 
to  the  radio  world.  He’s  been 
an  ardent  member  of  the  Glee 
Club  and  has  played  both  soc¬ 
cer  and  baseball.  He  intends 
to  work  next  year  and  to 
study  photography  in  the  eve¬ 
nings.  At  school,  he  has  en¬ 
joyed  Miss  Zimmerman’s 
classes  and  her  methods  of 
teaching.  Leonard  hopes  that 
in  the  future,  school  spirit  at 
R.  H.  S.  will  be  even  strong¬ 
er  than  it  has  been. 


KENNETH  SAWYER,  JR 


“Ken”  is  a  typical  R.  H.  S. 
lad  ;  hard-working  and  friend¬ 
ly.  He  has  plugged  his  way 
through  the  Comprehensive 
Course  and  tells  us  U.  S.  His¬ 
tory  was  his  most  popular 
subject.  “Ken”  is  a  familiar 
person  to  the  folks  around 
Birch  Meadow  for  it  is  there 
that  he  delivers  papers  each 
afternoon.  He  was  runner  up 
in  the  State  Doubles  Badmin¬ 
ton  Tournament  which  is  real¬ 
ly  quite  an  honor. 


BEATRICE  RUDERMAN 


“Bea”  has  taken  an  active 
part  in  Tri-Hi,  Junior  Wo¬ 
man’s  Club,  and  has  done  an 
excellent  job  on  the  Pioneer. 
Besides  this,  she  has  been  an 
invaluable  member  of  the 
Riding  Club  and  played  on 
hockey  and  basketball  teams. 
The  star  of  “Lunch  Room 
Discussions”,  “Beadie’s”  is  the 
personality  which  has  kept 
the  class  of  ’42  on  the  map  for 
twelve  years.  We’ve  already 
reserved  the  first  ten  rows  in 
Jordan  Hall  for  Bea’s  erud¬ 
ite  lecture  on  nothing  less 
than— SWING. 


ANNE  SCHAEFFER 


Petite,  vivacious  Anne  is 
one  of  the  few  students  com¬ 
pleting  the  Classical  Course. 
She  plans  next  year  to  go  to 
a  Liberal  Arts  College.  Anne 
enjoyed  English  and  abhored 
home  room  for  she  found  it 
dull.  She  was  a  member  of 
Jr.  Woman’s,  Pioneer,  and  Jr. 
W.  I).  C.  She  belonged  to 
the  Riding  Club  and  played 
tennis.  Although  this  seems  to 
betray  her,  Anne’s  pet  peeve 
is  going  steady. 


WESLEY  RYAN 

If  you’r<e  looking  for  “Wes” 
Ryan — find  Walter  Schofield 
or  vice  versa  for  the  Wes- 
Scho  team  is  almost  insepar¬ 
able.  “Wes”  has  spent  the 
past  thiee  years  in  a  Civic 
Preparatory  Course  enjoying 
the  first  seven  periods  of 
every  day,  but  disliked  home 
room.  He  was  to  be  found  at 
the  Jr.  High  the  night  of 
March  20th  looking  very  su¬ 
per  as  an  usher  for  the  Senior 
Play.  His  ambition  is  to  be  a 
top  flight  aviator,  but  in  the 
meantime  he’ll  work  for  Un¬ 
cle  Sam  building  those  planes 
which  someday  he  hopes  to 
fly. 


WALTER  SCHOFIELD 


“Scho”  is  a  friendly  fellow 
who  helped  in  the  office  and 
left  school  early  to  accept  a 
remunerative  position  in  Bos¬ 
ton.  During  his  high  school 
career,  he  has  participated  in 
soccer  and  badminton,  and 
was  manager  of  the  basketball 
(Tam.  “Scho’’  is  one  of  our 
more  spirited  class  members, 
and  has  served  on  many  com¬ 
mittees,  including  the  Senior 
Executive  Board.  We  all  re¬ 
member  Walter  standing  at 
his  post,  for  be  has  been  a 
faithful  member  of  the  Traf¬ 
fic  Squad. 


BOLIC  SCHULTZ 


GLORIA  SHANE 


MARTIN  L.  SHAPIRO 


LAWRENCE  SHAW 


Bolic  is  a  very  hard  worker 
and  his  ambition,  after  grad¬ 
uation,  is  to  enter  the  confus¬ 
ing  newspaper  world  as  a  re¬ 
porter.  H»e’s  quite  a  sports 
fan  and  was  an  enthusiastic 
member  of  our  soccer  team. 
He  has  enjoyed  noon  recess 
the  most  at  R.  H.  S.  and  he 
usually  can  be  seen  indulging 
in  some  strenuous  sport  with 
his  classmates  at  that  time. 
He  is  taking  a  Civic  Prepar¬ 
atory  Course  to  prepare  him¬ 
self  to  face  the  troubled  world 
after  he  leaves  school. 


“Glo”  is  one  of  our  bril¬ 
liant  girls  who  tackled  the 
Scientific  Course  and  made  a 
success  of  it.  Mr.  Halpin’s 
classes  have  been  her  joy 
while  at  R.  H.  S.  and  Tri-Hi, 
Junior  Woman’s,  and  riding 
have  occupied  her  spare  time. 
Gloria’s  ambition  is  to  trav¬ 
el,  to  accomplish  something 
worthwhile  and  to  marry. 
Whatever  she  does,  it’s  bound 
to  be  a  success.  Many  artis¬ 
tic  paintings,  drawings,  pos¬ 
ters,  and  decorations  on  view 
during  the  past  three  years 
were  the  product  of  Gloria’s 
talented  fingers. 


Martin  has  been  in  the  Col¬ 
lege  Course  with  the  inten¬ 
tion  of  becoming  an  engineer. 
H<e  studies  radio  outside  of 
school  and  has  a  laboratory  in 
his  home  where  he  works  dur¬ 
ing  his  leisure  hours.  An¬ 
other  of  Martin’s  interests  is 
chemistry.  He  played  soccer 
for  three  years  and  earn-ed  his 
letter.  Next  year  he  plans  to 
work  for  a  college  education. 
Despite  his  serious  intentions 
Martin  has  upset  more  than 
one  class  here  at  school  with 
his  witty  comments. 


Everybody  who  is  acquaint¬ 
ed  with  “Snug”  likes  him. 
Here’s  a  lad  who  knows  his 
sports.  Lawrence  has  been 
a  star  baseball  player  for  3 
years.  Pli-Y,  DeMolay  and 
Band,  are  a  few  of  his  activi¬ 
ties.  Lawrence  is  following 
the  Comprehensive  Course  in 
order  to  prepare  himself  for 
prep  school  and  colleg-e.  For 
entertainment,  he  likes  to  see 
hockey  and  baseball  games  or 
listen  to  the  music  of  that 
sentimental  gentleman  of 
swing,  Tommy  Dorsey. 


HERBERT  SHERMAN 


DONALD  SLETTERINK 


RAY  SHERROD 


LOUISE  SIAS 


“Bud”  has  taken  the  Civic 
Business  Course  during  his  3 
years  at  R.  H.  S.  He  is  a 
member,  in  good  standing,  of 
both  Hi-Y  and  DeMolay.  One 
of  our  resplendent  uslvers  at 
the  Senior  Play,  he  plans  to 
usher  out  anyone  who  stands 
in  his  way  toward  securing  a 
defense  job  next  year.  He 
spends  most  of  his  leisure 
time  trying  to  think,  but  still 
has  time  to  wotk  after  school. 


Roy  has  taken  an  Irregular 
Course  and  has  been  active  in 
the  football  squad.  He  spends 
most  of  his  time  riding  in  his 
car.  However,  wh-en  not  driv¬ 
ing  about  for  relaxation,  he 
swims,  or  fishes.  His  ambi¬ 
tion  is  to  turn  in  his  present 
car  this  year  for  a  brand  new 
one.  Roy  plans  to  go  to  Sav¬ 
annah  and  work  for  some¬ 
time.  If  he  finds  his  country 
needs  him,  he  will  go  in  the 
submarine  fleet. 


Louise  is  another  lover  of 
swing,  her  favorite  band  be¬ 
ing  Woody  Herman.  Natur¬ 
ally,  dancing  to  these  famous 
blues  is  her  favorite  form  of 
entertainment.  As  for  pet 
peeves,  the  standard  is  home¬ 
work;  the  unusual  is  ankle 
socks  with  high-heels.  In  a 
serious  vein,  next  year’s  plans 
call  for  work  probably  in  line 
with  her  commercial  studies. 


Butch  is  a  brawny  individu¬ 
al  and  has  taken  the  Practical 
Arts  Course  at  R.  H.  S.  He 
was  famous  as  a  fullback  on 
th«e  R.  H.  S.  eleven.  We  also 
remember  him  as  goalie  for 
the  Braves  Hockey  Club. 
Butch  says  he’ll  never  forget 
the  Jr. -Sr.  Reception  of  '41. 
Next  year  Butch  may  be 
found  in  th>e  Navy  where  he’ll 
do  his  bit. 


MARTHA  SPAULDING 


Martha  is  the  beauty  with 
the  bronze  tresses  who  floats 
from  class  to  class  in  some¬ 
thing  of  a  daze.  She  doesn’t 
have  to  tell  us  that  her  favor¬ 
ite  pastime  is  not  studying, 
but  she  has  enjoyed  Jr.  Wo¬ 
man’s  Club,  and  horseback 
riding.  The  students  all  en¬ 
joy  tlie  touch  of  humor  which 
Martha  adds  to  our  conversa¬ 
tion.  That  ring  on  the  third 
finger  left  hand,  is  another 
way  of  saying  that  Martha  is 
engaged  and  intends  to  be 
married  this  summer. 


CHARLES  SPEAR 


Charlie,  the  man  behind  the 
scenes  in  “Clarence”,  is  en¬ 
rolled  in  the  Scientific  Course. 
Speaking  of  Science,  Charlie 
says  he  will  never  forget  the 
time  he  broke  the  water  pipe 
in  the  Physics  Lab.  He’s 
known  to  all  Hi-Y  members 
as  their  honorable  Vice-Presi¬ 
dent  and  as  one  who  has 
helped  their  cause  in  trying  to 
arrange  joint  meetings  with 
Tri-Hi.  Charlie  joined  our 
soccer  team  this  year  and  im¬ 
mediately  became  an  import¬ 
ant  member.  Having  traveled 
out  west  last  summer,  his  one 
ambition  is  to  return  this 
summer. 


PHYLLIS  SPRINGFORD 


“Phil’’  is  a  tall,  good-natur¬ 
ed  member  of  the  Classical 
Course,  and  an  honor  stu¬ 
dent.  Teachers  have  been  her 
greatest  enjoyment  while  at 
R.  H.  S.  and  confusion  her 
pet  dislike.  “Phil”  has  been 
active  in  Rifle  Club,  has  play¬ 
ed  tennis,  and  did  an  excell¬ 
ent  job  collecting  senior  glos¬ 
sies  for  the  Pioneer.  Her  two 
hobbies  are  knitting  and 
shooting.  Next  year  “Phil” 
will  attend  a  business  school 
where  she’ll  prepare  for  a 
career  in  the  “outside  world”. 


WALTER  STARK 


MICHAEL  STEPHAN  IAN 


VIOLA  STEWART 


"Hugger”  is  the  nick-name, 
and  a  very  handsome  lad  is 
he.  “Hugger”  has  taken  the 
Comprehensive  Course  at  R. 
H.  S. ;  and  between  football, 
llarb,  and  driving  around  with 
“Eddie”  lie’s  had  a  busy  time. 
His  pet  peeve  is  girls  who 
have  to  be  in  early  at  night. 
Here  is  a  lad  who  likes  the 
sea  and  hopes  to  be  a  sea  cap¬ 
tain. 


“Mike”  is  being  aided  along 
in  the  Civic  Preparatory 
Course  with  the  help  of  a 
petite,  dark  and  handsome 
young  miss.  You  have  no 
doubt  seen  “Mike”  on  the 
football  and  baseball  field  for 
he  has  been  one  of  the  stars 
of  both  teams.  Franklin  and 
Union  Technical  Institute  will 
claim  him  next  year  where  he 
will  study  electrical  engineer¬ 
ing.  “Mike”  was  assistant 
stage  manager  for  the  Senior 
Play  and  a  member  of  Stu¬ 
dent  Council. 


“Vi”  takes  the  Secretarial 
Course  and  is  an  excellent  ty¬ 
pist.  This  winter  found  her 
dashing  around  Sturges’  giv¬ 
ing  a  really  excellent  per¬ 
formance  on  the  ice.  She  is 
also  very  fond  of  roller  skat¬ 
ing.  “Vi”  has  nothing  defi¬ 
nite  in  the  way  of  plans  for 
the  future,  yet  we  know  she’ll 
always  have  fun. 


EDYTHE  STANLEY 


Despite  the  fact  that  she 
dislikes  being  called  “Red”, 
"Red”  she  is  to  her  classmates 
and  “Red’’  she  will  remain. 
"Edie”  has  ambitions  to  be¬ 
come  a  dietician,  the  best  in 
the  world  no  less,  and  to  gain 
that  end  she  intends  to  go  to 
“Essex  Aggie”.  As  for  hob¬ 
bies,  she  enjoys  reading, 
stamp-collecting,  that  is  when 
she  isn’t  swimming  at  Central 
Street. 


JEAN  STIMPSON 


If  she’s  short  and  has  a 
smile  on  her  face  and  is  deliv¬ 
ering  notes  from  the  office  it’s 
Jean.  She  has  been  following 
the  Civic  Preparatory  Course, 
and  has  enjoyed  Problems  of 
Democracy  most  at  R.  H.  S. ; 
but  she's  allergic  to  home¬ 
work.  She’s  a  Rainbow  Girl 
and  has  been  extremely  active 
as  a  member  of  the  organiza¬ 
tion.  Her  ambition  is  to  find 
a  position  as  a  filing  clerk. 


JEAN  SULLIVAN 


BARBARA  TEEL 


BETTY  THEODOKOU 


THORNTON  STRUSS 

"Johan”  is  som-ewhat  of  a 
Marconi,  Edison,  and  Bell 
rolled  into  one  as  he  spends 
much  of  his  leisure  time  sur¬ 
rounded  by  radios,  spark-coils 
and  volumes  upon  the  compli¬ 
cated  theories  of  electricity. 
He  uses  up  the  rest  of  his  idle 
time  by  fooling  with  a  saxo¬ 
phone  or  playing  records. 
Of  course,  you'v-e  all  seen  him 
behind  the  motion  picture 
machine  masterfully  manipu¬ 
lating  its  many  gadgets,  keep¬ 
ing  it  in  focus,  and  trying  to 
maintain  the  image  upon  the 
little  screen  on  the  stage.  He 
wants  to  join  the  Navy  as 
soon  as  possible  as  a  member 
of  its  electrical  division. 


“Sully”  has  been  working 
hard  in  the  Secretarial  Course 
and  intends  to  seek  riches 
through  her  endeavors  in  this 
field.  She  claims  that  her  pet 
aversion  is  outlining  in  His¬ 
tory.  She  is  a  member  of  one 
of  the  Sub  Deb  clubs  which 
are  becoming  so  popular  in 
this  town. 


“Barb”  is  the  happy  Miss 
who  so  ably  portrayed  Violet 
in  our  Senior  Play.  Her  role 
in  the  play  and  Art  in  Room 
B  will  remain  her  ’fondest 
memories.  “Barb”  is  an  ar¬ 
dent  rider  but  she  thoroughly 
detests  Gene  Autry.  “Barb’’ 
plans  to  follow  up  Art  as  a 
career  and  later  become  a 
commercial  artist.  She  al¬ 
ready  has  had  some  exper¬ 
ience  in  this  line,  having  de¬ 
signed  covers  for  several 
town  reports.  She  hopes  also 
to  try  to  include  some  photo¬ 
graphy  in  her  course  for  she 
is  skilled  in  this  respect,  also. 


All  is  quiet  on  th-e  upper 
floor  of  R.  H.  S.  when  “Bet¬ 
ty”  sleepily  appears  on  the 
threshold  of  Room  A  at  8:16. 
She  has  amiably  lent  her  vo¬ 
cal  ability  to  A  Capella  Choir. 
"Betty”  spends  her  leisure 
hours  -eating  and  enjoying  the 
9:20  Club.  Woody  Herman 
tops  “Betty’s”  list  of  favorite 
band  leaders,  but  will  blissful¬ 
ly  watch  any  band  perform  by 
the  hour.  “Betty”  plans  to 
work  for  a  few  years  and 
then  be  happily  married.  Most 
prominent  among  her  recol¬ 
lections  of  R.  H.  S.  will  be 
Coach  Radvilas’  history  class. 


GERTRUDE  THIEME 


CLIFFORD  TOUSSAINT 


ALMA  TOWLE 


ROBERT  TURNER 


"Gertie’s’’  ambition  is  to  be 
happily  married,  but  until  the 
right  man  comes,  she’ll  be  sa¬ 
tisfied  with  a  good  job.  She  is 
a  popular  member  of  the  Ep- 
worth  League  and  Rainbow 
Girls.  Gertrud-e  is  very  much 
interested  in  church  work. 
She  says  that  the  Commercial 
Course  has  kept  her  busy  this 
year. 


“Cliff”  gets  our  vote  for  be¬ 
ing  the  most  genial  student  of 
th-e  class.  Members  of  visit¬ 
ing  soccer  teams  might  dis¬ 
agree  on  this  point  for  “Cliff” 
has  been  for  the  past  three 
3-ears  one  of  the  most  formid¬ 
able  members  of  our  R.  H.  S. 
Soccer  Team.  He  is  always 
to  be  seen  at  football  games, 
basketball  games,  and  dances. 
"Cliff”  is  a  member  of  the 
chorus,  is  one  of  the  few  re¬ 
maining  smooth  dancers,  and 
has  confid-ed  to  us  that  his  pet 
peeve  is  jitterbugging  Clif¬ 
ford  plans  to  work  next  year. 


Alma  is  the  quiet,  uncom¬ 
plaining  gal  studying  in  the 
Civic  Prep.  Course.  She  says 
she  really  enjoys  practically 
everything  about  it.  Alma’s 
h-eart  is  centered  now  as  al- 
ways  on  athletics.  She  plays 
tennis,  hockey,  and  basketball 
for  her  school  and  stars  in 
each.  Alma  dreams  of  be¬ 
coming  a  g>’m  teacher,  so 
there  is  little  doubt  why  Miss 
Nichols  is  her  ideal. 


“Bob”,  who  has  been  tak¬ 
ing  the  Accounting  Course, 
says  he  has  enjoyed  most  at 
R.  H.  S.  certain  study  periods 
and  the  2 :30  bell.  “Bob”  is 
one  of  those  North  Reading 
Swing  Cats  and  if  Alvino  Rey 
ever  loses  his  popularity  it 
will  b-e  no  fault  of  his.  Some¬ 
day  when  you  see  “Bob”  driv¬ 
ing  down  the  street  in  a 
brand  new  convertible,  you 
will  know  that  his  only  ambi¬ 
tion  has  been  filled.  He  ex¬ 
pects  to  study  next  year  at 
W-entworth  and  we  wouldn’t 
be  surprised  if  in  the  future 
he  becomes  a  goalie  on  the 
Bruins’  Hockey  Team. 


BETTE  WALKER 


VIRGINIA  WARD 


MARJORIE  WEBSTER 


MARCIA  WENTWORTH 


Bette  is  taking  the  Secre¬ 
tarial  Course  and  h-er  ambi¬ 
tion  is  to  enter  the  fashion 
world  as  a  designer.  Wednes¬ 
day,  Thursday,  and  Friday 
evenings  at  10  p.  m.  you’ll  find 
“Janie”  with  her  ear  pressed 
to  the  radio  absorbing  the 
sweet  and  hot  of  the  unsur¬ 
passed  “Gentleman  and  his 
Trombone”.  Bette  left  early 
this  year  to  start  a  business 
career. 


“Ginnie’’  is  that  good-na¬ 
tured  girl  who  may  l>e  seen 
very  often  in  Room  F  where 
the  “geniuses  work”.  She 
herself  says  her  most  enjoy¬ 
able  moments  in  high  school 
have  been  those  spent  in  this 
room.  Besides  being  interest¬ 
ed  in  art,  she  also  finds  time 
to  play  the  piano,  dance,  and 
she  puts  it  “raise  cain”.  “Gin¬ 
nie”  wants  to  become  a  suc¬ 
cessful  secretary  and  next 
year  will  see  her  at  Burdett 
College  where  she  will  get 
further  training  toward  her 
goal. 


Sparkling  gold  hair  and  a 
flashing  smile — yes,  it’s  Mar¬ 
gie.  Sports  of  all  kinds  are 
h>er  diversion  and  she  has 
been  a  member  of  the  basket¬ 
ball  and  tennis  teams  at  high 
school.  Music  hath  charms, 
and  in  accordance  with  this, 
collecting  records  is  her  hob¬ 
by.  At  R.  H.  S.  she  has  been 
a  member  of  Stud-ent  Council, 
on  the  Pioneer  Staff,  and 
chairman  of  the  ill-fated  Car¬ 
nival  committee.  “Marj” 
staunchly  maintains  that  the 
things  she  has  disliked  most 
at  school  have  been  ber  blush¬ 
ing  moments. 


Marcia  followed  the  Com¬ 
mercial  Course  at  Reading, 
though  shorthand  and  Eng¬ 
lish  have  not  been  particu¬ 
larly  interesting  to  her.  In 
fact  her  pet  peeve  is  outlin¬ 
ing  material.  Marcia’s  am¬ 
bition  is  to  become  a  famous 
ice  skater  and  she  is  well  on 
her  way  for  she  is  already  well 
known  among  her  classmates 
for  her  skating  skill.  She  is 
also  interested  in  music  of  all 
types — classic,  swing  and  even 
blues. 


FRANCES  WHEELER 


“Frannie’’  has  been  a  mem¬ 
ber  of  the  A  Cap^lla  Choir, 
the  Student  Council,  the  Rifle 
Club,  the  Basketball  Team, 
and  has  played  tennis.  With 
all  these  activities  she  still 
finds  time  for  writing,  read¬ 
ing  and  music.  Frances  has 
taken  the  Classical  Course  and 
plans  to  enter  Bates  College 
next  fall.  She  has  been  edi- 
tor-in-chi>?f  of  the  Pioneer 
this  year  and  is  salutatorian 
of  our  class. 


KATHERINE  WHITE 


“Katie”  is  the  small  dark¬ 
haired  senior  who  is  one  of 
the  quietest  girl  in  our  class, 
but  her  more  intimate  friends 
say  differently.  Taking  the 
Secretarial  Course,  “Katie” 
has  enjoyed  shorthand  more 
than  anything  else  in  R.  H. 
S. — but  on  the  other  hand  has 
disliked  bookkeeping.  Wil¬ 
liam  Holden  seems  to  be  her 
idea  of  a  real  movie  actor  as 
Katie’s  leisure  is  spent  col¬ 
lecting  pictures  of  him.  Mov¬ 
ies,  Glenn  Miller’s  ballads, 
summer,  and  desserts  all  suit 
her  fancy.  In  the  fall  “Katie” 
plans  to  work  as  a  secretary. 


NANCY  WHITE 

“Nan”  is  the  girl  with  inex¬ 
haustible  vitality  and  person¬ 
ality  plus.  Busy  all  her  high 
school  years,  she  has  taken 
part  in  Tri-Hi,  Junior  Wo¬ 
man’s,  Tennis,  Riding,  and 
has  been  on  numerous  com¬ 
mittees.  She  filled  the  vice¬ 
presidency  during  her  first  2 
years  of  high  school;  has 
been  a  member  of  the  Student 
Council,  and  the  Defense 
Corps.  Besides  all  these 
“Nan”  was  our  vivacious  head 
cheerleader  last  season  and 
made  an  outstanding  one.  She 
finds  great  pleasure  in  dancing 
and  eating  pickles,  but  dislikes 
knee  socks. 


RICHARD  WHITE 


Rain  or  shine,  Richard  can 
be  seen  tramping  toward  the 
Junior  High  every  morning 
for  shop  classes.  “Dick”  has 
had  a  good  time  at  R.  H.  S. 
particularly  when  an  oppor¬ 
tunity  arose  to  fool  around 
with  the  gang  and  says  that 
most  certainly  he’d  send  his 
children  here.  His  spare  time 
is  divided  between  building 
model  airplanes,  shooting  and 
“a  certain  girl.”  Working 
now  at  the  Stop  and  Shop — 
his  ambition  is  to  become  one 
of  Uncle  Sam’s  blue  jacket 
boys. 


ALAN  WHITNEY 


A1  can  often  be  seen  behind 
the  wheel  of  a  gray  Plymouth 
speeding  down  Sanborn  St., 
after  school.  He  has  enjoyed 
Problems  of  Democracy  with 
Coach  Radvilas  the  most  at 
R.  H.  S.  A1  is  interested  in 
mechanics  and  enjoys  tinker¬ 
ing  with  gadgets  under  the 
hood  of  a  car.  His  main  in¬ 
terest,  though,  is  in  farming 
and  his  ambition  is  to  go  to 
agricultural  school  and  then 
own  a  successful  farm  of  his 
own. 


ELEANOR  WILLIAMS 


Eleanor,  better  known  as 
“Whistling  Willy”  can  often 
be  found  hurrying  along  the 
corridors  busily  engaged  in 
matters  concerning  the  J.  W. 
D.  C.  or  during  fre>e  periods, 
lending  a  helping  hand  to  the 
art  class.  She  has  spent 
many  enjoyable  hours  with 
the  Rifle  Team  and  Riding 
Club.  Her  excellent  sewing 
ability  is  bound  to  throw  her 
bead-long  into  her  greatest 
ambition  —  Marriage.  Willie 
also  was  valuable  to  the  pub¬ 
licity  committee  for  the  Sen¬ 
ior  Play,  and  as  the  editor  of 
the  Chronicle  Column. 


DONALD  WILMOT 


Don  always  a  very  quiet 
fellow  is  an  up  and  coming 
member  of  the  Service  Squad 
who  plans  to  join  the  Mer¬ 
chant  Marine  next  year.  He 
enjoys  fishing,  hunting,  driv¬ 
ing  and — the  Polka.  Don’s 
ambition  is  to  make  a  million 
and  maybe  he  will  in  his  own 
drug  store. 


BEVERLY  WINN 

“Bevie’’  is  skimming 
through  the  Comprehensive 
Course,  but  regardless  of  her 
happy-go-lucky  methods  she 
is  one  of  the  top  ranking 
members  of  her  class.  She 
plans  to  attend  Simmons  Col¬ 
lege  prior  to  becoming  a  doc¬ 
tor’s  assistant.  She  detests 
boring  assemblies.  “Bevie” 
has  been  a  member  of  the 
Pioneer  Board  and  has  done 
a  wonderful  job  and  she  has 
also  been  selected  to  write  a 
part  of  the  Class  Prophecy. 
Her  classmates  will  never  tire 
of  watching  her  dance  and 
since  she  is  always  willing  to 
oblige  the  pleasure  is  two-fold. 


WILLIAM  ZITZOW 

You’ve  heard  of  “The  Man 
with  the  Hoe” — well  William 
is  the  man  with  the  broom ! 
Every  afternoon  he  can  be 
seen  carefully  wielding  a  push 
broom  cleaning  up  the  litter 
we’ve  left  behind.  Having 
taken  the  Civic  Preparatory 
Course,  his  heart  fell  to  great 
depths  every  time  oral  book 
reports  were  assigned.  At 
present,  he  spends  his  time  at 
the  Super  Market  where  he 
claims  he  is  an  all  “remind 
general  stooge”.  However, 
he  hopes  soon  to  be  able  to 
get  a  government  job. 


CAMERA  SHY? 


HOWARD  BATES 

Head  and  shoulders  above 
everyone  else — that’s  Howie. 
He  has  taken  an  Irregular 
College  Course.  In  his  spare 
time  he  majors  in  football  and 
“funny  books”.  He  announc¬ 
es  his  pet  peeve  is  short  skirts 
on  fair  damsels  and  the  ap¬ 
plication  of  too  much  make 
up.  Next  year  will  find  him 
on  the  gridiron  of  the  Uni¬ 
versity  of  Richmond.  Later, 
he  hopes  to  follow  a  journal¬ 
istic  career  via.  a  M.  A.  De¬ 
gree  at  Columbia. 


LORRAINE  FOX 

Lucky,  Lorraine !  An  in¬ 
terview  with  this  busy  young 
lady,  just  returned  from  two 
weeks  in  Detroit,  inspired  the 
alliteration.  Explanation? 
She’s  lucky  because  she  has 
already  found  -employment 
which  means  escaping  those 
dreaded  exams.  Lorraine  is 
one  of  our  more  talented  sen¬ 
iors.  Not  long  ago  she  sang 
for  the  soldiers  at  Camp  Dev- 
ens.  Sh«e  is  indeed  doing  her 
part  in  the  war  effort.  Lor¬ 
raine  has  already  secured  a 
position  in  the  Boston  and 
Main  Railroad  office. 


JUANITA  LEWIS 

Juanita  is  completely  wrap¬ 
ped  up  in  her  art.  At  R.  H.  S. 
she  enjoyed  Mr.  Kibbe's 
classes  most,  and  her  ambi¬ 
tion  is  to  become  a  great  ar¬ 
tist.  When  she’s  not  on  roll- 
<er  skates  or  eating  her  fav¬ 
orite  dish,  apple  pie  and  ice 
cream,  she’s  sketching  the 
roundabout  country  side. 
Next  year  Juanita  will  be  fol¬ 
lowing  up  her  heart’s  desire 
by  taking  a  federal  art  cours-e. 


MARY  PUZICK 

Mary,  alias  “Della”,  was  a 
very  convincing  Irish  maid  in 
the  Senior  Play.  She  certain¬ 
ly  had  a  good  time  in  those 
wordy  battles  with  Dinwiddie. 
Mary  has  been  a  student  of 
the  Civic  Preparatory  Course 
where  she  has  found  math 
rather  hard.  Her  ambition  is 
to  be  a  nurse  or  perhaps  a 
business  woman  and  next 
year  will  be  spent  working 
towards  one  of  these  goals. 
Home  is  Mary’s  favorite 
hang-out  where  she  spends 
her  leisure  time  reading  or 
sewing. 
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Acting  Editor 


Pioneer  Board 


Marshall  Davis  * 

W rite-up  Staff 

Barbara  Davis  * 

Beatrice  Ruderman  * 

Joseph  Anderson 
Helen  Batchelder 
Beverly  Buckler 
Robert  Crosby 
Jean  Dodge 
Harold  Holmes 
Elsie  Lindquist 
Winnifred  Poland  * 

Alumni 

James  Webster  Hawes 
Stanley  Routh  Stembridge,  Jil 

Art 

Nancy  Holcomb  * 

Official  Typist 

Bette  Ellis  * 


Business  Staff 

Elinor  Abbott  * 

Lucille  Gonnam  * 

Marjorie  Webster  * 

Faculty  Advisers 

Miss  Jeannette  Reed — Literary 
Miss  Svea  Kling — Typing 

Mr.  Arthur  Griffin — Business 
Mr.  Reginald  Kibbee — Art 

Photography 

Gloria  Shane 
Phyllis  Springford  * 

Barbara  Teel  * 

Eleanor  Williams  * 

Athletics 

Harriette  Camp 
Richard  Bowser 

Typists 

Dorothy  Doherty 
Jennie  Gromyko 
Betty  Theodorou 

*  Honorable  mention  because  of  dilli- 
gent  and  outstanding  work  on  The 
Pioneer. 


Congratulations  to . 

The  1942  Graduating  Class  of 

^llie  Heading  <Jlixjh  School 


The  Reading  Chronicle  Press,  Inc. 

531  Main  St.  Tel.  0155 

This  Pioneer  is  a  Produet  of  Our  Printing  Department 

Make-Up  Work 

in  all  High  Sehool  Subjects 
SUMMER  PREPARATORY  SCHOOL 

JULY  6  TO  AUGUST  14 

Individual  Instructions  in  Difficult  Subjects  Morning  Classes  Experienced  High  School  Teachers 

COEDUCATIONAL 

$35,  one  subject  Sernl  for  circular  $60,  two  subjects 

THE  FISHER  SCHOOL 

374  Broadway  Winter  Hill  SOMerset  1800 


Mav  the  hope  for  the  future  which 
is  dependent  on  you  he  more  suc¬ 
cessful  than  the  performance  of  the 
past  generations. 


Your  Graduation  Means 
Progress  . 


You  have  learned  some  of  the  important  things  which 
are  essential  to  the  modern  way  of  life. 


Your  Municipal  Light  Department  has  kept  pace  along  with  you  in  the  devel¬ 
opment  of  modern  ideas  which  affect  your  mode  of  living. 


Electric  Ranges,  Refrigerators,  Washing  Machines, 

Water  Heaters  and  Vacuum  Cleaners  have  made  a  large 
contribution  to  the  well-ordered  home. 

Some  of  these  things  have  been  curtailed  by  the  war,  but  your  Light  Depart¬ 
ment  will  do  its  best  to  meet  the  needs  of  our  citizens,  governed,  of  course,  by 
conditions  under  which  we  find  ourselves. 


Reading  Municipal 


Light  Dept. 


25  Haven  Street 


Reading,  Mass. 


Phone  1340 


Whatever  Your  Plans  for  the  Future  May  Be 

j 

If  you  want  to  get  ahead,  it  will  pay  you  to  find  out  about  our 
service. 


The  Reading  Co-operative  Bank  is  an  important  local  institution 
which  was  established  to  promote  thrift  and  home  ownership 
among  the  people  of  this  community.  To  this  end  we  offer 
saving  plans  to  fit  almost  any  budget  and  home  financing 
plans  to  meet  a  variety  of  needs. 


READING  CO-OPERATIVE  B4NK 


643  Main  Street 


Tel.  Reading  0193 


THRIFT 


A  Symbol  of  Vision 


People  who  save  regularly  possess  a  very  valuable  human 
quality  .  .  .  the  ability  to  look  ahead  and  plan  for  the  future. 
This  quality  is  very  important  to  achievement  of  happiness, 
security  and  success.  It  is  well  worth  cultivating. 

As  your  first  step  may  we  suggest  that  you  start  an  account  at 
your  local  savings  bank,  and  add  to  it  regularly. 


MECHANICS  SAVINGS  BANK 

643  Main  Street 
Reading,  Massachusetts 


PIONEER 


It  is  a  good  name. 

It  may  mean  those  early  settlers  who  founded  New  England. 

It  may  mean  a  delightful  school  paper  published  in  Reading. 

It  may  mean  graduates  of  R.  H.  S.  this  year  who  definitely 
may  have  pioneering  to  do  in  these  troublesome  times 

If  we  are  all  guided  by  these  fundamental  principles  which 
governed  those  good  old  Neiv  Englanders  all  of  our  pioneer¬ 
ing  will  be  worth  while  and  that  includes 


The  First  National  Bank  of  Reading 


S.  M.  Hodson 


R.  H.  Hodson 


HODSON  BROTHERS 


PAINTERS  AND  DECORATORS 


Paints,  Wall  Papers  and  Window  Shades 


Store,  Haven  St.,  Near  P.  O. 


Telephone  0060 


—  BEAR  SERVICE  — 


TORRES 


Wheel  Aligning  Wheel  Balancing 

Axle  and  Frame  Straightening 
Corrects  Shimmy  —  Tire  Wear  —  Hard  Steering 


Wheel  Balancin 


Reading  Square 


Making  quality 


DON  GRAY’S  DENT  SHOP 


ACCIDENT  WORK  OUR  SPECIALTY 


CANDY 

and 

ICE  CREAM 


for  over  25  years 


Main  and  Minot  Sts. 


Tel.  Rea.  8540-W 


WOOD  and  METAL 
FURNITURE  CO. 


Established  1914 


525  Main  St. 


Tel.  Rea.  1450 


THE  FRY  KETTLE 

Specializing  in 
FRIED  SEA  FOODS 
and  FISH  DINNERS 

Route  28 —  One  Mile.  North  of  Reading  Square 


Tel.  Reading  0592 


Mill  Work 
Paints 


Jobbing 

Varnish 


Fire  Insurance  Appraisal 


E.  B.  CURRELL  &  SON 


BUILDERS 


Shop  and  Office:  32  Haven  St.,  Reading,  Mass. 


Office  Hours:  9  A.  M.  to  5  P.  M. 

DR.  M.  E.  BRANDE 
DR.  CHARLES  G.  ROSS 

Associate  Dentist 

My  specialty  is  extracting  teeth,  the  making  and 
repairing  of  all  kinds  of  artificial  teeth. 


86  Haven  St. 


Tel.  Rea.  0170 


H OOKI  E  ’  S 

AUTOMOTIVE  SERVICE 

Repairing  —  All  Makes  of  Cars 


Towing  —  Road  Service 


Ignition  and  Electrical  Work 


WESTON’S 

Greenhouses 


‘Say  It  With  Flowers’ 


9  Auburn  St. 


6  Linden  St. 


Tel.  Rea.  0267 


Tel.  Rea.  0091AV 


HARRY  UPSON  CAMP 


—  Master  Electrician  — 


28  Highland  St.,  Reading 


Tel.  Rea.  0835 


Compliments  of 


THE  READING  THEATRE 


COMPLETE  FOOD 


«,EADINg 

S&fLRkHs* 


TEL.  READINGr 
0890 


FREE  DELIVERY 


Look  Photo  Service 


115  Main  St.,  Andover 


Tel.  Andover  39 


Mail  or  Phone  Orders 


Great  Values 


PEACE  AND  SECURITY 
CAN  BE  SECURED 
by 

CO-OPERATION 

SHOP  CO-OP 
IT  PAYS 

Invest  in  America’s  Future 

Reading  Co-Op 


180  Haven  St. 


We  Deliver 


Reading  1730 


MINERAL  CORNER  STORE 


MEATS  •  GROCERIES  -  PROVISIONS 


Corner  Mineral  and  Vine  Sts. 


Tel.  Reading  1293 


READ  &  WHITE 

MEN'S  and 
WOMEN'S 

FORMAL 
CLOTHES 

"7  I'll  11  REIMTED 

FOR  ALL  OCCASIONS 

QUALITY  ALWAYS' 

III  SUMMER  STREET  BOSTON,  MASS. 
WOOLVVORTH  BLDO.,  I’ROVIOENOE,  R.  I. 


LEARN  BEAUTY  CULTURE 
at 

Wilfred  Academy 

We  train  you  in  a  short  time  at  low  cost 

Ideal  positions,  good  pay  and  advancement  await 
you  in  either  war  or  peace  time. 

There  is  a  shortage  of  experienced  operators 
Day  and  Evening  Classes  begin  each  week.  Visit 
our  classes  in  session  and  see  our  employment 

records. 

Write  for  1942  Catalog  H 

Wilfred  Academy 

492  Boylston  St.  Boston,  Mass.  Ken.  0880 


L.  G.  Balfour  Company 


Attleboro 


Massachusetts 


Known  Where  There  Are  Schools  and  Colleges 

Official  jeweler  to  the  Reading  High  School 

Representative  —  S.  G.  Lee 
234  Boylston  Street  Boston,  Mass. 


SEE  OUR  NEW  DEVELOPMENT  ON  HIGH  STREET 
NEW  HOMES  REAL  ESTATE 

ROYAL  C.  JAQUES 


93  Grand  Street 


BUILDER  AND  CONTRACTOR 
Tel.  Reading  1453 


Reading,  Mass. 


Fred  F.  Smith,  Inc. 

EUGENE’S 

WHOLESALE  and  RETAIL  DEALER  in 

SHOES  FOR  THE  WHOLE  FAMILY 

Lumber,  Plumbing,  and  Heating  Supplies,  Lime, 

Brick,  Cement,  and  Sewer  Pipe. 

MEN’S  FURNISHINGS 

Builder's  Hardware  of  Every  Description. 

See  Our  Gift  Department 

—  Shoes  Repaired  — 

25-37  Harnden  St.  Tel.  Rea.  0450 

Reading  Square 

EMERSON’S 

COMMUNITY  SERVICE  STATION 

Compliments  of 

JENNEY  HY-POWER  and  AERO  GASOLINE 

JENNEY  SOLVENIZED  MOTOR  OILS 

L.  G.  and  M.  C.  Hawes 

JENNEY  SPECIALIZED  LUBRICATION 

—  An  Unbeatable  Combination  — 

Expert  service  for  all  your  motoring  needs 

Lincoln  and  Prescott  Sts.  Tel.  Rea.  0916 

Compliments  of 

Heartiest  Greetings 

IDEAL  BEAUTY  SHOP 

FRED’S  BEAUTY  SALON 

623  Main  St.  Reading  1669 

48  Haven  St.  Tel.  Reading  1599 

Evening  Appointments 

Reasonable  Prices  Good  Work  Prompt  Attention 

ARCHIE  LEVINE 

Compliments  of 

CUSTOM  TAILOR 

Ladies'  and  Gentlemen’s  Suits  and  Overcoats 

READING  DINER 

Made  to  Order. 

Cleaning,  Pressing,  Dyeing  and  Remodeling. 

Furs  remodeled  in  the  latest  styles 

“FOOD  AS  YOU  LIKE  IT’  > 

Tel.  Reading  0073-M 

—  24  Hour  Service  — 

175  Haven  St.  Reading,  Mass. 

Northeastern  U  niversity 


College  of  Liberal  Arts 

Offers  for  young  men  a  broad  program  of  college 
subjects  serving  as  a  foundation  for  the  under¬ 
standing  of  modem  culture,  social  relations,  and 
technical  achievement.  Students  may  concentrate 
in  any  of  the  following  fields:  Biology,  Chemistry, 
Economics,  Sociology,  Psychology,  Mathematics 
Physics,  and  English  (including  an  option  in 
Journalism).  Pre-Medical,  Pre-Dental  and  Pre- 
Legal  courses  are  offered.  Varied  opportunities 
a\ailabie  for  vocational  specialization.  Degree: 
Bachelor  of  Science  or  Bachelor  of  Arts. 


College  of  Engineering 

Offers  for  young  men  curricula  in  Civil,  Mechan¬ 
ical  (with  Air-Conditioning,  and  Aeronautical  op¬ 
tions),  Electrical,  Chemical,  and  Industrial 
Engineering.  Classroom  study  is  supplemented  by 
experiment  and  research  in  well-equipped  labora¬ 
tories.  Degree :  Bachelor  of  Science  in  the  pro¬ 
fessional  field  of  specialization. 


Coll  ege  of  Business  Administration 

Offers  for  young  men  the  following  curricula :  Accounting,  Marketing  and 
Advertising,  and  Industrial  Administration.  Each  curriculum  provides  a 
sound  training  in  the  fundamentals  of  business  practice  and  culminates  in 
special  courses  devoted  to  the  various  professional  fields.  Degree:  Bach¬ 
elor  of  Science  in  Business  Administration. 


School  of  Law 

Offers  three-year  day  and  four-year  evening  un¬ 
der  graduate  programs  leading  to  the  degree  of 
Bachelor  of  Laws.  A  minimum  of  one-half  of  the 
work  accepted  for  a  bachelor’s  degree  in  an  ap¬ 
proved  college  or  its  full  equivalent  required  for 
admission  to  undergraduate  programs.  Case 
method  of  instruction. 

The  School  also  offers  a  two-year  evening  program 
open  to  graduates  of  approved  law  schools  and 
leading  to  the  degree  of  Master  of  Laws.  Under¬ 
graduate  and  graduate  programs  admit  men  and 
women. 


School  of  Business 

Offers  curricula  through  evening  classes  in  Ac¬ 
counting,  Industrial  Management.  Distributive 
Management,  and  Engineering  and  Business,  lead¬ 
ing  to  the  degree  of  Bachelor  of  Business  Ad¬ 
ministration  in  specified  fields.  Preparation  for 
C.  P.  A.  Examinations.  A  special  four-year  curri¬ 
culum  in  Law  and  Business  Management  leading 
to  the  Bachelor  of  Commercial  Science  degree  with 
appropriate  specification  is  also  offered.  Shorter 
programs  may  be  arranged.  Co-educational. 


Evening  Courses  of  the  College  of  Liberal  Arts 

Certain  courses  of  the  College  of  Liberal  Arts  are  offered  during  evening 
hours  affording  concentration  in  Economics,  English,  History  and  Govern¬ 
ment  or  Social  Science.  A  special  program  preparing  for  admission  to  the 
School  of  law  is  also  available.  The  program  is  equivalent  in  hours  to  one- 
half  the  requirements  for  the  A.  B.  or  S.  B.  degree.  Associate  in  Arts  title 
conferred.  Co-educational. 

Co-operative  Plan 

The  Colleges  of  Liberal  Arts,  Engineering  and  Business  Administration  offer  day  programs  for  men 
only,  and  are  conducted  on  the  co-operative  plan.  After  the  freshman  year,  students  may  alternate 
their  periods  of  study  with  periods  of  work  in  the  employ  of  business  or  industrial  concerns  at  ten- 
week  intervals.  Under  this  plan  they  gain  valuable  experience  and  earn  a  large  part  of  their  college 
expenses. 


FOR  CATALOG  — 

NORTHEASTERN  UNIVERSITY 
Director  of  Admissions 
Boston,  Massachusetts. 


MAIL  THIS  COUPON  AT  ONCE 


Please  send  me  a  catalog  of  the  CD 

□  College  of  Liberal  Arts  CD 

CD  College  of  Engineering  CD 

CD  College  of  Business  Administration  CD 

□  School  of  Law 

□  Evening  School  of  Business 


Evening — College  of  Liberal  Arts 
Day  Pre-Medical  Program 
Day  Pre-Dental  Program 
Day  and  Evening  Pre-Legal 

Programs 


Name 

Address 

C-30 


EDUCATION  AND  DEFENSE 
UNITED  FOR  VICTORY 

SUFFOLK  UNIVERSITY 

gives  ambitious  men  and  women  college  and  professional  training  while  employed 
in  Defense.  Do  your  bit  for  Uncle  Sam  every  day  in  office  or  factory.  But  why  not 
use  your  free  time  to  better  prepare  yourself  to  serve  your  country  in  the  days  of 
victory  ahead? 

Day  and  Evening  Sessions — Part-time  program  if  desired 

COLLEGES 

Liberal  Arts  -  Journalism  -  Easiness  Administration 

Day  or  Evening  courses  for  A.  B. ;  B.  S.  in  J.;  or  B.  S.  in  B.  A.  degree. 

Special  Pre-legal  course  meeting  requirements  for  entrance  to  Law 

School,  entitling  one  to  Associate  in  Arts  certificate.  Entrance  require¬ 
ment:  15  acceptable  units  or  equivalent. 

LAW  SCHOOL 

Day  or  Evening  courses  for  LL.B.  degree.  Entrance  requirements:  60 
semester  hours  of  academic  work. 

GRADUATE  SCHOOL  OF  LAW 

2-year  Evening  course  for  LL.M.  degree.  For  LL.B.  graduates  only. 

SUMMER  SESSION— July  6  -  August  14,  1942 
FALL  SEMESTER  IN  ALL  DEPARTMENTS  BEGINS  SEPT.  21,  1942 

Call,  write  or  phone  CAP.  0555  for  catalog 

SUFFOLK  UNIVERSITY  REGISTRAR 

Derne  Street  Beacon  Hill  Boston,  Mass. 


Malden 

Business 

School 


6  Pleasant  St. 
hounded  1903 


MALden  0256 
Co-educational 


A  Class  “ A ’  Business  College  preparing 
young  men  and  women  jor  responsible 
positions  in  business  and  government 
work.  No  previous  commercial  training 
necessary. 

DAY  SCHOOL  SUMMER  SCHOOL 

EVENING  SCHOOL 

WAR  EMERGENCY  COURSE— First  group  begins 
May  18,  other  groups  each  Monday  thereafter. 

Fall  Classes  begin  September  1  and  8. 
Summer  Classes  begin  June  1  and  each  Monday 

thereafter. 

Free  Placement  Service  to  our  Graduates 
Catalog  will  be  mailed  on  request 


G.  II.  ATKINSON  CO. 

FINEST  OF  MEATS 
CHOICE  FAMILY  GROCERIES 
BIRDSEYE  FROSTED  FOODS 


Compliments  of 


D.  M.  Ainsworth 


Opposite  Reading  Depot 


COMPLETE  FOUNTAIN  SERVICE 


Reading  0010 


Arthur  L.  Gray 

Sales  STUDEBAKER  Service 
34  Salem  St.  Reading,  Mass. 


190  Haven  St. 


Tel.  Rea.  1145 


Gill  and  Bella 


-  BARBERS  - 


58  Haven  St. 


Reading,  Mass. 


SAL’S  BEAUTY  SALON 


PERMANENTS  OUR  SPECIALTY 


70  Haven  St. 
Reading,  Mass. 


Telephone 
Rea.  0456 


r-  — : 

nuAce  mounting 

mi  vi  i  m.  f  at.  on. 

CORNERS  j 


4— TRANSPARENT 


ItNiOP^  t 

REGULAR 


JUNIOR 


These  fam¬ 
ous  corners 
will  handle 
every  thing 
from  a  pos¬ 
tage  stamp 
to  a  large 
map,  draw¬ 
ing,  or  pho¬ 
tograph.  Popular  for  mounting  snapshots  on  cards  or 
in  albums. 

Four  styles,  as  shown  above.  In  black,  white, 
gray,  green,  red,  sepia,  ivory,  gold,  and  silver. 
Transparent  style  is  of  crystal-clear  cellulose. 

NuAce  PHOTO  HINGES 

allow  prints  to  be  mounted  one  above  the  other  where 
album  space  must  be  saved.  Handy  for  newspaper 
clippings  or  postcards.  Ready  folded.  Just  moisten 
and  use. 

All  styles  retail  10c  package.  (15c  in  Canada). 
Packed  in  effective  display  containers.  Ask  for 
sample  packages  and  trade  discounts. 


McCANN’S  DAIRY  STORE 


ICE  CREAM 
CANDIES 

FOUNTAIN  SERVICE 
Reading  Square 


ACE  ART  CO. 


12  Gould  St. 


Reading.  Mass. 


Compliments  of 


ROGER  KENNEY 


GULF  SERVICE 


Leon  F.  Quimby 

REALTOR 

National  Association  R.  E.  Boards 
Boston  Real  Estate  Exchange 
Massachusetts  Real  Estate  Exchange 

74  Haven  St. 


Tel.  Reading  1050 


Wholesale  Retail 

Summer  Ave.  Greenhouses 

Flowers  For  All  Occasions 
Delivered  Anytime  Anywhere 
Cut  Flowers  -  Floral  Designs  -  Memorial  Baskets 


362  Summer  Ave. 
Reading,  Mass. 


Telephone 
Reading  1490 


The  Willis  Pharmacy,  Inc. 


Established  in  1 855 


SERVICE  AND  QUALITY  MERCHANDISE 


SCHOOL  SUPPLIES 
FOUNTAIN  PENS  and 
MECHANICAL  PENCILS 

M.  F.  CHARLES  &  SONS 

CIO  Main  St.  Reading,  Mass. 


FIRST  NATIONAL 
SUPER-MARKET 

FI-NA-ST  FOODS 


Groceries 
M.  J.  Hegarty 


Meats 
J.  C.  Otis 


Compliments  of 


ROCKPORT  FISH  MARKET 


IN  THE  SWIM  TO  WIN 


ATLANTIC  FOOD  MART 

Formerly  Atlantic  Butchers 

20  Years  of  Quality  Food  Serviee  to  the 
People  of  Reading 

STARTED  WITH  QUALITY— BUILT  ON  QUALITY 
AND  GROWING  ON  QUALITY 


Free  Delivery 

Tel.  0054  -  55 

30  Haven  St. 

Reading 

l 

EVERY  DAY  GREETING  CARDS 
GIFTS 

H.  B.  McARDLE 


EDWARD  LAPPIN 

PLUMBING  AND  HEATING 


Next  to  Reading  Theatre 


76  Haven  St. 


Tel.  Rea.  0460-0461 


565  Main  St. 


Tels.  1647  -  1648 


Agent  for  Malden-Melrose  Gas  Light  Co. 


CHARLES  L.  THORNDIKE 

Main  St.  at  Haven  St.  Tel.  Rea.  0812-M 

MEN’S  FURNISHINGS  — 

MEN’S,  WOMEN’S,  and  CHILDREN’S  FOOTWEAR 


MOHAWK 

and 

ARROW  SHIRTS 


BASS 

and 

ENNA  JETTICK  SHOES 


PRENTISS  &  PARKER,  Inc. 

W.  H.  WIGHTMAN  Si  CO. 

INSURANCE 


LA.MSON  S,  HUBBARD  HATS 


Reading  Office 
Masonic  Block 
Tel.  Rea.  0249 


Boston  Office 
40  Broad  St. 
Tel.  Hub.  7880  I 


